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I’kiimit mi', as a memento pi'the pleasant hours we passed 
together, and the inlutiaey we fomicd, by the winding shores and 
the rosy seas of the old l’arthenopo, to dedicate to you this ro¬ 
mance. — it was written in, perhaps, the happiest period of my 
Ijlerary life — when success hegau to brighten upon uiy labour-, 
and it seemed to me, a line thing to make a name. Reputation, 
tike dispossessions, ’fairer jn the hope, than the. reality, shone, be¬ 
fore me, iff (lie gloss of hovelty — and 1 had neither fell, the envy 
it e\eil"s , the weariness it net assions, nor (worse than al )) that 
coarse and painlul notoriety, that something between the gossip 
and the slander, which attends every man whose, writings become 
known — surrendering the grateful privacies of life tif 
The gaudy, bubbling, and remorseless day. 

In short — yet almost a boy — (for, in years at least, I was 
little more, at the dale of the publication of “Pelham" and “The, 
Disowned,") and full of the sanguine arrogance of hope, I pic¬ 
tured to myself far greater triumph^ than it, will ever be mine to 
achieve: and never did architect of dreams build up his pyramid 

upon ( alas!) a narrower base, or a more crumbling soil!. 

Time cures us effectually of these self-conceits, and brings us, 
somewhat harshly, fnun the gay extravagance of confounding the 
‘much that vve design with the little that we can accomplish. 

“The Disowned” and “Devereux” were both written in retire¬ 
ment - and iu the midst of metaphysical studies and investiga- 




tiotfsjVariedWl miscellaneous fc&ugh, ifnot deeply conned. 
— At that time T was indeed enapctKin preparing for the press a 
Philosophical AYork, which ffiadwfterwards the good sense to 
postpone to a riper age and a more sobered mind. But the effect 
of these studies is so 'ewhat prejudicially visible in both the ro¬ 
mances I have referred to; and the external and dramatic colour¬ 
ings which belong to fiction are too often forsaken for the inward 
and subtle analysis of motives, characters, and actions. — The 
workman was not sufficiently master of his art to forbear the vanity 
of parading the wheels of the mechanism, and was too fond of 
calling attention to the minute and tedious operations by which the 
movements were to be performed, and the result obtained. I be¬ 
lieve that an author is generally pleased with, his work, less in 
proportion as it is good, than in proportion as it fuliils the idea 
with which he commenced it. lie is rarely,” perhaps, an accurate 
judge how far the execution is in itself faulty or meritorious — hut 
be judges with tolerable success how far it accomplishes the end 
and objects of the conception. — He is pleased with his work, in 
short, according as lie can say, “This has expressed what I meant 
it to convey.” — But the reader, who js not ih the secret of tty" au¬ 
thor’s original design, usually views the* work through a different 
medium — and is perhaps, in this, the wiser critic of the. two; 
for the Book that wanders the most from the idea which originated 
it, may often be better than that which is rigidly limited to the un¬ 
folding and denouement of a single conception. If we accept this 
solution, we may ije enabled to understand why an author not un- 
frequently makes favourites of jome of his ^reductions most con¬ 
demned by the public. For my own part, 1 remember that “Pe- 
vereux” pleased me better than “Pelham” or “.ThePisowned,” 
because the execution more exactly corresponded with the design. 
It expressed with tolerable fidelity what I meant it to express. That 
was a happy age, my dear Auldjo, when, on finishing a work, 
we could feel contented with our labour*, and fancy wc had done 
our best. Now, alas! I have learnt enough of the wonders of the 
.Art to recognise all the deficiencies of the Piscipic; and to know 
that no author, worth the reading — can cycr in one single work 
do all of which he is capalde. 
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No man, I believe, ever wrote any thing really good, who did 
not feel that he hid the ability to write something belter. — Wri¬ 
ting, after all, is a cold and a coarse interpreter of thought. — 
How much of'the imagination — how much of the intellect, evapo¬ 
rates and is lost while we seek to embody Urtu words! — Man 
made language, and God the genius. Notmng short of an eternity 
could enable men who,imnginc, think, and feel, to express all 
they have imagined, thought, and felt. Immortality, the spiritual 
desire, is the intellectual necessity. 

In “Dcvereux,” I wished to portray a man flourishing in the 
last century, with the train of mind and sentiment peculiar to the 
present; — describing a life, and not its dramatic epitome, the 
historical characters introduce^ are not closely woven with the 
main plot, like tlfosc in the lictions of Sir Walter Scott — but arc 
rather, like the narrative romances of an earlier school, designed 
to relieve the predominant interest, and give a greater air of truth 
and actuality to the supposed memoir. It is a fiction which deals 
.less with the Picturesque than the Real. — Of the principal cha¬ 
racter thus introduced (the celebrated and graceful, but charla¬ 
tan^, Ilolifighroki*) I still think that my sketch, upon the whole, 
is substantially just. We’ must not judge of the politicians of one 
age by the lights of another. Happily we now demand in a states¬ 
man a desire for other aims than his own advancement; .but, at 
that period, ambition was almost universally selfish — the States¬ 
man was yet a Courtier — a man whose very destiny it was to in¬ 
trigue, to plot, to glitter, to deceive. It is„in proportion as po¬ 
lities have ceased to»hc a serret science — itl proportion as courts 
arc less to be flattered, and tools to be managed, that politicians 
have become pscful and honest men: and the statesman now di¬ 
rects a people, where once he outwitted an antichamher. Com- 
pare Iiolingbroke — not with the pien and by the rules of this day 
— but with the men and by the rules of the last. He will lose no¬ 
thing in comparison wglh a Walpole — with a Marlborough, on the 
one sid« — with aifcOxfonl ora Swift, upon the other. 

And now, my dear Auidjo — you have had enough of my ego¬ 
tisms. As our works grow up — like old parrots, we grow gar¬ 
rulous, and love to recur to the happier days of their childhood; — 
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we talk over the pleasant pain they'cost us in their rearing — and 
memory renews the season of dreams and hopes j«vc speak of their 
faults as ol'things past"— of their merits as of things enduring: — 
we are proud to sec them still living, and, after many a harsh or¬ 
deal and rude assau"!‘^keeping a certain station in the world; — 
we hoped perhaps something better for them in their cradle — 1ml, 
as it is, we bate good cause to be contcpted. You, a fellow- 
author, and one whose spirited and charming sketches embody so 
much of personal adventure, and therefore so much connect them¬ 
selves with associations of real life as well as of the studious closet; 
you know", audmust feci/,with me, that these our hooks are a 
part of us, hone of our hone, and flesh of our flesh! They trea¬ 
sure up the thoughts which stirped us — the affections winch 
warmed us, years ago — they are the mirrors of how* much of 
what we were! To the world, they are but a-j a certain number of 
pages — good or had — tedious or diverting; hut to ourselves, the 
authors, they are as marks in the wild maze of life by which we 
can retrace our steps — and be with our youth again. What would 
] not give to feel as I felt — to hope as 1 hoped — to believe as 1 
believed — when this work was first launched upon the world! JJut 
time gives, while it takes away — and, amongst it•- recompenses 
for many losses — arc the memories I referred to m comineiicmg 
this letter, and gratefully revert to at its close. — From the land of 
cloud and the lit’,- of toil, I turn to that golden clime and the lmppy 
indolence that so well accords with it — and hope once more, ere 
I die, with a companion whose knowledge can recall the past, and 
whose gaiety can enliven the present, to visit the Dislmried FK-y of 
Pompeii — and see tli* moonlight sparkle over the waves of .Naples 
Adieu, tny dear Auldjo, 

- and believe me 
your obliged and attached friend 

E. L. JiuijW kk. 



TH,S AUTO-BIO GRAPHER'S 

INTRODUCTION. 


51 v life has been one of freqnem adventure and constant c\- 
citeinent. It has been'passed, to this present day, in a stirring 
age, and not without acquaintance of the most eminent and active 
spirits ol the time. .Men of all grades, and of every character, have 
been familiar to ini'. War — love — ambition — the scroll of 
sages — the festivals of vv*t — the iutriglies of states — all that agi¬ 
tates mankind, the hope and the fear, the labour and the pleasure 

— the great drama of vanities, vv^th the little interludes of wisdom; 

— these have beefl the occupations of my manhood; — these will 
furnish forth the materials of that history which is now open to 
your survey. Whatever be the faults of the historian, he has no 
motive to palliate what lie has committed, or to conceal what he 
has felt. 

Children of an after century — the very time in which these 
pages will greet you destroys enough of the connection between you 
andneyself, to rcmlPr me indifferent alike to your censure and your 
applause!* Kxactly oiuMtundred years from the day this record is 
completed will the seal I shall place on it he broken, arid the se¬ 
crets it contains he disclosed. I claim that congeniality vyth you 
which I have found not among my own coevals. •Their thoughts, 
their feelings, their views, have nothing kindred to my own. I 
speak their language, liut it is not as a native — they know not a 
syllable of mine l With a future age my hcjtt may have more in 
common — to a fuftire age my^thoughts may he less unfamiliar, 
and my sentiments less strange; I trust thelc confessions to the 
trial! , 

Children of an after century, between you and the being who 
has traced the pages ye behold — Jhat busy, versatile, restless 
being — there is but one step — hut that step is a century! His 
now is separated from vour now, by an interval of three genera¬ 
tions ! While He writes, he is exulting in the vigour of health and 
manhood — while y? read , the very worms are starving upon his 
dust. This commune between the living and the dead — this in¬ 
tercourse between that which breathes and moves, and is — and 
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that which life animates not, nor mortality knows — annihilates 
falsehood, and chills men self-delusion into awe. Come, thcif, 
aqd look upon the picture of a past day, and of a jivne being, with- 
ont.apprehcnsion ofdcicit — and as the shadows and lights of a 
Chequered and wild existence flit before, you — watch if, in yotit 
own hearts, there L' aught which mirrors the reflection. 

x Mokto.n Dt.i i:uki \ 


NOTE BY THE EDITOR. 

lr-tho hero of this volume he not altogether ileecncil in Ins hnpe <>l 
congeniality mill those to whom he has bequeathed Ins memoirs, ttit 
reader will find himself led through the semes of ihe past t-entury in 
company with one possessing many of Ihe peculiarities ot thought and 
feeding characteristic of the present. Uric opinion, however, eiiterlaiiied 
by Count Devereux, seems almost exelu.sivelv to belong to a limner day. 
— viz. the opinion he expresses of Iris fjieiul and yoiilenijioian . I.on! 
Bolingbrohe. For my own part. I do not think iliat the portion lie In¬ 
drawn of that remarkable man lias been rnloured by undue patlialily: II. 
on the one hand. Lord Bolingbroke’s good qualities have noi been mis¬ 
construed into vices, neither, on the other, have his affeeiaboiis or his 
errors been extolled into virtues; and 1 incline in believe that his cha¬ 
racter — a character which. m my interpretation id history, was irre¬ 
gular, not abandoned — faulty , not vicious — has been no loss un- 
ejianiiui d tiv Ins biographical commentators than -lamleri, I b\ lus poli¬ 
tical enemies. II 1 am deemed in I Ins oppnnn, 1 know at iejj-tA’iinvc 
been deceived noi in consequence of my prejudices, but in spin- id them, 
for my parly tenets would not bias me in favour ol Lord Ibdimrbroke as 
a Tory, norms sentiments on Ihe subtleties of Moral Philosophy mobile 
me to esteem him as a Metaphysician.' 1 must lie pardoned lor these 
observations, which seemed to me rendered neeessary by the notes 
which 1 have (in the latter part of this volume, wherein any more la- 
vrourablc view of Lord liohnghroke has chiefly been taken) added to the 
text. If any excuse ik.requueil lor altdckmc in those notes “The Lite¬ 
rary Superstition,” which renders men unwilling ufliave Ihe opmmns lhey 
have furmeii however hrroneously, 'of celebrated characters, shaken 
and disturbed, I beg to refer Ihe Header to the words of Horace Walpole 
(one, by the by, of Lord Boluigbroke’s bitterest maligners), prefixed 
to the small, but valuable, work entitled “An Inquiry respecting Cla-, 
rendon, <Ste." by the lion. G. Agw Ellis, afterwards Lord Dover. 

* As if in corroboration of the opinion vulgarly held, that Lord 
Itolingliroke’s philosophical soul intents, or lather philosophical emu-, 
were vorv partially, il at all, divulged during hi^ life, the reader wib 
find no allusion whatsoever to them in these pages, where indeed thev 
would be obviously out of place. 
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CHAPTER I. 

«if me Hero's Birth and Pnrent.me. Nothing can difler more from Iho 
Bud of /Uiu^ ihart their Beginning. 

M v grandlather, Sir Arthur Oevereux, (peace lie with his ash¬ 
es i) was a noble old knight and cavalier, possessed of a property 
sullieiently larjc to have maintained in full dignity half a dozen 
peers as pecrs'havo bfeu since the days of the first James. 

Nevertheless, my grandfather loved the equestrian order belter 
than the patrician, rejected all offers of advancement, and left his 
posterity no titles but those to liis estate. 

Sir Arthur had two children by wedlock — both'sons; at his 
death, mybdher, the younger, bade adieu to the old hall and his 
only brother, prayed lo the grim portraits of’hk ancestors to in¬ 
spire him, and set out*—to join as a volunteer'the armies of that 
Louis, afterwards surnamed Le grand. Of Jiifn 1 shall say but 
little; the life of* soldier has only hvo events worth recording, his 
first campaign and his last. My nude did as his ancestors had 
done before him, and, cheap as the dignity had grown, went up 
to Court to he. knighted by Charles II. He was so delighted with 
what he saw of the metropolis that he foreswore all intention of 
leaving it, took to Sedtay and champagne, flirted withNell (.Wynne, 
lost double the value of his brother's portion at one silling to 
\he chivalrous Urammont, wrote a cornedv corrected by Elhercge, 

'*?!>(’/ CUX 
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and took a wife recommended,by Rochester. The wife brought 
him a child six. months after marriage, and the infant was born on 
the same day the comedy was acted. LuckiiyUiir the honour of the 
house, my uncle shared the fate ofPlimncus, king of Sicvon, and 
all the offspring he ever had (that is to say, the child and the play) 
“ died as soon as v^ey were boru.” My uncle was now only at a 
loss what to do with his wjfe — that remaining treasure, whose 
readiness to oblige him had been so miraculously evinced. She 
saved him the trouble of long cogitation — an exercise of intellect 
to which lie was never too ardently inclined. There was a gentle¬ 
man of the Court, celebrated for his sedateness and solemnity ; my 
aunt was piqued into cihulaling Orplfeus, and, six weeks after her 
confinement, she put this rock into motion -- they eloped. Poor 
gentleman ! — it must have bef,n a severe tri.'jl of patience to a man 
never known before to transgress the very slowest of all possible 
walks — to have bad two ev cuts of the most rapid nature happen to 
himinlhe. same week : scarcely had he recovered the shock of being 
runaway with by my aunt, before, terminating for ever his va¬ 
grancies, he was run through by my uncle. The wits made an 
epigram upon the event, and my uncle, who was bold as a lion 
at the poiAl of a sword, was, to sp^ak frankly, lerriJ>lyi r lisroii- 
ecrled by the point of a jest. He retired to the country in a fit of 
disgust and gout. Here, his own bun imUircl rose, from the layers 
of art which had long oppressed it, and he solaced himself by 
righteously governing domains worthy of a Prince, for the mortifi¬ 
cations he had experienced in the dishonourable career of a cour¬ 
tier. . 

Hitherto I have spoken somewhat slightingly of my uncle, and 
in his dissipation he deserved it, for he was both too honest and 
too simple to shine in that galaxy of prostituted genius of which 
Charles H. was the centre. Stut in retirement he was no longer the 
same person, and I do notrthink that the elements of human na¬ 
ture could have furnished forth a more amiable character than Sir 
William Dev e.reux, presiding at Christmas over the merriment of 
his great hall. • 

Hood old man! his very defects were what we loved besl in hin 
— vanity was so mingled with good uature that it became graceful 
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and we reverenced one the mosjt, while we most smiled at the 
<fthcr. 

One pcculiarilyrtiad he, which the age he had lived in and his 
domestic history, rendered uatura) enough, viz. an exceeding dis¬ 
taste to the matrimonial state: early marriages were misery; im¬ 
prudent marriages idiotism, and marriage, iO’thc best, he was 
wont to say, with a kindling eye, and a hei^fitencd colour, mar¬ 
riage at the best — was .the devil! Yet it must not be supposed 
that. Sir William Devcrcui was an ungallant man. On the contrary, 
never did the beau next- have a humbler or more devoted servant. 
As nothing in his estimation was less becoming to a wise man than 
matrimony, so nothing was more ornamental than flirtation. 

He had the old man’s weakness, garrulity; and he told the 
wittiest stories in the world, without omitting any thing in them 
but tlie poiut. 'J'hiS omission did not arise from the, waul cither 
of memory or of humou»; hut solely from a deficiency in the malice 
natural to all jesters, lie could not persuade his lips to repeal a 
sarcasm hurling even the dead or the ungrateful; and when he 
mine to the drop of gall which should have given zest to the story, 
thP milk of human kindness broke its harrier, despite of himself, 
— ari(Hvaslieo*it avvav*. lie was a fine wreck, a little prematurely 
hroheitby’ttPjsipatioii, hot not perhaps the less interesting on that 
account; tall, and somewhat, of the jovial old English girth, with 
a face where good nature and good living mingled their smiles»and 
glow, lie wore the garb of twenty years hack, and was curiously 
particular in the choice of his silk stockings. Between you and me, 
he was not, a little vain of his leg, and a com|?limcul on that score 
was always sure of a gracious reception. 

Tite solitude of my uncle’s household was hrftkcnhyan invasion 
uflhrcc hoys none of the (juiciest; and their mother, who, the 
gentlest and saddest of womankind,•seemed to follow them, the 
emblem of that primeval Silence front which all noise was horn. 
These three hoys were my two brothers and myself. My father, 
who had conceived a slroyg personal attachment for Louis Qu<‘- 
forze, never guiltcd hjp service, and the great King repaid him by 

{ rders and favours without number; he died of wounds received in 
attic — a Count aud a Marshal, full of renown, and destitute of 



money. He had married twice:, his first wife, who died without 
issue, was a daughter of the noble house of La Xremouille — his 
second, our mother, was of a younger branch of the English rare 
of Howard. Itrougfil up in her native country, and influenced by 
a primitive and retired education, she never loved that gay land 
which her husbam.'bad adopted as his own. I’pon his death, she 
hastened her return to England, and refusing, with somewhat of 
honourable pride, the magnificent pension which Louis wished to 
settle upon the widow of his favourite, came to throw herself and 
her children upon those affections which she kuew they were enti¬ 
tled to claim. 

My uncle, was unaffectedly rejoiced to receive us. —- To say 
nothing of his love for my father, and his pride at the honours the 
latter had won to their anrien^house — the good gentleman was 
very well pleased with the idea of obtaining four new listeners, out 
of whom lie might select an heir, and htsoou grew as fond of us 
as we were of him. At the lime of our new settlement, I had at¬ 
tained the age of twelve; my second brother (we were twins) was 
born an hour alter me; my third was about fifteen months younger. 
I had never been the favourite of the three. lu the. first place, my 
brothers (my youngest especially) were, unconiimfiily haijglsome, 
and, almost, 1 was but tolerably good-looking; iifuic second 
place, my mind was considered as much inferior to theirs as my 
body — I was idle and dull, sullen and haughty — the only wit I 
ever displayed was in sneering at my friends, and the only spirit, 
in quarrelling with my twin brother; sosaidorso thought all who 
saw us iu our ehiluhood; and it follows, therefore, that I was 
either very unaimaolc or very much misunderstood. 

Hut, to the astonishment of myself and my relations, my fate was 
now to be reversed, and 1 was no sooner settled at DevcrcuvCourt, 
than I became evidently tho»object of Sir William's pre-eminent 
attachment. The fact was^, that I really liked both the knight and 
his stories better than my brothers did; and the very first time! 
had seen my unde, 1 had commented on, ; llic beauty of his slocking, 
and envied the constitution of his leg; fr/un such trifles spring 
affection! In truth, our attachment so progressed that we gre ■ 
to be constantly together; and while my childish anticipations o ’ 
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the world made me love to listen to stories of Courts and courtiers, 
my unde returned the compliment, by declaring of my wit. as (he 
angler declared oithe River Lea, that one would tind enough in it, 
if one would hut angle sufficiently long. 

Nor was this all; my uncle and myself were exceedingly like 
the waters of Alpheus and Arcthusa — nothing'was thrown into the, 
one without being seen very shortly afterwards floating upon the 
other. Every witticism or legend tsir William imparted to me 
(and some, to say truth, were a little tinged with the licentiousness 
of the limes lie had lived inj, I took the lirst opportunity of retail¬ 
ing, whatever might be the audience; and few hoys, at the age of 
thirteen, can boast of haviijg so often as myself excited the laughter 
of the men and the hlnshes of the women. This circumstance, 
while it aggravated my own vanity, delighted mj uncle’s; and as I 
was always geltingTnlo scrapes on his account, so he was perpe¬ 
tually hound, by duty, to defend me from the charges of which he 
was the cause. No man defends another long without loving him 
the better (or it; and perhaps Sir William Revercux and his eldest 
nephew were the only allies iu the world who had no jealousy of 
Adi other. 


til A (TEH II. 

A Family Consultation— A Priest, ami an Acre in Life. 

“ Yoi, arc ruining the children, my dear Sir William, ' said 
my gentle mother, one day, when Iliad barn particularly witty, 
“and the Abbe Alontnpiil declares it absolutely necessary that they 
should go to school.” 

“To schooll” said my uncle, who was caressing his right leg, 
as it lay over his left knee — “ to school, Madam! you are joking. 
AVhatfur, pray?” 

“Instruction, my dear Sir William,” replied my mother. 

“Ah, ah; I forgot t^at; true, true!” said my uncle, dc- 
spondingly, and there ^vns a pause. JVIy mother counted her rosary; 

f ny uncle sank into a reverie; my twin brother pinched my leg 
inder the table, to which i replied by a silent kick . and my young- 
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est fixed his large, dark, speaking eyes upon a picture of the Holy 
Family, which hung opposite (o him. - 

My nnclc broke silence; he did it with a stari, 

“Od’s fish, Madam.” — (my uncle dressed his oaths, like 
himself, a little after the example of Charles II.) — “od's fish. 
Madam, I have DiVe/glit of a better plan than that; they shall hate 
instruction without going to school for it.” 

“And how, Sir William?” 

“I will instruct them myself, Madam,” and Sir William slap¬ 
ped the calf of the leg he was caressing. 

Mv mother smiled. 

“At, Madam, you roJ.y smile; bntj and my Lord Dorset were 
the best scholars of the age; you shall read my play.” 

“Do, mother," said I, “rc ( ad the play. Shall 1 tell her some 
of the jests in it, uncle?” * 

My mother shook her head in anticipate„'iorror, and raised her 
finger reprovingly. My unde said nothing, but winked at me; 1 
understood the signal, and was about to begin, when the door 
opened, and the Abbe Moutrcuil entered. My uncle released his 
right leg, and my jest was cut off. Nobody eter iuspired a mote 
dim, religious awe than the AbbdMontrcuik Tlidpriest entered 
with a smile. My mother hailed the e'ntmnce of an all**r * 

“Father,” said she, rising, “I have just represented to my 
good*brother the necessity of sending my sons to school; he has 
proposed au alternative which 1 will leave you lo discuss with him.” 

“And what is it?” said Montreuil, sliding into a chair, and 
patting Gerald's In-ad'with a benignant air. 

“To educate IliVm himself,” answered yny mother, with a sort 
of satirical gravity.' My uncle inoved uneasily in his seal, as if. 
for the first time, he saw something ridiculous in the proposal. 

The smile, immediately fading from the thin lips of the priest, 
gave way to an expression of respectful approbation. “An admi¬ 
rable plan,” said he, slowly, “but liable to some little exceptions, 
which Sir William will allow me to poinf out.” 

My mother called to us, and we left the room with her. The 
next time we saw my uncle, the priest’s reasonings had prevailed- 
The following week we all three went lo school. My faille- 
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Jiad been a catholic, rny mother Vas of the same creed, and con¬ 
sequently we were brought up in that unpopular faith. Hut rny 
uncle, whose religion had been sadly undeAiiiucd at Court, was 
a terrible catiller at the holy mysteries of Catholicism; and while 
his friends termed him a protestant, his cnenvcs hinted, falsely 
enough, that he was a sceptic. When Mou*l-euil lirst followed us 
to Devcrcux Court, many and bitter wt*rc the little jests my worthy 
uncle had prodded for id's reception; and he would shake his head 
with a notable archness whenever he heard our reverential descrip¬ 
tion of the expected guest. But, somehow or other, no sooner 
had he seen the priest, than all his purposed railleries deserted 
him. Not a single wittieisiit came to his assistance, and the calm, 
smooth face of the ecclesiastic seemed to operate upon the fierce 
resolves of the facetious knight iu*lhc same manner as the human 
eye is supposed to awe into impotence the malignant intentions of 
Lite ignobler animals, fcl nothing could be blander than the de¬ 
meanour of the Abbe Monlrcuil — nothing more worldly, in their 
urbanity, than bis mauner and address. His garb was as little 
de/ical as possible, his conversation rather familiar than formal, 
and lie iuvarial||y listened to every syllable the good knight uttered, 
with a ws'uqloiinnce and mien of the most attentive respect. 

What then was the charm by which this singular mau never 
tailed to obtain an ascendency , in some, measure allied will) fear, 
overall lit whose company he was thrown? That was a secret my 
uncle never could solve, and which, only in later life, I myself 
was able to discover. It was partly by the magic ofau extraordinary 
mid powerful mind, partly by an expression of manner, if I may 
use such a phrase, that seemed to «meer most,* when most it af¬ 
fected to respect; and partly by an air like that of a man never 
exactly at his ease; not that he was tjjiy, or ungraceful, or even 
taciturn — no! it was an indescribable embarrassment, resem¬ 
bling that of one playing a part, familiar to him, indeed, but some¬ 
what distasteful. This cniharrasment, however, was sufficient 
to he contagious, and to’confuse that dignity in others which, 
'strangely chough, neve? forsook himself. 

J He was of lowi origin, but his address and appearance did not 
b -tray his birth. Pride suited his mien belter than familiarity — 
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and his countenance, rigid, thoughtful, and cold, even through 
smiles, in expression was strikingly commanding. In person, lie 
was slightly above the middle standard; and fiad not the texture 
of his frame been remarkably hard, wirey, and muscular, the 
total absence of <J[I superfluous flesh would have given the lean 
gaunlness of his ligh \e an appearance of almost spectral emacia¬ 
tion. In reality, his age vlid not exceed Ivvcuty-cighl years; hut 
his high, broad forehead was already so (narked with hue and fur¬ 
row , las air was so staid and quiet, his iiguro so destitute of the 
roundness and elasticity of youth , that his appearance always im¬ 
pressed tile beholder vvjjh the involuntary idea of a man consider¬ 
ably more advanced in life. Abstemious to habitual penance, 
and regular to mechanical exactness in his frequent and severe de¬ 
votions, he was as little invvaldly addicted, 1 !) the pleasures and 
pursuits of youth as he was externally possessed ul its lreslunss 
and its bloom. 

Nor was gravity with him that unmeaning veil to imbecility, 
which Rochefoucauld has so happily called “the mystery ot the 
body.” The variety and depth of his learning fully sustained,;he 
respect which his demeanour insensibly created. (,'To say nothing 
of his lore in the dead tongues, he .possessed a knoy^ledp.- ol the 
principal European languages besides his own, vi/. English. 
Italian, German, and Spanish, not less accurate and little less 
fluent than '.hat of a native; and lie had not only gained the key to 
these various coffers of intellectual wealth, hut he had also pos¬ 
sessed himself of their treasures. He had been educated at St, 
Olliers; and, voting as he was, he had already acquired no in¬ 
considerable reputation among his brelhern of that illustrious aud 
celebrated Order of Jesus which has produced both the worst and 
the best men that the Christian world has ever known — which has, 
in its successful zeal for knowledge, and the circulation of mental 
light, bequeathed a vast debt of gratitude to posterity; hut which, 
unhappily encouraging certain scholastic doctrines, that by a mind 
at once subtle and vicious can be easily perverted into the sanction 
of the most dangerous and syslemati/ed'immorality, has already 
drawn upon its professors an almost universal odium, which, ,'iy 
far the greater part of them, is singularly undeserved. 
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So highly established was the good name of Montrcuil that, 
when , three years prior to the time of which I now speak, he had 
teen elected to tlA otliee he held in our fayiilv, it was scarcely 
deemed a less fortunate occurrence for us, to gain so learned and 
so pious a preceptor, than it was for him to acquire a situation of 
such trust and confidence in the household <yf a Marshal of France, 
and the especial favourite of Louis XI 

It was pleasant enough to mark the gradual ascendancy he 
gained over my uncle; and the timorous dislike which the good 
knight entertained for linn, yet struggled to conceal. Perhaps 
that was the only time in his lile iu which Sir William Devereux 
was a hypocrite. 

Enough ol the pii#-t at present — I return to his charge. To 
school we w cut - our parting with our uncle was quite pathetic — 
mine, iu especial, “llarkyc. Sir Count,” whispered ho (I bore 
my father's title), “h.-ffkye, don’t mind what the old priest tells 
you ; your real man of wit never wants the musty lessons of schools 
in order to make a iigure in the world. Don’t cramp your genius, 
mvboy; read over my play, and honest George Ethcrcgc’s ‘Man 
ol .Mode.;’ this’ll Keep your spirits alive, after do/ing over those 
old pages which llonlcr (good soul!) dozed over before. God 
bless ymi7*my child — Wile to me — no one, not even your 
mother, shall sec your letters — and — and he sure, my fine 
fellow, that you don’t fag too hard. The glass of Ijfeis dumbest 
book — and one’s natural wit the only diamond that can write, le¬ 
gibly on it.” 

Sueli were my uncle's parting admonitions; it must lie con¬ 
fessed that, coupled with the dramatic gifts alluded to, they were 
likely to he of inlinile service to the tli'biilanl for academical ho¬ 
nours. In fact,.Sir William Devercux was deeply impregnated 
with the notion of his lime, that ability and inspiration were the 
saihe thing, and that, unless you werethoroughly idle, you could 
not he thoroughly a genius. I verily believe that he thought wis¬ 
dom got its gems, as AbuiCeid al llassan* declares some Chinese 
philosophers thought oysters got their pearls— viz. — by griping! 

Iu his Commentary on the account of Chinn by two Travellers. 
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CHAPTER Ilf. 

A Change in Conduct ami in Character — our evil Passions will some¬ 
times produce good Kneels; and, on the (.'outran , an Alteration lor 
the Hotter in Manqcr.s will, riot (infrequently, have amongst its Causes 
a little Corruption of Mind; lor the Feelings are so blended, that tit 
suppressing those disagreeable to others, we often suppress those 
winch are amiable m themselves. 

Mr twin brother, Gerald, was a (all, strong, handsome boy, 
blessed with a great love for the orthodox academical studies, and 
extraordinary quickness of ability. .Nevertheless, he was indolent 
by nature, in things which were conliory to his taste — fond of 
pleasure — and, amidst all his personal •mirage, ran a certain 
vein of irresolution, which rendered it easy (or a cool and deter¬ 
mined mind to awe or to persuade him. 1 cannot help thinking, 
too, that, clever as he was, there was sonVlhing commonplace in 
the cleverness; and that his talent was of that mechanical, yet 
quick, nature, which makes wonderful hoys, hut vn'iliocrc men. 
In any other family he would have been considered the beauty 
in ours he was thought the genius. ( 

My youngest brother, Aubrey, wvis of a very diffcfontnlispo- 
sition of mind and frame of body; thoughtful, gentle, susceptible, 
acute; with an uncertain bravery, like a woman’s, and a taste for 
reading, that,varied with the caprice of every hour. He was the 
beauty of the three, and my mother’s favourite. Never, indeed, 
have 1 seen the countenance of man so perfect \ so glowingly, yet 
delicately handsomy, as that of Aubrey Dcvcreux. Locks, soft, 
glossy, and twining inlo ringlets, fell in’dark profusion over a 
brow whiter than marble; his eyes were black arid tender, as a 
Georgian girl's; his lips, his teeth, the contour uf his face, wens 
all cast in the same feminine and faultless mould; his hands would 
have shamed those ofMndatne do la Tisseure, whoso lover offered 
six thousand marks to any European who could wear her glove; 
and his figure would have made Tilanih give up her Henchman, 
and the King of the Fairies he any tiling hut pleased with the 
exchange. b 

Such were my two brothers; or, rather (so far as the interna 
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qualities are concerned), suclithcy seemed to me; for it,is a sin¬ 
gular fact that we never judge of our near kindred so well as -we 
judge of others; ‘and I appeal to any one, .whether, of all people 
by whom lie has been mistaken, he has not been most often mis¬ 
taken by those with whom he was brought up! 

I had always loved Aubrey, but they had not suffered him to 
love mo ; and we had been so little logelhdf that we had in common 
none of those childish remembrances which serve, more power¬ 
fully than all else in later life, to cement and soften affection. In 
fact, I was the scape-goat of the family. What I must have been 
in early childhood, 1 cannot tell — but, before I was ten years old, 

I was the object of all thcvJespondency Snd evil forebodings of my - 
relations. Aly father said I laughed at la gloirc cl. Ic grand rno- 
uarque, the very hrst lime lie attempted to explain to me the value 
of the one and the greatness of the other. 1'hc countess said I had 
neither my father's ofe, nor her own smile — that I was slow at 
my letters, and quick with my tongue; and, throughout the whole 
house, nothing was so favourite a topic as the extent of my rude¬ 
ness, and the veuom of my repartee. Monlreuil, on his entrance 
into our family , not only fell in with, but favoured and fostered, 
llie wigningburnout'against me; whether from that diriilc cl im- 
jirra system, which was so grateful to his temper, or from the 
mere love of meddling aud intrigue, which in him, as in Alberoni, 
attached itself equally to petty as to large circles, was nht then 
clearly apparent; il was only certain that he fomented the dissen¬ 
sions and widened the breach between my brothers and myself. — 
Alas! after all, I believe my sole crime was my candour. 1 had a 
spirit of (rankness, Which no fea^ could taniCj and my vengeance 
for any infantine punishment was in speaking voraciously of my 
punishers. .Never tell me of the paug of lalsehood to the slandered : 
nothing is so agonizing to the line Skin of vanity as the application 
oTa rough truth! • 

As 1 grew older, I saw my power, and indulged it; and, being 
scolded for sarcasm, I was llattcred into believing Iliad wit; so 
I punned and jested ,• lampooned aud satirized, till I was as much 
a torment to others as I was tormented myself. The secret of all 
this was that I was unhappy. INobody loved me — I felt it to my 
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heart of hearts. I was conscious of injusticeand the sense of it 
made me bitter. Our feelings, especially in youth, resemble 
that leaf which, in soup-old traveller, is descrified as expanding 
itself to warmth, but when chilled, not only shrinking and closing, 
but presenting to (he spectator thorns, which had Jain concealed 
upon the opposite side of it before. 

With my brother Gerald, 1 had a deadly and irreconcileablo 
fend. He was much stouter, taller, and stronger than myself; 
and, far from conceding to me that respect which I imagined my 
priority of birth entitled me to claim, he took e\cry opportunity to 
deride my pretensions, and to (indicate the cause of the superior 
strength and vigour whirl!’constituted 'his own. It would hato 
done your heart good to have seen us cu(T one another, we did it 
with such zeal. There is nothing in human ppssion like a good 
brotherly hatred ! my mother said, with the most feeling earnest¬ 
ness, that she used to fed us fightiug even* before our birth: we 
certainly lost no time directly after it. both my parents were se¬ 
cretly vexed that 1 had come into the world an hour sooner than my 
brother; and Gerald himself looked upon it as a sort of jugxle — 
a kind of jockeyship by which he had lost the prerogative d birth¬ 
right. This very early rankled in his heart, and he was so much 
a greater favourite that) myself that, instead of rooting out so un¬ 
fortunate a feeling on his part, my good parents made no scruple 
of openly lamenting my seniority. 1 believe the real cause of our 
being taken front the domestic instructions of the Abbe (who was 
an admirable teacher) and sent to school, was solely to prevent my 
uncle deciding every tiling in my favour, illonlrcuil, however, 
accompanied us to our academy, r and remained with us during the 
three years in which we were perfecting ourselves m the blessings 
of education. •• 

At the cud of the second year, a prize was instituted for the. 
best prolicienl at a very severe examination; two months before it 
took place we went home for a few days. After dinner my uncle 
asked me to walk vv ith him in the park. I did so; we strolled along 
lo the margin of a rivulet, which ornamented die grounds.’ There 
my uncle, for the first time, broke silence. 

“Morton,” saidhe, looking down at his left leg, “Morton — 
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let me see — thou art now of a reasonable age — fourteen at the 
least." 

“Fifteen, If ii.pleasc you, Sir,” said I, elevating my stature 
as much as 1 was able. • 

“Humph! my boy; and a pretty time of life it is, loo. Your 
brother Gerald is taller than you by two inches.” 

“But 1 can beat him, for all that, uuc^,” said I, colouring, 
and clenching my list. • 

My uncle pulled down his right ruffle. “’Gad so, Morton, 
you ’re a brave fellow,” said he; “but I wish you were less of a 
hero and more of a scholar. I wish you could heat him in Greek, 
as well as in boxing. 1 will tell you wl’#t Old llowley said,” and 
my uncle occupied the next quarter of an hour with a story. The 
story opened the good old gentleman’s heart—my laughter opened 
it still more. “J!*irk ye, sirrah!” said lie, pausing abruptly, 
and grasping my hamlwitb a vigorous effort of love and muscle, 
“hark ye, sirrah — 1 love you — ’Sdeath, X do. I love you better 
than both your brothers, and that crab of a priest into the bargain ; 
lful 1 am grieved to the heart to hear what I do of you. They tell 
tile you are the idlest and most profligate hoy iu the school — that 
you are always heating your brother Gerald, and making a scur¬ 
rilous jcs.>f your motlienor'niyself.” 

“Who says so? who dares say so?” saidl, with an emphasis 

that would have startled a less hearty man than Sir William Dcve- 

“ * 

reux. “They lie, uncle, by my soul they do. ‘Idle I am — 
profligate X may he — quarrelsome with my brother I coufess 
myself; hut jesting at you or my mother —• never — never. No, 
no; .you, too, who lipvc been so kind to me*— the only one who 
ever was! No, no; do not thinl? I could lie such a wretch,” aud 
as I said this the tears gushed from my eyes. 

My good uncle was exceedingly Affected. “Look ye, child,” 
said he, “I do not believe them. ’Sheath, not a word — I would 
repeat to you a good jest now of Sedley's, 'Gad, I would, but I 
•am really too much movgd just at present. 1 tell you what, my 
boy, I tell you what,you shall do: there’s atrial coming on at 
school — eh? — well, the Ablxi tells me Gerald is certain of being 
Hirst, and you of being last. Now, Morion, you shall heat your 
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brother, and shame the jesuit. There — my mind's spoken — 
dry your tears, my hoy, and I ’ii tell you the jest Sedley made: 
it was in the mulberry garden one day — ” A,ml the knight told 
his story, 

I dried my tears — pressed my uncle's hand — escaped from 
him as soon as I was able—hastened to my room, and surrendered 
myself to reflection. •„ 

When my uncle so good-naturally proposed that I should con¬ 
quer Gerald at the examination, nothing appeared to him more 
easy; — he was pleased to think 1 had more talent than my brother, 
and talent, according to his creed, was the only master-key to 
unlock every science. A problem in Euclid, or a phrase in Pindar, 
a secret in astronomy, or a knotty passage in lire fathers, were all 
riddles, with the solution of which, application had nothing to 
do. One's mother wit was a precious sort of > ccromanoy, which 
could pierce every mystery at first sight; aqd all the gifts of know¬ 
ledge, in his opinion, like reading and writing in that of the sage 
Dogberry, “came by nature.” Alas! I was not under the same 
pleasurable delusion; 1 rather exaggerated than diminished the 
difficulty of my task , and thought, at the first glance, that nothing 
short of a miracle would enable me to excel m* brolhl'r. — Gerald, 
a boy of natural talent, and as 1 said Lcfi.re, of great » . idtiity In 
the orthodox studies — especially favoured too by the instruction 
of Moptreuil, — had long been esteemed the first scholar of our 
little world: and though 1 knew that with some branches of learning 
I was more conversant than himself, yet, as my emulation had 
been hitherto solely directed to bodily contention, I had never 
thought of contesting with him a reputation for which 1 cared littlo, 
and on a point in which I had b„cu early taught that I could never 
hope to enter into any advantageous comparison with the “genius” 
of the Devereuxs. , 

A new spirit now passed .into me — I examined myself with a 
jealous and impartial scrutiny — I weighed my acquisitions against 
those of my brother — 1 called forth, frqm their secret recesses, 
the unexercised and almost unknown stores I had from time to 
time laid up in my mental armoury to moulder and to rust. I 
suneyed them with a feeling that they might yet be polished into 
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use: and, excited alike by the stimulus of affection on one side, 
and hatred on the other, my mincj worked itself from despondency 
into doubt, and from doubt into the sauguineness of Lope. 1 told 
mine of my design? — I exacted from my uncle a promise not to 
betray it — I shut myself in my room — 1 gate out that 1 was ill — 

I saw no one, not even the Abbe — I rejected his instructions, for 
I looked upon him as an enemy; and, for the, two months, before 
my trial, I spent night and day in an # unr£laxing application, of 
which, till then, I bad not imagined myself capable. 

Though inattentive to the school exercises, I had never been 
wholly idle. 1 was a lover of abstruser researches than the liack- 
nied subjects of the school, and we had really received such 
extensive and judicious instructions freftn the Abb<5 during our 
early years that it would have been scarcely possible for any of us 
to have fallen into a thorough distaste for intellectual pursuits. In 
the examination, I foresaw that much which I had previously 
acquired might be proBlably displayed — much secret and recon¬ 
dite knowledge of the customs and manners of the ancients, as 
vjell as their literature, which curiosity had led me to obtain, and 
v,hich I knew had never entered into the beads of those who, 
contented w ijji their reputation in the customary academical rou¬ 
tine, -had rarely drehmed of wandering into less beateu paths of 
learning. 'Fortunately toll for me, Gerald was so certain of success 
that latterly he omitted all precaution to obtain it; and as none of 
our schoolfellows had the vanity to think of contesting with him, 
even the Abbe seemed to imagine him justified in llis sunineucss. 

The day arrived. Sir William, my mother, the whole aristo¬ 
cracy of the neighbourhood were present at the trial. The Abb6 
came to my room a fetv hours before it commenced; he found the 
door locked. 

“Ungracious boy,” said be, “admit me — I come at the 
earnest request of your brother, Ahbrcy, to give you some hints 
preparatory to the examination." • 

“He has indeed come at my wish,” said the soft and silver 
voice of Aubrey, in a supplicating tone; “do admit him, dear 
Morton', for my sak*! ” 

“Go,” said I, bitterly, from within, “go — yearebothmy 
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foes and slanderers — you come to insult my disgrace beforehand; 
but perhaps you will yet be disappointed.” 

“You will not open the door?" said the priest. 

“1 will not — begone.” * 

“lie will indeed disgrace his family,” said Montreuil, moving 
away. 

“Ho will disgrace himself,” said Aubrey, dejectedly. 

I laughed scornfuhy. If ever the consciousness of strength is 
pleasant, it is when we are thought most weak. 

The greater part of our examination consisted in the answering 
of certain questions in writing, given to us in the tlnee days im¬ 
mediately previous to the grand and final one; for this last day was 
reserved the paper of eontjiosition (as if was termed ) in verse and 
prose, and the personal examination in a few showy, but generally 
understood, subjects. When (Jerald gave in j^is paper, and an¬ 
swered the verbal questions, a buzz of admiration and anxiety 
went round the room. His. person was so handsome, his address 
so graceful, his voice so assured and dear, that a strong and uni¬ 
versal sympathy was excited in his favour. The head master 
publicly complimented him. lie regretted only the deficiency of hr, 
pupil in certain minor but important matters. 

I came next, for I stood next to Gerald in our class. As 1 

'* i! * 

walked up the hall, I raised my eyes to the gallery in which my 
unde and his party sat. I saw that my mother was iisteniug to the 
AbbC, whose eye, severve, cold, and contemptuous, was bent 
upon me. Bui my unde leant over the railing of the gallery, with 
his plurnfd hat in his hand, which, when he caught my look, he 
waved gently — as if id token of encouragement, and with an air 
so kind and cheering that I felt my step grtiw prouder as I ap¬ 
proached the condaVe of the masters. 

“Mortou Dcvereux,” said the president of the school in a calm, 
loud, austere voice, that tilled the whole hall, “we have looked 
over your papers on the three previous days, and they h;#e given 
us no less surprise than pleasure. Take heed aad time how you 
answer us now.” 

At this speech a loud murmur was heard in my uncle's parly, 
which gradually spread round the hall. I agaiu looked up — my 
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mother's face was av cried: that of (he Abbe was impenetrable, but 
I saw my uncle wiping his eyes, and fell a strange emotion creep¬ 
ing into my own. 1 turned hastily aw ay , and presented my paper 
— the head master received it, and, puling it aside, proceeded 
lo the verbal examination. 

Conscious of the parts in which Gerald was likely to fail, I bad 
paid especial attention lo the minima; of scholarship, and my fore¬ 
thought stood me in good stead at tljp pi^sent moment. J\ly trial 
ceased — my last paper was read. I bowed, and retired lo the 
other end of the hall. 1 was not so popular as Gerald — a crowd 
was assembled round him, hut 1 slood alone. As 1 leant against 
a column, with folded arms, and a countenance which I felt be¬ 
trayed little of my internal emotions, fty eye caught Gerald’s. He ' 
was very pale, and I could see that his hand trembled. Despite of 
our enmity, t fell for him. ’like. worst passions are softened by 
triumph, ami I foresaw that mine was at hand. 

The whole examination was oxer. Every hoy had passed it-. 
The masters retired lor a moment — they re-appeared and re-seated 
themselves. The first sound 1 heard was that of my own name. 

1 was the victor of the day — 1 was more — 1 was one hundred 
marks before my brother. My head swam round — my breath 
forsook me. Smcf then 1 have been placed in many Inals of life, 
’and had ilianv triumph’; liut never was 1 so overcome ns at that 
moment. 1 left the hall — I scarcely listened to the applauses with 
which it rang. 1 hurried to my own chamber, and threw’myself 
on the lied in a delirium of intoxicated feeling, which had in it 
more of rapture than any thing hut the gratification of lirst love, or 
lirsl vanity, can bestow. 

• Ah! it would he worth stimulating onr passions if it were only 
for the pleasure of remembering their effect; and all violent ex¬ 
citement shou^l he indulged less for present joy than for future re¬ 
trospection. 

• My uncle’s step was the first thing which inlrudcd on my soli¬ 
tude. 

•‘Od’s-fisti, my boy,” said he, crying like a child, “this is 
line work — ’Gad sc*, it is. I almost wish I were a boy myself to 
have a match with you — faith I do — see what it is to learn a little 

Veverenjc. o 
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d life. If you had never read my play, do you think you would 
have done half so well? — no, my hoy, I sharpened your wits for 
you. Honest George Jilliercgo and I — wc were the making of you; 
and when you come to he a great man, and are asked what made 
you so, you shall say — ‘My uncle’s play’ — 'Gad, you shall, 
faith, hoy — never smile! — Od’s fish — 1 ’ll tell you a story as 
apropos to the present occasion as if it had been made on pur¬ 
pose. Rochester, and i', aivj Sedlcy, were walking one day,— 
and enlrcnom — awaiting certain appointments — hem! — for my 
part, I was a little melancholy or so, thinking of my catastrophe 
— that is, of my play’s catastrophe; and so, said Sedlcy, wink¬ 
ing at Rochester, ‘our friend is sorrowful.' ‘Truly,’ said I, 
seeing they were about to banter me —for you know they were arch 
fellows — ‘truly, little Sid,’ (wc called Sedlcy Sid), ‘you are 
greatly mistaken;’ — you see, Morton, I was,thus sharp upon 
him, because, when you go to Court, you will discover that it 
does not do to take without giving. And thou Rochester said, 
looking roguishly towards me, the wittiest thing against Sedlcy 
that ever 1 heard — it was the most celebrated bon viol at Court for 
three weeks—he said —No, boy, od’s tish — it was so stinging, 
I can’t tell it thee; faith, I can't. Poor Sid; he was .n good fellow 
though malicious — and he’s dead now. —1 Tn sorry 1 said a word 
about it. Nay, never look so disappointed , hoy. You have all 
the cream of the story as it is. And now put on your hat, and 
come w ;th me. 1 ’vc got leave for you to take a walk with your old 
uuclc.” 

That night, as I was undressing, I heard a gentle rap at the 
door, and Aubrey entered. He approached me timidly, and then, 
throwing his arms round my neck, kissed nft in silence. I had 
not for years experienced such tenderness from him; and I sat now 
mute and surprised. At last 1 said , with the snecr"which I must 
confess 1 usually assumed towards those persons whom I imagined 
I had a right to think ill of: » 

“Pardon me, my gentle brother, there is something portentous 
hi this sudden change. Look well round the room, and tell me at 
your earliest leisure what treasure it is that vou'arc desirous Should 
pass from my possession into your own." 
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“Yourlove, Morton,” said Aubrey, drawing back, but ap¬ 
parently in pride, not anger; “yourlove — I ask nothing more.” 

“Of a surety* kindAubrey,” said I, “the favour scents some¬ 
what slight to have caused your modesty sfleh delay in requesting 
it. I think you have been now some years nerving your mind to 
the exertion.” 

“Listen to me, Morton,” said Auhi^y, suppressing his emo¬ 
tion ; “you have always been my favourite brother. From our first 
childhood my heart yearned to you. Do you remember the time 
when an enraged bull pursued me, and you, then only ten years 
Old , placed yourself before it and defended me at the risk of your 
own life? I)o you think (could ever fofget that — child as I was?. 

— never, Morton, never!” 

Before I couljj answer, tin* door was thrown open, and the 
Abb?* entered. “Children,” said he, and the single, light ol the 
room shone full uptfti his unmoved, rigid, commanding features 

— “children, he as Heaven intended you - friends and brother*. 
Morion, I have wronged you, I own it — here is my hand; Aubrey, 

# let all hut early love, and the present promise of excellence which 
your brother displays, he forgotten.” 

AYitli these words, thy priest joined our hands. I looked uu 
my brother, and my heart melted. I flung myself into his arms 
and wept. 

“This is well,” said Mnntreuil, surveying u,s with .I'kind of 
grim complacency, and, taking my brother's arm, he blest us 
both, and led Aubrey away. 

That day was a new era in my boyish lily. I grew henceforth 
both better and worse. Application and l„ having once shaken 
bands, became very good acquaintance. I had hitherto valued 
myself upon supplying the frailties of a delicate, frame, by an un¬ 
common agility in all bodily exercises. I now strove rather to im¬ 
prove the deficiencies of my mind, an'd became orderly, industrious, 
and devoted to study. So far so well — but as I grew wiser, I 
grew also more wary. Tkuidour no longer seemed to me the lioest 
of virtues. 1 thong'll! before l spake; and second thought some¬ 
times quite changed the nature of the intended speech; in short, 

*» * 
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gentlemen of the next century, to tell you the exact truth, the little 
Count Devereux became somewhat of a hypocrite! 

' CHAPTER IV. 

A Contest of Art, and a League of Friendship — Two Characters in mu¬ 
tual Ignorance of each other, amt the Header no wiser than either 

of them. 

Tub Abbd was now particularly courteous to me. He made 
Gerald and myself breakfast with him, and told us nothing was so 
amiable as friendship among brothers. We agreed to the senti¬ 
ment, and, like all philosophers, did not agree a bit the better 
for acknowledging the same first principles. Perhaps, notwith¬ 
standing his fine speeches, the Abbd was the real cause of our con¬ 
tinued want of cordiality. Uowcif’r, we did no|,lighl any more — 
wc avoided each other, and at last became as civ it and as distant as 
those mathematical lines, which appear to lie taking all possible 
pains to approach one another, and never gel a jot (he nearer for 
it. Oh! your civility is the prettiest invention possible for dis¬ 
like! Aubrey and I were inseparable, and we both gained by the, 
intercourse. 1 grew more gentle , and be more masculine; and, 
fornty part, the kindness ot his temper .so softened the^satire of 
mine that 1 learned at last to smile full as often as to sneer. 

The Abbe had obtained a wonderful hold o\er Aubrey; be had 
made, the poor boy think so much of the next world, that lie had 
lost all relish for this, lie lived in a perpetual fear of olTenoe — 
lie was like a cliyniisl of conscience, and weighed minutiae by scru¬ 
ples. To play, loride, torun, to laugh at a jest, or to banquet 
qu a melon, were all.sins to be atpned for: aftd I have found (as a 
penance for eating twenty-three cherries instead of eighteen) the 
penitent of fourteen standing, barefooted, in the coldest nights of 
winter, upon the hearth-stones, almost utterly naked, and sinter¬ 
ing like a leaf, beneath the mingled effect of frost and devotion. 
At first I attempted to wrestle with this exceeding holiness, but 
finding my admonitions recoiled with great'tiistaste and some hor¬ 
ror, I suffered my brother to lie happy iu hi!! own way. 1 only 
looked with a very etil and jealous eye upon the good Abbe, and 
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examined, -while I encouraged them, Ihc motives of his advances 
to myself. AVlial doubled my suspicions of the purity of the priest 
was my perceiving that he appeared to hold out different induce¬ 
ments for trusting him, to each of us, according to his notions of 
our respective characters. My brother Gerald he alternately awed 
and persuaded, by the sole effect of superior intellect. AVith, 
Aubrey housed the mechanism of sujiejy^tion. Tome, he, on 
the one. hand, never spoke of religion , nor, on the other, ever 
used threats or persuasion, to iuduce me to follow any plan sug¬ 
gested to my adoption; every thing seemed to be left to my reason 
and my ambition, lie would converse with me for hours upon the 
world and its affairs, sppak of Courts %ud Kings, in an easy and 
unpedantic strain; point out the advantage of intellect in acquiring 
power and controlling one's jjpe^ics; and, whenever I was dis¬ 
posed to he sareasfic upon the human nature I had read of, he sup¬ 
ported mv sarcasm Ivy illustrations of the human nature he had 
seen. AVc were both, I think ffor myself I can answer), endea¬ 
vouring to pierce the real nature of the other; and perhaps the 
talent of diplomacy tor which, years afterwards, 1 obtained some 
Applause, vv^s tirsl learnt in my skirmishing warfare with the Abbe 
Montreuil. 

• At.Iasi, the evcuing'bctore we quitted school for good .arrived. 
Aubrey had just left me for solitary prayers, and l was sitting 
alone by my lire, when Montreuil entered gently. He saljiimself 
down by me, and, alter giving me live saluta(ion*of the cveniug, 
sunk into a silence w hich I was tile lirsl lo break. 

“Pray, Abbe,” said I, “have one's years any thing lo do 
with one's age?” 

The priest was accustomed td the pcculiaPtone of my sagacious 
remarks, and.answored drily— 

“Mankind in general imagine that they have.” 

“Faith then,” said I, “mankind know very little about the 
matter. To-day I am at school, arid a hoy, to-morrow I leave 
school — if 1 hasten trv tow n 1 am presented at Gourt — and lo ! 
1 am a man; and ’Jiis change within half a dozen changes of the 
sun! — therefore, most reverend father, 1 humbly opine that age 
is measured by events — not years.” 
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“And are you not happy at the idea of passing the age of thral¬ 
dom, and seeing arrayed before you the numberless and dazzling 
pomps and pleasures of the great world?” sail Montreuil, ab¬ 
ruptly, fixing his dark and keen eye upon me. 

“I have not yet fully made up my mind, whether to be happy 
or not,” said I, carelessly. 

“It is a strange ai ^wersaid the priest; “but,” (after a 
pause) “you arc a strange'youth— a character that resembles a 
riddle, is at your age uncommon, and, pardon me, unamiable. 
Age, naturally repulsive, requires a mask; and in every wrinkle 
you may behold the ambush of a scheme; but the heart of youth 
should be open as its countenance! However, I will not weary 
you with homilies — let us change the topic. Tell me, Morton, 
do you repent having turned you/;attention of late to those graver 
tmd more systematic studies whiej^ean alone hereafter obtain you 
distinction?” ' 

“No, father,” said I, with a courtly how, “for the change 
has gained me your good opinion.” 

A smile, of peculiar and (indefinable expression, crossed the 
thin lips of the priest; he rose, walked to the door, ( jtnd saw that 
it was carefully closed. I expected some inq ortanl communica¬ 
tion, hut in vain; pacing the small room to aad fro, as if in a 
musing mood, the Ablxi remained silent, till, pausing opposite 
to some fencing foils, which, among various matters, (hooks, 
papers, quoits, Ac.) were thrown idly in one corner of the room, 
he said —• 

“They tell me that you are the best fencer in the school — is 
it so?" 

“I hope not, for fencing is an’ucconiplishment in which Gerald 
is very nearly my equal1 replied. 

“You run, ride, leap, too, heller than any one else, according 
to the voles of jour comrades?” 

“It is a noble reputation,” said I, “in which I believe I am 
only excelled by our huntsman’s eldest son,” 

“ You are a strange youth,” repeated the priest; “no pursuit 
seems to give you pleasure, and no success to gratify your vanity 
Can you not think of any triumph which would elate you?” 
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1 was silent. 

“Yes,” fried Montreuil, approaching me — “yes," cried he, 
“I read your hcifrt, and I respect it; —thetyp are petty competitions 
and worthless honours. You require a nobler goal, aud a more 
glorious reward, lie who feels in his soul that Fate has resorted 
tor hint a great and exalted part in this world’s drama may reason¬ 
ably look with indifference on these- viltVy rehearsals of common 
characters.” 

I raised my eye, and as it met that or the priest, I was irre¬ 
sistibly struck with the proud and lighted expression which Mon- 
treuil’s look had assumed. Perhaps something kindred to its na-^ 
lure was perceptible in fny own, for, after surveying me with an 
air of more approbation than he had ever honoured me with before, 
he grasped my ai*n firmly, aud*said, “Morton, you know me not 
— for many years IJiave not known you — that time is past. INo 
sooner did your talents develop themselves than 1 was the lirslto 
do homage In their power — let us henceforth he more to each 
other than we have been — let us not he pupil and teacher— let 
us lie friends. J)o not think that I invite you to an unequal cx- 
’changc of good oQices — you may he the heir to wealth, and a 
distinguished name—»I may seem lo you but an unknown and un- 
dignilied priest —but the authority of the Almighty can raise up, 
from the sheep-fold and the cotter’s shed, a power, which, as Ihc 
organ of His own, can trample upon sceptres, and dictStc lo the 
supremacy of Kings. And/ — /,—” the priest abruptly paused, 
checked the warmth of his manner, as if he thought it about to en¬ 
croach on indiscretion, and, sinking into, a calmer tone, con¬ 
tinued, “Yes, I, Morton, ireignilicant a* I appear lo you, can, 
in every path through this intricate labyrinth of life, be more use¬ 
ful to your de’sires than you can o^cr be lo mine. I offer to you, in 
my friendship, a fervour of zeal and energy of power, which in 
none of your equals, in age and station, you can hope lo find. Do 
you accept my offer? ” 

“•Can you doubt,” said I, with eagerness, “ that I would avail 
myself of the services of any man, however displeasing to me., and 
worthless in himself? How, then, can I avoid embracing the 
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friendship of one so extraordinary in knowledge and intellect as 
yourself? I do embrace it, and with rapture.” 

The priest pressed mv hand. “But,” continued he, fixing his 
eyes upon mine, “all'alliances hare their conditions - • I require 
implicit confidence; and, for some years, till time gires you ex¬ 
perience, regard for your interests induces me also to require, 
obedience. Kamo any vdsh you may form for worldly advance¬ 
ment, opulence, honour, iTie smile of Kings, the gifts of States, 
and —I— I will pledge myself to carry that wish into effect. Never 
had eastern prince so faithful a servant among the Dives and Genii 
ns Morton Devereux shall find in me; hut question me not of the 
sources of my power — hensatisfied when their channel wafts you 
the success you covet. And, more, when l in my turn (and this 
shall he hut rarely) request a favour of you, ask me not for what 
end, nor hesitate to adopt the means I shall propose. You seem 
startled; — are you content at this understanding between us, or 
will you retract the bond?” 

“Sly lather,” said 1, “there is enongh to startle me iri your 
proposal; it greatly resembles that made by the Old Sian of the 
Mountains to his vassals, and it would not exactly suit py iuclina-' 
tions to be called upon some morning lo act Use part of a private 
executioner.” 

The priest smiled. “Sly young friend,” said be, “those days 
have passed; neither religion nor friendship requires of her 
votaries sacrifice', of hlood. But make yourself easy; whenever 
I ask of you what offends your conscience, even in a punctilio, 
refuse my request. With tins exception, what say you?” 

“That! think I will agree to the bond; bqt, father, I am an 
irresolute person — i must have time to consider.” 

“ Be it so. To-morrow, having surrendered my charge to your 
uncle, I depart for France.” , 

“For France!” said I; “and how? — surely the war will 
prevent your passage.” 

The priest smiled. Nothing ever displeased me more lhan that 
priest's smile. “The ecclesiastics,” said he, “ are the ambassa¬ 
dors of Heaven, and have nothing to do with the wars of earth. 

1 shall find no difficulty in crossing the Channel. 1 shall not return 
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for several months, perhaps not till the expiration of a year; 

I Irate yon, till then, to decide upon the terms I have proposed to 
you. Meanwhile, gratify my vanity, itv employing my [tower; 
name some commission in franco which you wish me to execute.” 

“ l can think of none — yet, stay —” and 1 fell some curiosity 
to try the power of which he boasted — “1 hate read that kings are 
blest with a most accommodating meint^j"; and perfectly forget their, 
favourites, when they can be no longer useful. You will see, per¬ 
haps, if my father’s name has become a gothic aud unknown sound 
at the court of the Great King. I confess myself curious to learn 
this, though i can have no personal interest iu it.” 

“Knoiigh, the commission shaft be done. And now, my 
child, Mean'll bless you! and send you many such friends as the 
humble finest, who, whatever be his failings, has, alleast, the 
merit of wishing to serve those whom he loves.” 

So saying, theories! closed the door. Sinking into a reverie, 
as his footsteps died upon my ear, i muttered to myself: — “ Well, 
well, my sage ecclesiastic, the game is not over yet; let us 
see if, at sixteen, we cauuuL shuttle cards, and play tricks with 
the gamefer of thirty'. Yet, lie may be in earnest, and faith 1 
believe lie is; inft 1 must look well before 1 leap, or consign my 
actions into such spiritual keeping. However, if the worst conn; 
to the worst, il l do make this compact, aud am deceived — if, 
above all, 1 am ever seduced, or led blindfold into one of those 
snaies which priestcraft sometimes lays to the cost of honour — 
why 1 shall have a sword, which 1 shall uever he at a loss to use, 
aud it can liud its way through a priest’s £owu as well as a soldier’s 
corslet.” 

Confess, that a youth, vvho could think so promptly of his 
sword, was*vell lilted to wear one! 

CHAPTER V. 

Rural Ho^ilality — an cxrrann!innr\ Guest. A fine Gentleman i 4 * nut 
necehsaniv a JKoui. 

Wk were all three (mv brothers and myself) precocious geni¬ 
uses. Our early instructions, under a man, like the Abbe, at once 
learned aud worldly, and the constant company into which vve had 
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lie™ admitted from our childhood, made us premature adepts m 
tiie manners of the world; and 1, in especial, Mattered myself that 
a quick habit of observation rendered me no despicable proliter by 
my experience. Our ac'adcroy, too, had been more like a college 
than a school; and we had enjoyed a license that seemed, to the 
superficial, more likely to benclit our manners than to strengthen 
our morals. 1 do not thick, however, that the latter suffered by 
our freedom from restraint. *On the contrary, we the earlier learnt 
that vice, but for the piquancy of its unlawfulness, would never 
be so captivating a goddess; and our errors and crimes, in after 
life, had certainly not their origin in our wanderings out of acade¬ 
mical hounds. 0 

It is right that I should mention our prematurity of intellect, 
because, otherwise, much of my language and reflection, as de¬ 
tailed in the tirsl book of this history, might seen) ill suited to the 
tender age at which they occurred. However;' they approach, .as 
nearly as possible, to my slate of mind at that period; ami 1 have, 
indeed, often mortified my vanity, in later life, by thinking how 
little the march of time lias ripened my abilities, and how petty, 
would have been the intellectual acquisitions of manhood — if they 
had not brought me something like content! 

My unde had always, during his retirement, seen as many 
people as he eould assemble out of the “mob of Gentlemen who 
Uveal case." But, on our quitting school, and becoming men, 
he resolved to set no bouuds to his hospitality. His doors were 
literally thrown open; and as he was by far the greatest person in 
the district — to say nothing of his wines, and his French cook — 
many of the good people of Loudon did not think it loo great an 
honour to confer uponkhe wealthy representative of the Hcvercuxs 
the. distinction of their company and compliment!. Heavens! 
what notable samples of court breeding and furbelows, did the 
crauc-ueck coaches, which made our owu family vehicle look like 
a gilt tortoise, pour forth by couples and leashes into the great hall 
— while my gallant uncle, in a new perrivvig, and a pair of silver- 
clocked stockings (a present from a ci-devant line lady) stood at 
the far end of the picture gallery, to receive his visitors, with all 
the graces of the last age. 
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My mother, who had preserved her beauty wonderfully, sat in 
a chair of green velvet, and astonished the courtiers hy the fashion 
of a dress only just imported. The worthy Countess (she had 
dropped in England the loftier distinction of Madame lailarfehah) 
was however quite innocent of any intentional affectation ot the 
mode; for the new stomacher, so admired in London, had been 
the last alteration in female garniture at P;<ris, a month before uiy 
father died. Is not this “Fashion” a noble divinity to possess such 
zealous adherents? — a pitiful, lackey-like creature, which struts 
through one country with the cast-off finery of another! 

As for Aubrey and Gerald, they produced quite an effect — 
and 1 shouUjtaaost certainly have beccMhrown irrevocably into the 
back grouna(Rad I not Lecu born to the good fortune of ati eldest 
sou. This was far more than juflicicut to atone for the plainness 
of my person; on# when it was discovered that I w as also Sir Wil¬ 
liam's favourite, it i* quite astonishing what a beauty 1 became! 
Aubrey was declared too effeminate; Gerald loo tall. And the 
Duchess ol Lackland one day, when she had placed a lean, sallow, 
laid-bv, ghost of a daughter on cither side of me, whispered my 
"ancle in a voice, like the aside of a player, intended for none hut 
the whole audicnriy that the young Count had the most imposing 
.air and the finest eyes •,h( f had ever seen. All this inspired nit 
with courage, as well as contempt; and not liking to be beholden 
solely to my priority of birth for my priority of distinction, I ro- 
sulved to become, as agreeable as possible. If l had not in tin 
vanity of my heart resolved also to be “myself alone,” Fate would 
have furnished me at the happiest age for successful imitation will 
au admirable model.. * 

Time rolled on — two yearsVcrc flown since I had left school 
and Monlreuil was not yet returned. 1 had passed the age. o 
eighteen, when the whole house, which, as it was summer, wher 
none but eats and physicians were supposed gifted by Provident! 
with the power to exist in town, was uncommonly full — the whob 
house 1 say, was thrown into a positive fever of expectation. Tin 
visit of a guest, if/iot of greater consequence, at least of greatei 
interest, than any who had hitherto honoured my uncle, was an¬ 
nounced. Even the, young Count, with the most imposing air ii 
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the worlii, and the finest eyes, was forgotten by every body but 
the Duchess of Lackland and her daughters, who had just returned 
to Dcu’reux Lourl, to admire how amazingly the,(Joimt had grown ! 
Oh! what a prodigy wisdom would be, if it were but blest with a 
memory as keen and constant as that ofiulerest! 

Struck with the universal excitement, X went to my uncle to 
inquire the name of ll*>. expected guest. My uncle was occupied 
in fanning the Lady HassejSjn, a daughter of one of King Charles's 
Dualities. lie had only time to answer me literally, and without 
comment; the guest's name was Mr. St. John. 

I had never conned the “Flying Post,” and I knew nothing 
about politics. “Who is Mr. St. John'?” said Ukiy uncle hau 
renewed the oilice of a zephyr. The daughter of tflptcauly heard 
and answered, “The most charming person in England.” 1 
bowed and turned away. “IIow vastly explanatory!” said I. J 
met a furious politician. “Who is Mr. St. John'?” I asked. 

“The cleverest man in England,” answered the politician, 
hurrying oif with a pamphlet in bis band. 

“Nothing can be more satisfactory,” thought I. Stopping a 
coxcomb of the first water, “ Who is Mr. SI. John? ” ,1 asked. 

“The finest gentleman in England,” answered tlie coxcomb, 
settling his cravat. ’ 1 

“ Perfectly intelligible! ” was my reflection on this reply; and 
I forthwith arrested a Whig parsou — “ Who is Mr. St. John?" 
said 1. 

“The greatest reprobate in England!” answered the Whig 
parson, and I w'as loo stunned to inquire more. 

Five minutes a ftcx-wards the sound of carriage wheels was heard 
in the court-yard, then a slight lrtistlc in the hall, and the door of 
the anti-room being thrown open, Mr. St. John entered. 

He was in the very prime ofJifc, about the middle height, and 
of a mien and air so strikingly noble that it was some time hefor ■ 
you recovered the general effect of his person sufficiently to examine 
its peculiar claims to admiration. He lost, however, nothing by 
a farther survey: he possessed not only an eminently handsome, 
but a very extraordinary countenance. Through an air of noncha¬ 
lance, and even something of lassitude, through an ease of man- 
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ncrs sometimes sinking into effeminate softness, sometimes bor¬ 
dering upon licentious effrontery, his eye thoughtful, yet wander¬ 
ing, seemed to announce that the mind partook but little of the 
whim of the moment, or of those levities of ofdinary life, over which 
the grace of his manner threw so peculiar a charm. His brow was, 
perhaps, rather too large and thick, for the exactness of perfect 
symmetry; but it had an expression of o*cat mental power and 
determination. His features were l)V„,'i? yet delicate, and his 
mouth, which, when closed, assumed a lirrn and rather severe 
expression, softened, when speaking, into a smile of almost ma¬ 
gical enchantment. Kiddy, but not extravagantly dressed, he 
appeared to cultivate, rather than disda'n, the ornaments of out¬ 
ward appearance; and whatever can fascinate or attract was so 
inherent in this singular man that all which in Olliers would have 
been most artilicial*vvas in him most natural • so that it is no exag¬ 
geration lo add that t« he well dressed seemed to the elegance of 
his person not so much the result of art as of a property innate and 
peculiar lo himself. 

Such was the outward appearance of Henry St. Johu; one well 
.Idled lo the.qualities of a mind at once more vigorous and more 
iccomplishoullian that of any other person with whom the vicissi- 
lades of my life have ever brought me into contact. 

I kept my eye on the new guest throughout the whole day; I 
observed the mingled liveliness and softness which pervaded his 
attentions to women, the intellectual, yet unpedantic superiority 
he possessed in his conversations with men; his respectful demea¬ 
nour to age; his careless, yet not over familiar, ease villi the 
young; and, what interested me more than- all, the occasional 
cloud which passed over his co’jiilcnanre ab moments when he 
seemed sunk into a reverie that had for its objects nothing in com- 
">’ou with those arouud him. . > 

Just before dinner, St. John was talking to a little group, 
yfmoitg whom curiosity seemed to have entrained the Whig parson 
••whom X have before mentioned, lie stood at a little distance, shy 
aud uneasy; one of the company look advantage of sb favourable 
jijiutt for jests, and alluded to the by-slander in a witticism which 
drew laughter from all but St. John, who, turningsuddeuly towards 
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tone. Nor did he cease talking with him (fatiguing as the conference 
must have been , for never was there a duller ecclesiastic than the 
gentleman conversed 'tvilh) until we descended lo dinner. Then, 
for the first time, 1 learnt that nothing can constitute good breed¬ 
ing that has no! good nature for its foundation; — and then, too, 
as I was leading Lady„Warbara Lackland to the great hall, by I lie 
tip of her forc-iinger, 1 i5We another observation. Passing the 
priest, I heard him say to a fellow-clerk, 

“Certainly, he is the greatest man in England;” and I men¬ 
tally remarked, “there is no policy like politeness; and a good 
manner is the best thing* in the W'orld, cither to get one a good 
name or to supply the waul of it.” 


CHAPTER VI. 

A Dialogue, which might be dull 11 11 were longer 

Tiirkk days alter the arrival of St. John, I escaped from the 
crowd of impertinents, seized a volume of Cowley, and, in a lit. t 
miuglcd poetry and melancholy, stroll) idly into the park. 1 came 
to the margin of the stream, and to die very spot on vvliirh J had 
stood with my uncle on the evening when he had first excited my 
emulation to scholastic rather than manual contention with my 
brother. — I seated mj self by the water-side, and, feeling indis¬ 
posed to read, leant my cheek upon my hand, aud surrendered 
my thoughts as prisoners to the reflections which r could not resist. 

I continued, 1 know not how long, in my. meditation, till 1 was 
roused by a gentle touch upon mj'shoulder; I looked up, and saw 
St. John. 

“l’ardon me, Count,” said he, smiling, “I should not havt- 
disturbed your reflections bad not your neglect of an old friend em¬ 
boldened me to address you upon bis behalf.” — And St. John 
pointed to the volume of Cowley which he had taken up without my 
perceiving it. 

“Well," addedhe, seating himself on the turf beside me, “in 
my younger days, poetry aud I were better friends than we are 
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now. Am) if I had had Cowley as a companion, 1 should not have 
parted with him as you have dune, even for my own reflections.” 

“You admire him, then?” saidl. 

“Why, that is too general a question. I admire what is fine 
in him, as in every one else, but I do not love him the better for 
itis points aud his conceits, lie reminds me of what Cardinal Pal- 
lavicino said of Seneca, viz. that he ‘ge^tunes his conceits with 
civet and ambergris.’ However, Count, 1 have opened upon a 
beautiful motto for you : 

Here let mo, careless and unthoughlful lying. 

Hear the soft winds above me flying, 

With all their wanton houghs depute. 

And the more tuneful birds to both replying; 

>or he myself loo mute.' 

What sav you to that wish? If^ou have a grain of poetry in you, 
such verse ought lo’briug it into flower.” 

“Ay," answered <, though not exactly in accordance with the 
truth; “hut 1 have not the germ. I destroyed it four years ago. 
Heading the dedications of poets cured me of the love for poetry. 
What a pity that the ltiviue Inspiration should have for its oraeles 
such mean s%uls! ” 

“Yes, and how industrious the good gentlemen arc in debasing 
themselves. Their inge’nutly is never half so much shown in a 
simile as in a compliment; 1 know nothing in nature more melan¬ 
choly than the discovery of any meanness in a great man. •There 
is so little to redeem the dry mass of follies and errors from which 
the materials of this life are composed that any thing to love or to 
reverence becomes, as it were, the sabbath for the mind. It is 
hitter to feel, as vve grow older, how the respite is abridged, and 
how the few objects left to our admiration are aliased. What a foe 
not only to life„ but to all that dignilics and ennobles it, is Time! 
Our affections and our pleasures fesemblc those fabulous trees 
described by St. Oderic — the fruits which they bring forth are no 
'sooner ripened into maturity than they are transformed into birds, 
'and fly away. Hut these reflections cannot yet he familiar to you. 
Let us return to Cowley. Ho you feel any sympathy with his prose 
writings? For some minds they have a great .attraction.” 

‘ 1 They have for mineanswered I; “hut then 1 am naturally 
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a dreamer; and a contemplative egotist is alwas to me a mirror in 
which l behold myself.” 

“The world,” answered St, John, with a melancholy smile, 
“will soon dissolve, or lor ever confirm your humour for dreaming; 
in either case, Cowley will not be less a favourite. But you must, 
like me, have long toiled in the heat and travail of business, or of 
pleasure, which is moil TiMrisome still, in order fully to sympa ¬ 
thize with those beautiful panegyrics upon solitude which make, 
perhaps, the finest passages in Cowley. 1 have often thought that 
.he whom God hath gifted with a love of retirement possesses as it 
fyere au extra sense. And among what our poet so eloquently calls 
‘the vast aud noble scenes of nature,’ we find the balm lor the 
Wounds we have sustained among the ‘pitiful shifts of policy;’ 
for the attachment to solitude is the surest preservative from the 
ills Of life: and I know uot if the Romans ever instilled, under 
allegory, asublinicr truth than when they inculcated the belief that 
those inspired by l'eronia, the goddess of woods aud forests, could 
walk barefoot and uninjured over burning coals." 

At this part of our conference, the hell swinging hoarse!', 
through the long avenues, and over the silent water; sumnione"! 
us to the grand oeeupatiou of civilized life; we rose and walked 
slowly towards the house. 

“Do not,” said I, “these regular routines of petty occur¬ 
rences—this periodical solemnity of trifles, weary and disgust you'? 
For my part, 1 almost long for the old days of knight errantry, aim 
would rather he knocked on the head by a giant, or carried through 
the air by a flying g tiffin, than live in this circle of dull regular,- 
lies — the brute at the mill.” 

“You may live even in these days,” answered St. John, 
“without too tame a regularity. Women and politics furnish 
ample food for adventure, aud you must not judge of all life by 
couutry life.” 

“biorof all conversation,” said f, with a lookwhich implied 
a compliment, “by the insipid idlers who iill our saloons. Behold 
them now, gathered by the oriel window, yonder; prcciows- 
distillcrs of talk — sentinels of society with certain set phrases as 
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watchwords, which they never exceed; sages, who follow Face’s 
advice to Dapper — 

if urn thrice, and bun as ofte*. 

CHAPTER VII. 

A Change of Prospects — a new Insight into th-;*!baracler of the Hero — 
a Conference between two Brothers. 

A oiY or two after the conversation recorded in my last chapter, 
it. John, to my inexpressible regret, left us for London; however, 
we had enjoyed several conferences together, during his stay, and 
when we parted, it was with a pressing invitation on his side to 
visit, him in London, and a most faithful promise on mine, to avail 
mysi If of the request. 

.No sooner was he fairly gone than I went to seek my uncle; 
I fouud him reading 01*0 of Farquhar’s comedies. Despite my 
sorrow at interrupting him in so venerable a study, I was too full 
of my new plot to heed breaking off that in the comedy. I very few 
words I made the good knight understand that his descriptions 
hau'infected m», and that I was dying to ascertain their truth; in 
a word, that his hopeful nepljew was fully bent on going to town. 
Myunclc first stared, then swore, then paused, then looked at 
Im. leg, drew tip his slocking, frowned, whistled, and toid me 
at last, to talk to him about it another time. Now fin my paA, I 
think there are only two classes of people in the world, authorized 
io put one off to “another time," — prpnc ministers and 
debtors; — accordingly, I would not take my qncle’s dismissal. 
1 had not read plays, studied philosophy, and lajd snares for the 
Alibc Montreuil, without deriving some little wisdom from my 
experience; so I took to teasing, and^a notable plan it is too! 
Whoever has pursued it may guess the result! My uncle yielded, 
and that day fortnight was fixed for my departure. 

Oh! with what transport did I look forward to the completion 
of my wishc$, the goal of iny ambition. I hastened forth — I 
.hurried into'the woods — I sang out in the gladness of my heart, 
like a. bird released — I drank in the air with a rapturous sympathy 
in ils freedom; my step scarcely touched the earth, and my whole 
iJt-iu t rux 3 
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frame seemed ethereal — elated — exalted — by the vilifying 
inspiration of my hopes. I paused by a little streamlet, which, 
brawling over stones and through unpenctfated thicknesses ol 
wood, seemed, like confined ambition, not the less restless foi 
its obscurity. , 

“Wild brooklet,” I cried, as my thoughts rushed into words, 
“fret on, our lot is no JfMger the same; your wanderings and youi 
murmurs are wasted in solitude and shade; your voice dies and is 
renewed, but without an echo; your waves spread around theit 
path neither fertility nor terror; their anger is idle, and then 
freshness is lavished op a sterile soil; the sun shines in vain foi 
you, through these unvarying wastes of silence and gloom; 
Fortune freights not your channel with her hoarded stores, and 
■pleasure ventures not her silken sails upop your tide; not even 
the solitaryidler roves beside you, to consecrate with humanfcllow- 
ship your melancholy course; no shape of beauty bends over youi 
turbid waters, or mirrors in your breast the loveliness that hallows 
earth. Lonely and sullen, through storm or sunshine, you repine 
along your desolate way, and only catch, through the matted 
boughs that darken over you, the beams of the w< n stars, which, 
like human hopes, tremble upon,,yo\|r breast, and arc broken, 
even before they fade, by the very turbulence of the surface on 
which they fall. Rove — repine — murmur on! Such was my 
fate', but the resemblance is no more. I shall no longer be a 
lonely and regretful being; my afTections will no longer waste 
themselves upon barrenness and stone. I go among the living and 
warm world of mortal energies and desires; my existence shall 
glide alternately through erpsted cities, and bowers in which 
Poetry worships Love; and the clear depths of my heart shall 
refleet whatever its youn^ dreams have shadowed forth — the 
visioned form — the gentle and fairy spirit — the Five of my soul's 
imagined and foreboded paradise.” 

Venting, in this incoherent strain, the exultation which filled 
my thoughts, I wandered on, throughout the whole day, lill'my 
spirits had exhausted themselves by indulgence; aird, wearied 
alike by mental excitement and bodily exertion, I turned, with, slow 
steps, towards the house. As I ascended the gentle acclivity 
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on which it stood, I saw a figure approaching towards me, the 
increasing shades^if the evening did not allow me to recognise the 
shape until it was almost by my side — it waS Aubrey. 

Of late I had seen very little of him. His devotional studies 
and habits seemed to draw him from the idle pursuits of myself 
and my uncle’s guests; and Aubrey was oijvpcculiarly susceptible 
of neglect, and sore, to morbidity, aAfie semblance of unkind¬ 
ness ; so that he required to he sought, and rarely troubled others 
with advances: that night, however, his greeting was unusually 
warm. 

“I was uneasy about you, Morton ,”«aid he, drawing my arm 
in his; “von have not been seen since morning; and, oh! Morton, 
my uncle told me, with tears in his eves, that vou were coinc to 
leave us. Is it so?'* 

“Had lie tears in lijp eyes? Kindoldmari! And you, Aubrey, 
shall you , loo, grieve for my departure?” 

“Can you ask it, Morton? i!ul why will yon leave us? Arewc 
not all happy here, now? A uw that there is no longer any barrier 
os difference between us — now that 1 may look upon you, and 
listen to you, *and lo\c you, and own thatl love you? >Vhy will 
you leave us now? Ani —* (continued Aubrey, as if fearful of 
giving me time to answer)-—and every one praises yon so here; 
and my uncle and all of us are, so proud of you. Why shuujd you 
desert our affections merely because they are nop new ? Why 
plunge into that hollow and cold world which all who have tried it 
picture in such fearful hues? Can you find anything there to repay 
you for the love you leave behind?” • 

“My brother,” said I, mournfully, and in atone which startled 
him, it was so different from that which I usually assumed, — 
“my brother, liear, before you reproach me. Let us sit down 
upon this bank, and I will suffer you to sec more of my retsless 
and secret heart than any hitherto have beheld.” 

Wc sat down upon a little mound — how well I remember 
the spotj-'l can see the tree which shadows it, from my window 
at this moment. How many seasons have the sweet herb and the 
emerald grass been withered there and renewed! Ah, what is this 
revival of all things fresh and youthful in external nature, hut a 
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nockery of the wintry spot which lies perished ana irrenauablu 
vithin! We drew near to each other, and a,“ my arm wound 
wound him, I said, ““Aubrey, your love has been to me a more 
irecious gift than any who have not, like me, thirsted and longed 
iven for the love of a dog, can conceive. Never let me lose that 
iffcction! And do no> think of me hereafter as of one whose heart 
ichoed all that liis lip itt’ored. Do not believe that irony, and 
sarcasm, and bitterness of tongue, flowed from a malignant or 
evil source. That disposition which seems to you alternately so 
light and gloomy had, perhaps, its origin in a mind too intense in 
its affections, and too exacting in having them returned. Till you 
Sought my friendship, three short years ago, none but my uncle, 
with whom I could have nothing in common but attachment, 
seemed to care for my very existence. X blame them not, they were 
deceived in my nature; but blame me not to<; severely if my temper 
suffered from their mistake. Your friendship came to me, not loo 
late to save me from a premature misanthropy, but too late to era¬ 
dicate every morbidity of mind. Something of sternness on the 
one hand, and of satire on the other, has mingled so long with my 
better feelings that the taint and the stream have become inseparable. 
Do not sigh, Aubrey. To be unatniable ismot to be ungrateful; and 
I shall not love you the less if I have but a few objects to love. You 
ask me my inducement to leave you. ‘The World’ will be suffi¬ 
cient answer.* Icannotsharcyourcontcmptof .it, nor your fear. 
I am, and have been of late, consumed with a thirst — eager, and 
burning, and unquenchable — it is ambition! ” 

“Oh, Morton !•’’ saidAubrey, with a speond sigh, longerand 
deeper than the linst — “ that ceil passion! the passion which lost 
an angel Heaven.’’ 

“ Let us not now dispute ,i my brother, whether it be sinful, in 
itself, or whether, if its object be virtuous, it is not a virtue. In 
baring my soul before you, I only speak of my motives; and seek 
not to excuse them. Perhaps on this earth there is no good without 
a little evil. When my mind was once turned to the acquisition of 
mental superiority, every petty acquisition I made increasedjuy 
desire to attain more, and partial emulation soon widened into 
universal ambition. We three, Gerald and ourselves, are the 
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keepers of a treasure more invaluable than much gold — the 
treasure of a not ignoble nor sullied name. For my part, I confess 
that 1 am impatient to increase the store of Ubnour which our father 
bequeathed to us. Nor is this all: despite our birth, we are poor 
in the gifts of fortune. We arc all dependents on my uncle's 
favour; and, however we may deserve it, there would be some¬ 
thing better in earning an independent*, tor ourselves.” 

“That,” said Aubrey, “may be an argument for mine and 
Gerald’s exertions; but not for yours. You arc the eldest, and my 
uncle's favourite. Nature and affection both point to you as Ms 
heir.” 

“If so, Aubrey, mayYnany years pass before that inheritance 
is mine. Why should those years, that might produce so much, 
lie fallow? I!ut tlyaugh I would not affect an unreal delicacy, and 
disown my chance of future fortune, yet you must remember that 
it is a matter possible, not certain. My birthright gives me no 
claim over ray uncle, whose estates are in his own gift; and favour, 
even in the good, is a w ind which varies without power on our side 
ty calculate the season or the cause. However this be, — and I 
luve the persSn on whom fortune depends so much that I cannot, 
without pain, speak of lhe»merc chance of its passing from his 
possession into mine, — you will own at least that 1 shall not here¬ 
after deserve wealth the less for the advantages of cxpericncs.” 

“Alas!” saidAubroy, raising his eyes, “the Worship of our 
Father in Heaven linds us ample cause for occupation even in 
retirement; and t^ie more we mix with his •creatures, the more, 
I fear, we may forget the Creator. But, if it must be so, I will 
pray for you, Morton; and you will remember that the powerless 
and poor Aubrey can still lift up his voice in your behalf.” 

As Aubrey thus spoke, I looked.with mingled envy and admi¬ 
ration upon the countenance beside me, which the beauty of a 
spirit seemed at once to soften and to exalt. 

Since our conference had begun, the dusk of twilight had 
melted away; and the moon had called into lustre — living, in¬ 
deed. but unlike the commou and unhallowing life of day — the 
wood and herbage, and silent variations of bill and valley, which 
slept around us: and. as the still and shadowy lisht fell over the 



upward face of ni\ brother, it gave to his features an additional, 
and not wholly earth-born, solemnity of expression. 1'here was 
indeed in his face and dir that from which the painter of a seraph 
might not iiave disdained to copy; something resembling the vision 
of an angel iu (lie dark eyes that swam with tears, in which emotion 
had so little of mortal dross — in the youthful and soft cheeks, 
which the earnestness ot'fminc thought had relined by a pale hut 
transparent hue—in the high and unclouded forehead, over which 

I hr hair, parted in the centre, fell in long and vvavelike curls — 
nd iu the lips, silent, yet moving with internal prayer, which 
shrined the more fervent, because unheard. 

f did not interrupt him in the prayer, which my sonl felt, 
though my car caught it not, was for me. Jiut when he had ceased, 
and turned towards me, I clasped him to my lire?,si. “My brother,” 
1 said, “we shall part, it is true, but not till our hearts have an¬ 
nihilated the space that was between them; not till we have fell 
that the love of brotherhood can pass the love of woman. Whatevei 
await you, your devoted and holy mind will he, if not your shield, 
from affliction, at least your balm for its wounds. Remain here., 
The quiet which breathes around you well bccomds your tran¬ 
quillity within; and sometimes bless up hi your devotions, as you 
have done now. For me, 1 shall not regret those harder and harsher 
qualities which you blame iu me; if hereafter their very sternness 
can afford mean opportunity of protecting your gentleness from 
evil, or redressing the wrongs from which your nature may he too 
innocent to preserve you. And now let us re|(pru home, in the 
conviction that we have in our friendship one treasure beyond the 
reach of fale.’’ • <> 

Aubrey did not answer; but lie kissed my forehead, and 1 fell 
his tears upon my cheek. Wc rose, and with arms still embracing 
each other as we walked, bent our steps to the house. 

Ah, earth! what hast thou more beautiful than the love ot 
those whose lies are kuil by nature, and whose union seems or¬ 
dained to begin from the very moment of their birth? 
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CHAPTER VUl. 

FirstAove. 

Wr arc under very changeful influences in tms world! The 
night on which occurred the interview with Aubrey, that I hate 
just narrated, X was burning to leavg T *Svereux Court. Within 
one little week from that time my eagerness was wonderfully abated. 
The sagacious reader will readily discover the cause of this altera¬ 
tion. About eight miles from my.uncle’s house was a sea-port 
lowu; there were many and varied rides leading to it, and the! 
town was a favourite placg of visitation with all the family. WithiJ 
a few kuudred yards of the town was a small cottage, prettily sgj 
tuated in the midst of a garden ,»kept with singular neatness, apd 
ornamented with several rare shrubs and exotics. I had more thin 
once observed in the garden of this house a female in the very first 
blush of youth, and beautiful enough to excite within me a strong 
curiosity to learn the owner of the cottage. I inquired, and ascer¬ 
tained that its tenant was a Spaniard of high birth, and one who 
had acquiredm melancholy celebrity by his conduct and misfortunes 
in the part he had taken in a certain feeble but gallant insurrec¬ 
tion in his native country. He had only escaped with life and a 
very small sum of money, and now lived in the obscure sea-port 
of —, a refugee and a recluse. He was a widower, and bad only 
one child — a daughter; and I was therefore at no loss to discover 
who was the beautiful female I had noted and admired. 

On tho day after my conversation with Aubrey, detailed in the 
lust chapter, in riding* past this cgttage alone , # I perceived a crowd 
assembled round the entrance; I paused to inquire the cause. 

“Why, your honour,” quoth a senior of the village, “I be¬ 
lieve the tipstaves be come to take the foreigner for not paying his 
rent; and he docs not understand our English liberty like, and has 
drawn his sword, and swears, in his outlandish lingo, he will not 
be made prisoner alive.” 

I required no farther inducement to make me enter the house. 
The crowd gave way when they saw me dismount, and suffered me 
to peuclratc into the first apartment. There I found the gallant 
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old Spaniard with his sword drawn, keeping at hay a couple of 
sturd; looking men, who appeared to be only prevented from using 
violence liy respect for l'ie person, or the safety, of a young woman, 
who clung to her lather's knees, and implored him not to resist, 
where resistance was so unavailing. Lei me cut short this scene 
— t dismissed the bailiffs, and paid the debt. I then endeavoured 
.0 explain to the Spaniard, ui french, for he scarcely understood 
three words of our language, the cause of a rudeness towards him 
Which he persisted in calling a great insult and inhospitably mani¬ 
fested to a stranger and an exile. 1 succeeded at. length in pact- 
king him. 1 remained for more than an hour at the cottage, and 
fileli it. with a heart beating at the certain persuasion that I had 
established therein the claim ul'acquaintance and visitation. 

Will the reader pardon me fo>. having curtailed this scene? It 
is connected with a subject on which 1 shall better endure to dwell 
is my narrative proceeds. From that time i paid frequent visits 
io the cottage j the Spaniard soon grew intimate w ith me, and 1 
thought the daughter began to blush when I entered, and to sigh 
when I departed. 

One evening 1 was conversing with Don Diego l)'A..\arcz ('such 
was the Spaniard s name}, as he sal .vvit.jimn hi-, threshold^ in¬ 
haling the gentle air, that stole freshness from the rippling sea that 
spread before us, and fragrance from the earth, over which the 
summet' now reigned in its most mellow glory. Kora (the dough 
ter) sat at a little distance. 

“How comes it," said Don Diego, “that you have never met 
our friend Scnor bar — bar — these English names are always 
escaping my memory. ITow is he called, Is'ora ? ” 

“Mr. — Mr. barnard," said lsora (who, brought earl; to 
England, spoke its language like a native), hut with evident con¬ 
fusion, and looking down as she spoke — “Mr. Barnard, I be¬ 
lieve you mean.” 

“lliglit, my love,” rejoined the Spaniard, who was smoking 
a long pipe with great gravity, and did not notice his daughter's" 
embarrassment — "a line youth, but somewhat shy atid over 
modest in manner." 

•'Youth I" thought I, ami l darted a piercing look low.arm 
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Kora. “How romcs it, indeed,” I said alum!, “that I bate lint 

met him? Is he, a friend of long standing?” 

• • 

“Nay, not very*— perhaps of some si\ weeks earlier date than 
you. Sen or Don Dcvcrcux. 1 pressed him, when lie railed this 
morning, to tarry your coming; but, poor youth, he is diffident, 
ind not yet accustomed to mix freely udh strangers, especially 
hose of rank; our own presence alittlc ov erawes him” — and 
from l)ou Diego's grey mustaehios issued a yet fuller cloud than 
was ordinarily wont to emerge thence. 

My eyes were still tixca on Isora; she looked up, met them, 
flushed deeply, rose, qnd disappeared within the. bouse. 1 was 
ilready susceptible of jealousy. My lip trembled, as I resumed : 
“And will Don Diego pardon me for inquiring bow' commenced 
lis knowledge oftliis ingenuous youth?” 

The question wa*s a little beyond the pale of good breeding; 
icrhaps the Spaniard, who was tolerably punctilious in such mat- 
,ers, thought so, for he did iml reply. 1 was sensible of my error, 
md apologizing for it. insinuated, nevertheless, the question in 
i more lespwelful and cm oi l shape. Still Don Diego, inhaling the 
Vagrant weed with feneyvcif vehemence., only — like Dion's tomb, 
•eeorded by Daitsanias— replied to the request of his petitioner by 
wiokr. I did not venture to renew my interrogatories, and there 
a as a long silence. My eyes fixed their gaze on tltf door lfy which 
Ism a had disappeared. In vain; she returned not—and as the 
■hill of the increasing evening began now to make itself foil by the 
i ante of one accustomed lo warmer skies, I lip Spaniard soon rose 
o re-enter bis house,* and I tool^iny farewell for (he. uiglit. 

There were many ways (as I before said) by which 1 could re - 
atrn home, alf nearly equal in picturesque beauty; for the county 
n which my uncle’s estates were placed was one where stream 
■oved and vv midland nourished even to the very strand, or cliff of 
.lie sea. The shortest route, though one the least frequented by 
iny except foot-passengers, was along the. coast, and it was by 
bis refill that I rode slowly homeward. On winding a nine in the 
■oad about one mile from Deverciix Court, the old building broke 
slowly, tower by tower, upon me. I have never yet described the 
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house, and perhaps it will not be uninteresting to the reader if J dc 
so now. 

It had anciently belonged to Ralph de Bigod. 'From his pos¬ 
session it had passed into that of the then noblest branch of the 
Stem of Revereux, whence, without break or flaw in the direct line 
of heritage, it had ultima'ely descended to the present owner. It 
was a pile of vast extent, built aronnd three quadrangular courts, 
the farthest of which spread to the very verge of the grey, tall cliffs 
that overhung the sea: in this court was a rude tower, which, ac¬ 
cording to tradition, had contained tha»apartinonts ordinarily in¬ 
habited by our ill-fated name sake and distant kinsman Robert I»e- 
fareuv, the favourite and the xictiin of Elizabeth, whemuer lie had 
honoured the mansion with a visit. There was nothing, it is true, 
in the old tower calculated to flatter the tradition K for it contained 
only two habitable rooms, communicating with each other, and 
by no means remarkable for size or splendour; and every one ol 
our household, save myself, was wont to discredit the. idle rumour 
which would assign to so distinguished a guest so unseemly a 
lodgment. But, as 1 looked from the narrow lattices of the cham¬ 
bers, over the wide expanse of ocean and of land whir'd they com¬ 
manded— as Inoted, loo, that the tower xxa's uttcily separated 
from the rest of the house, and that the couxenienee of its site 
enabled,one, on quitting it, to'escape at once, and privately cither 
to the solitary bdach, or to the glades and groves of the vide park 
which.stretched behind — I could not help indulging the belief 
that the unceremonious, and not unrnmautic noble, bad him¬ 
self selected his place of retirement, and that, in so doing, the 
gallant of a stately court was not, perhaps, iihdesiroiis of securing 
it well chosen moments a brief relaxation from the heavy honours 
of country homage — or that the patron and poelicladinirer oft he 
dreaming Spenser might have preferred, to all more gorgeous ac- 
tommodation, the quiet and unseen egress to that sea and shore, 
which, if we may believe the accomplished Roman, * arc so ler- 
ilc in the powers of inspiration. 

“O mare. 0 Ulus, xeriim seerclumqoe Movauor, quaiu Ihult .1 
lietatis — quaiu Iiiulta inwiulis! ’’ — I'limcs. 
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Ilowner this hr, I had cheated myself into ilie In-Iit-r thai mv 
niijrctiire was true < and thud petitioned in v unde, Alien. ?>n 
dealing school ,*he assigned In cadi of ns mtr scn-rnl ap-iilmruts 
in gram ini- tin- eudusiic right to this dilajfhlaled low or, I .-.um-if 
in;*3ioni! casih enough; and, — so strangely is our future kite 
I'ouipoimded fruin past trifles, — I lenly In-lieu- that the great de¬ 
sire which thenceforth sei/.ed me to ij-il courts, and mil »uh 
statesmen -— which afterwards hurrifd me into intrigue, war. the 
pints ol l.ondon, the, dissipations ol l’ari', the perilous schemes 
of Petersburg. n.ly, the lory hardships ofatoissack tent --was 
Jirst I'onned hi the imaginary honour of inhabiting the same HiJlni- 
licr as the glittering hut ill-fated courier ut my own name, lints 
youth imitates . where it should amid ; and thus that which should 
have heed to m*- a warning brejpne an evmiple. 

In ltii- oahrit lioor to the outer eiiaiuher of this lower was 
situated a tra|i-4coi», the entrance into a lower room or rather cell, 
tilted up as a bath: and line a wooden door opened into a lung 
siiid'-iiane.m passage that led out into a mem by the sea-shore, 
'tin' i an-, paiit-. by nature, partly b* art. was hollowed into a 
beautiful Ijpiin. (dim. and here, on moonlight eieningS, when 
lid' sea ■ r- jit gmtjy nirr the yellow and simiiith sands , and the 
siir-tiiit-i 1 cmf,i- 1 eil ibelurTnim too keen a freshness, my unrie, had 
dii'ii in Ills younger days, ere gout and rheum dwelt so eeasides-'y 
as a! pi-'seut do his uiiaginalioii, assembled Ids guests, tt was a 
phu'i. wImlt the echoes p-'culiarly adapted lor mu*ie; ami the set.-ue 
was certainly m-t caleulated to diminish the eifeet "f “sweet 
sounds.” Kien now. ihtittgli my uncle itiroly joined us . we were 
often wont to hold pur riming rends in this spot; and the high 
el ill's , i inhiig either side in tin* bum ofa ba\, tolerably well e--p 
ee.iled our meetings from the gn/e of the luigar. It Is true rhu 
these cliffs weae perforated with numerous eicaiations), Ilia! some 
rmiug peasant mariner, m perchance smuggler, would now and 
then, at low water, intrude upon Hut our London V't rids 
md courtly 'Iritous were always well pleased with the interest --I 
what they grai n-iisly termed “an adimliire : ” and mir assemhlies 
w ».e too num-'rous to think an unlirokeii secrecy ioiii'pensahle. 
ilei.es* lliiietore theijn'iii was aini"si eoitsiilere-l a mil t o! 'll-’ 
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house itself; and (hough there was an iron door at (he cm mure 
which it gave to the passage leading to my apartments, yet so great 
was our confidence in our neighbours or ourselves Vint it was rare¬ 
ly secured , save as a defence against (lie high tides of winter. 

Tiic stars were shining quietly over the old grey castle^for 
castle it really was), as I now came within view of it. To the left, 
and in the rear of the house, the trees of the park, grouped by 
distance, seemed lilenl into one thick mass of wood; to the right, 
as I now (descending the cliff by a gradual path,) entered og the 
level sands, and at about the distance of a league from the main 
shore, a small islet, notorious as the resort and shelter of contra¬ 
band adventurers, scarcely relieved the. wide and glass; a/ure of 
the waves. The tide, was out; and passing through one of (he 
arches worn in the hay, I came son;pwhat suddenly by Hie cavern. 
Seated (here on a crag of stone I found Auhrev. 

My acquaintance with fsora and her father had so immediately 
succeeded the friendly meeting with Aubrey which I las! recorded, 
and had so utterly engrossed my lime and thoughts , that 1 had not 
taken of that interview ail the, brotherly advantage which I might 
have done. My heart now -mole me loi my involuntary prgligence. 
I dismounted , and fastening my horse to one of", long line of posts 
that ran into the sea, approached Aubrey , and accosted him. 

‘‘Alone, Aubrey? and at an hour when my uncle always 
makes the old walls ring with revel' llark, can you not hear the 
music even now? it comes from tiic ball-room; 1 think, does il 
not?” 

“Vos!” said Aubrey , briefly, and looking down upon a de¬ 
votional book, which (as was his wont) he bad made Ins com¬ 
panion. 

“And we are the only truants! — Well, fiend;} will supply 
our places with a lighter step, arid, perhaps, a merrier heart.” 

Aubrey sighed. 1 bent over him affectionately (I loved that hoy, 
with something of a father’s as well ns a brother's love), and as I 
did bend over him , I saw that bis eyelids were red with weeping. 

“My brother — my own dear brother,” said I, “what grieve* 
you? — are we not fiicrnls. and moie than friends? — what t<u 
grieve you that grieves uul me !" 
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Suddenly raising bis brad, Aubrey gazed at me with a lung, 
si.iiching iuteutuess of rye; his lips tooted, but be did nut an¬ 
swer. 

“Sprat to rue, Aubrey,” said I, parsing my arm mrr his 
shoulder; “has any one, any thing hurt you? See, now, if I 
cannot remedy the evil.” 

“Morton," said Aubrey, speaking very slowly, “do you be¬ 
lieve that Hraven pre-orders as well a»foresees our destiny ?" 

“it is the schoolman's question," said I, smiling, “but. I 
know' bow those idle subtleties vex the mind — and you, my bro¬ 
ther, are ever too occupied with considerations of the future. J( 
Heaven dors pre-order our destiny, weinovv that Heaven is merci¬ 
ful , and we should he fchrless, as we arm ourselves in that knovv- 
ledge.” 

“ Morion Nrvireirv," said Aubrey, again repealing my name, 
and with an e\ nleiil,inward eilorl that, left his lip colourless, and 
vet lit Ins daik dilating eye with a strange and unwonted tire — 
“ Mort"ii Deverenx, X feel that 1 am predestined to the jiovver of 
the Kvil < Ine ! " 

I drew back, inexpressibly shocked. “ Good Heavens! ” I 
exclaimed, *“what tan induce you to cherish so terrible a phan¬ 
tasy ? what can induce ;mi»to wrong so fearfully the goodness and 
men y ol our tiealor?” 

Aubrey shrunk from my arm, which had still been round him, 
•uni covered Ins face with his hands, i took up 4hc hoot lie had 
been reading: it was a I.atm treatise on predestination, and seemed 
fraught with the most gloomy and bewildering subtleties. I sal 
down beside him , and pointed out the variuus irieohereneics and 
contradictious id the work, and»the doctrine vt espoused— so long 
and so earnestly did I speak that at length Aubrey looked up, 
seemingly chef-red and relieved. , 

“l wish," said lie timidly, “I wish that, you loved me, and 
that you loved mr only: — hut you love pleasure, and power, and 
show , and wit. and revelry ; and you know mil what it is to feel 
forme, as I feel at times tor you -nay, perhaps you really dis¬ 
like c, despise me ! ” 

Aubrey’s voice grew bitter hi its tone as he concluded these 
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words, and I was instantly impressed with the Jicltot that sunn 
one had insinuated dislrnst.of my affection tor him. 

“ Why should yuu think thus?” I said: “tuts any cause oc¬ 
curred of late to make</ou deem my affection for you weaker than 
it. was? Has any one hinted a surmise that 1 do not repay youi 
brotherly regard?” 

Aubrey did not answer. 

“Has Herald," I continued, “jealous of our mutual attach¬ 
ment, uttered aught tending to diminish jl? Yes, t see that hi 
ha'” 

Auhrey remained motionless, sullenly ga/.iug downward, amt 
Still silent. 

•■Speak,” said I, “ill justice to htith id u« - speak! \m. 
know, Auhrey, how I hare loved and love von- pul jour arnn 
round me, and say that thiug oil earth whii h - mi wish me to do 
and it shall lie done!” 

Aubrey looked up; lie met my eyes, and he threw himsell ujym 
my neck, and hurst into a v udeul pat ioimii ot tears. 

T was greatly affected. “I see my fault,” said f. soollmu. 
him; “\nu are angry, and with justice , tliat t hare, ncelcticd vm 
oilate; and. perhaps, while 1 ask jour e.inlidente, 'you sii'pct 
that there is some suhjeel on which »* fthnutd lone giantid mu 
mine. You are right, and, at a tiller moment. I will. Now h 
us turn homeward : our uncle is never merry when we are absent 
and when my mother misses your dark locks ami fur ■ heck, 
fancy that she sees little beauty in the hall And yet, Aubrey,” 
added, as he now rosy from my embrace. and dried Ins tears ’ 
will own to you that J love this scene better than any, however gay 
within;" and I lurried to the sea, starlit, ns it. was, and murmur- 
iug with a silver voice, and I became suddenly silent. 

There was a long pause, f believe vve both felt'(lie influence n 
the sccue around us, softening and tram|iiilli/ing our heaits- for 
at length, Auhrey put his baud in mine, and said, “You wen 
always more generous and kind than I, Morion, though there an 
times when you seem different from what you arc; and t know voi 
have already forgiven me.” 

I drew him affectionately toward' me. and we went home 
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But although I meant, from that night, to devote myself more 
to Aubrey than 1 hail done of late, my hourly increasing love for 
.Ifora interfered greatly with my resolution. In order, however, 
•to excuse any future neglect, I, the very nc*t morning, bestowed 
upon him my conlidence. Aubrey dill not much encourage my 
passion: he represented to me lsora’s situation — my own youth 
— my own worldly ambition — and, more than all (reminding me 
of' my uncle’s aversion even to the mosy>r*perous and well-suited 
marriage), he insisted upon the certainty that Sir William would 
never yield consent to the lawful consummation of so unequal a 
love. I was not too well pleased with this reception of my tale, and 
I did not much trouble my adviser with jny farther communicalion 
and conlidence on the sulijcet. Day after day l renewed my visits 
to the Spaniard's cottage; and yet time passed on, and I bad nol 
tolil lsora a syllahjf of my love. *1 was inexpressibly jealous of this 
Barnard, whom her father often eulogized, and whom I never met. 
There appeared to he some mystery in his acquaintance with Don 
Diego, w liieli that personage carefully concealed; and once,, when 
1 was expressing my surprise to have so often missed seeing his 
frieml, the Spaniard shook his head gravely, and said that he had 
now learnt life real reason for it: there were circumstances of state 
which made men feVluJ o£ new acquaintances, even in their own 
country. He drew back, as if he had said too much, and left me 
the conjecture that Barnard was connected with liim in some in- 
tiigue more delightful in itself than agreeable to the government. 
This belief was strengthened by my noting that jflvarcz was fre¬ 
quently absent from home, and this, too, in the evening, when 
lie was generally wont to shun the bleakness of the English air — 
an atmosphere, by life by, which I once heard a Frenchman wittily 
compare to Augustus placed between Horace and Virgil; viz., in 
the bon-mol of*the emperor himself — between sighs and tears. 

But lsora herself never heard the name of this Barnard men¬ 
tioned without a visible confusion, which galled me to the heart; 
and at length, unable to endure any longer my suspense upon the 
subject, I resolved to seek from her own lips its termination. I 
long tarried my opportunity: It was one evening, that, coming 
railier unexpectedly to the cottage, I was informed by ilie single 
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that Isora was in (he garden. Small as it was, this garden had been 
cultivated with some rare, and was not devoid of variety. A high 
and very thick fence ofliving box-wood, closely interlaced with the 
houey-sucklc and the rominon rose, screened a few [dels of rarer 
flowers, a small circular fountain, and a rustic arbour, both from 
the sea breezes and the eyes of any passer by, to which (lid open 
and unsheltered portion o,f the garden was exposed. When 1 
passed through the opening cut in the fence, I was somewhat sur¬ 
prised at not immediately seeing Isora. Perhaps she was in the 
arbour. I approached the arbour tremblingly. What was my 
astonishment and my terrqr when I beheld her stretched lifeless on 
Uie ground. 

. I uttered a loud cry, and sprang forwards. I raised her from 
the earth, aud supported her it my arms; her complexion — 
through whose pure and transparent white,. the wandering blood 
was wont so gently, yet so glowingly, to blush, undulating while 
it blushed, as youngest rose-leaves which the air just stirs into 
trembling — was blanched into the hues of death. Sly kisses 
tinged it with a momentary colour not its own; and yet as I 
pressed her to my heart, inethought hers, which'seemed still 
before, began, as if by an involuntary-sympathy, palpably and 
suddenly to throb against my own. Sly alarm melted away as I 
held her thus — nay, I would not, if I could, have recalled her t/rl 
to life; c— I was forgetful — I was unheeding — I was unconsriotis 
of all things else, — a few broken and passionate words escaped 
my lips, but even they ceased when I felt her breath just stirring 
iind mingling with my own. It seemed to me as if all living kind 
but ourselves had, ,'hy a spell, jlcparted frdm the earth, and we 
were left alone with the breathless and inaudible Nature from 
which spring the love and the life of all things. 

Isora slowly recovered; her eyes, in opening, dwelt upon 
mine — her blood rushed at once lo her cheek, and as suddenly 
left it hueless as before. She rose from my embrace, hut 1 still 
extended my arms towards her; and words, over which I had no 
control, and of which now I have no remembrance, rushed from 
my lips. Still pale, and leaning against the side of the arbour. 
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Isora heard me, as—coufused, incoherent, impetuous, but still 
intelligible to her — my released heart poured itself forth. And 
yv hen I had ceased, she turned her face towards me, and my 
blood seemed at once frozen in its charlhel. Anguish, deep, 
ineffable anguish, was depicted upon every feature; and when 
she strove at last to speak, her lips quivered so violently that, 
after a vain effort, she ceased abruptly. I again approached — 
l seized her hand, which 1 covered with my kisses. 

“Will you not answer me, Isora?" said I, tremblingly. 
‘7/e silent then; but give me one look, one glance of hope, of 
pardon, from those dear eyes, and I ask no more.” 

Isora's whole frame seemed sinking beneath her emotions; 
she raised her head, and looked hurriedly and fearfully round; 
my eye followed hers, aud X then saw upon the damp ground, the 
recent print of a man's footstep, not my own; and close by the 
spot where 1 had foiyul Isora, lay a mau’s glove. A pang shot 
through me — 1 fell my eyes Hash lire, aud my brow darken, as 
1 turned to Isora, and said, “1 see it — I see all, — I have a rival, 
who has hut just left you — you love me not — your affections are 
for him 1 ” 

Isora solved violently, hut. made no reply. “You love him,’ 1 
said 1, hut in a milder*and more mournful tone — “you love 
him - it is enough — 1 will persecute you no more; and yet — ” 
1 paused a moment, for the remembrance of many a sign^ which 
my heart had interpreted flatteringly, flashed upon me, and my 
voire faltered. “ Well, I have no right to murmur — only Isora --- 
only tell me with your lips that you love another, and I will depart 
in peace.” • 

Very slowly Isora Turned her *yes to me, ;#nd even through her 
tears they dwelt upou me with a tender and a soft reproac^. 

“You love‘another?” said 1 and from her lips, which 
scarcely parted, came a single word which thrilled to my heart 
like lire, — ‘jVo/’ 

“Ao!” I repeated, “N'o? — say.that again, and again,— 
yet who then is this that lias dared so to agitate and overpower 
you? -Who is lie whom you have met, and whom, even now 
w hile I speak, you tremble to hear me recur to? Answer me one 

lh'Ui'rtux , 
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word — is it this mysterious stranger whom your father honours 
with liis friendship? — is it Barnard?” 

A I,arm ami fear again wholly engrossed the expression of Isora’s 
countenance. 

“Barnard!” she said, “yes — yes — it isBarnard!” 

“Who is he?” 1 cried vehemently — “who or what is he? — 
and of what nature is hi&inilucncc upon you? Confide in me” — 
and I poured forth a Jong tide of inquiry and solicitation. 

By the time I had ended, Isora seemed to have recovered 
herself. With her softness, was mingled something of spirit and 
of self-control, which was rare alike in her country and hersev, 
jbul which, when a woman and a daughter of Spain does possess 
it, invests her with a dignity of which we dream not till we how 
before its exertion. 

“Listen to me!” said she, and her voice, which faltered a 
little at first, grew calm and firm as she proceeded. “You profess 
to love me — I am not worthy your love; and if, Count Bcvcrcux, 
1 do not reject nor disclaim it — for 1 am a woman, and a weak 
and fond one — I will not at least wrong you by encouraging hopes 
which I may not and I dare not fulfil. 1 cannot —” hire she spoke 
With a fearful distinctness, — “I cam,lot* 1 Can never, he yours; 
and when you ask me to be so, you know’ not what you ask or wliai 
perils/you incur. — Enough — I am grateful to you. The poor 
exiled girl is grateful for your esteem — and — and your all'eetion. 
She will never forget them, — never! But lie this oitr last meeting 
— our very last — God bless you, Morton! ” aud, as she read my 
heart, pierced and agonized as it was, in my countenance, Isora 
bent over me, for J.kuclt bcsidc ( her, and 1 felt her tears upon my 
cheek, — “God bless you — and farewell.” 

“Yo!l insult, you wound,me,” said I bitterly, “by this cold 
and taunting kindness; tell me, tell me only, who it is that you 
love better than me.” 

Isora had turned to leave me, for I was too proud to detain her; 
hut when I said this, she came back, after a moment’s pause, aud 
laid her hand'upon my arm. 

“If it make you happy to know my unhappiness,” she said, 
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and (1m nme of her voice made, me look full in her face, which wa? 
one (loci) blush, “know that Iain not insensible — ” 

. . I he,ml no nui^e —- my lips pressed themselves involuntarily n. 
hers — a hour, long kiss — burning— intense — eniiccntraiim: 
emotion, hearl, soul, all the rays of life's huh! into a ,simile 
focus ■ - and sb" tore herself from mu — and 1 vv as alone. 

CIIAPTEH 

V Discovery, anil a Dep.irlote 

I n w i i si n home after my eventful intcivievv with Isora, anil 
gave in> 'i’ll up lo uirnulliimis and wild c#njrrtmr. Aubrey sought 
no- the ne\l moriiiug -- 1 il,'milled to him all (lull had oeeurred — 
he sal,| iiole, lull that little enraged me, for it. was eonlrary to 
the dieiaii's of iin#i\vu wishes. The character of Morose in the 
■‘Silrnl Woman," is. by no means an uncommon one. Slimy 
men ©'iiiiinly man; lovers — would say with equal truth, always 
ppm i"d they had eipial random — “All discourses but my own 
nflliel no" llo'y seem harsh, iinperlinent, anil irksome.” Ccr- 
lauih 1 Idl that amiable senlimeiil most sincerely, with regard to 
Aoloei. J l?lt him abruptly— a resolution possessed me - 'I 
ijill-i-e ” s;u, I I - thisalt.iMinid; I will lie in wait for him ; Iwdl 
demand and oblain, though it he liy force, the secret which 
e> nlently suhsisls hclwccn him and (his ruled family.” 

1 nil of this idea, I diew my cloak round me, and repaired on 
foot to (he neighbourhood ol (he Spaniard's collage. There was 
no plat i* near il er; i omiuodious for aceomjnodalioti lioth of vigil 
and conci'almcnl. However, I made a little lull in a held opposite 
the house my warder's slalion, »ml, lying a> full lenglli on the 
ground, vuapt in my cloak, I trusted to escape notice. The day 
passed — no vi-filor appeared. Tliikiiexl morning I went from my 
ovjn rooms, through the subterranean passage, infnllieCasllcTave, 
as (he cvravalion 1 have helore descrihed was generally teemed 
(In tin shore I saw (jcrald, hy one of (lie, small fishing-limits 
Usually kept Iln-re. I passed him with a sneer at his amusements, 
which Were always those ol (oiillicN against IMi or fowl. He 
answered me m the same strain’ as he tlnevv his nets into th<* 
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boat, and pushed out to sea. “Ilow is it, that you go alone?‘ 
said I; “is there mi much glory in the capture oi' mackerel aud 
doglish that you wdl allow no one to share it?” 

“There are other sports for men,” answered Gerald, colouring 
indignantly, “than those yon imagine, — nty laste is routined to 
amusements in winch he is hut a fool who seeks companionship; 
and if you could read character better, my wise brother, you would 
know that the hold rover L ever less idle aud more, fortunate than 
the speculative dreamer!” 

As Gerald said this, which he did with a signilieant emphasis, 
he rowed vigorously across the water, and the little boat was soon 
hall way to the opposite > let. My eyes followed il musingly as it 
glided over the waves, and my lliougols painfully revolved the 
words which Gerald had uttered. “What ran he mean?” said I, 
half aloud, — “yet what mailers it? — perhaps some low amour, 
some village conquest, inspires him vv ilh that becoming luiness of 
pride and vain glory —joy he with so hold a rover! ” and J sliode 
away, along the beach, towards my place of watch; once only i 
turned to look at Gerald — he had then just touched the islet, which 
was celebrated as much for the lishing it afforded as the smuggling 
tt protected. ' r 

I arrived, at last, at the hillock, r.nd resumed my station. 
Time passed on, till, at the dusk of evening, the Spaniard (ante 
out. ile walked slowly towards I lie town; i followed him at a 
distance. Just before lie reached the town, he turned off by a path 
which led to the beach. As the evening was unusually fresh and 
chill, I felt convinced that some cause, not wholly trivial, drew 
the Spaniard lortli Jo brave it. My pride, a littIn revolted at Ihe 
idea of following him; hut l persuaded myself that Isora's happi¬ 
ness , and perhaps her father's safety, depended on my obtaining 
some knowledge of the character and designs of llus Barnard, who 
appeared to possess so dangerous an influence, over both daughter 
snei sire —nor did 1 doubt hut that the old man was now gone forth 
to meet him. The times were those of mystery arid of intrigue —■ 
the emissaries of the House of Stuart were restlessly at work, among 
all classes — many ol them, obscure and mean individuals, made 
llieir way, (he more dangerously from their apparent insignificance. 
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without vehemence, to the claims of the. banished house. Like 
Sedlev. who bec.yne so staunch a revolutionist, he had seen the 
Court of Charles II., and the character of hi? brother, too closely 
to feel much respect for either; but he thought it indecorous to 
express opposition loudly, to a party among whom were many of 
his early friends; and the good old knighl # was loo much attached 
to private ties to he very much alive to public feeling. However, at 
bis well-lilled board, conversation, generally, though displeasinglj 
to himself, turned upon polities, and I had there often listened, 
of late, to dark hints of the danger to which we were exposed, and 
of the restless machinations of the Jacobites. I did nof, therefore, 
scruple to suspect this liarnard of some plot against the existing 
state; and I did it the more (roin^hserving that the Spaniard ofico 
spoke bitterly of (h<*KnglishCourt, whirls had rejected some claims 
b(‘ bad imagined hintsrlf entitled to make upon it; and that he was 
naturally of a temper vehemently opposed to quiet, and alive t(J 
enterprise, With this impression, I deemed it fair to sei/e any 
opportunity of seeing, at least, even if I could not question, the 
man whom tjje Spaniard himself confessed to have state reasons 
for concealment; an;! my anxiety to behold one whose very name 
(mold agitate Isura, amfwl/bse presence could occasion the state 
in whrli 1 had found her, sharpened this desire into the very 
ki-'micss of a passion. 

While Alvarez descended to the bench, I kept (he upper path, 
which wound along the dill. There was a spot where the rocks 
were rude and broken into crags, and alfomlcd me a place where, 
unseen, I could beliyld what passed belowt The lirsl thing 1 
beheld was a boat, approaehiug»rapidly towards the shore; one 
man was seatejt in it; he reached the shore, and I recognised 
Gerald. Thai was a dreadful moment. Alvarez now slowly joined 
him; they remained together for nearly an hour. I saw Gerald 
give the Spaniard a letter, which appeared to make the chief subject 
of their conversation. At length they parted, with the signs rather 
of respect than familiarity. lion Diego returned homeward , and 
Gerald re-entered the boat, t watched its progress over the waves 
with feelings of a daik and almost unutterable nature. “Sly 
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enemy! my rival! miner of my hopes! — mi/ brat hart — mt; 
Iwm broth,<>■'" - I muttered bitterly between my ground teeth. 

The boat did not make to the open sea — it, skulked along the 
•shore, till distance And shadow scarcely allowed me to trace the 
outline of (Herald’s figure. It then touched the beach, and I could 
just descry tin-dim shape, of another man enter; and Herald, in¬ 
stead of returning homewards, pushed mil towards the islet. I 
spent the greater part of the night in the open air. Wearied and 
exhausted, hy the furious indulgenfc of my passions, I gained my 
room, at length. There, however, as elsewhere, thought suc¬ 
ceeded to thought, and scheme to scheme. Should I speak to 
Herald? Should l eonlide in Alvarez? Should I renew my suit In 
Isora? If the first, what could I hope in learn from mine enemy ? 
If lhe second, w hat could I gain from the father, while the daughter 
remained averse In me? If the third — there, my heart pointed, and 
the third scheme I resolved to adopt. e 

Hut was I sure that Herald was this Itarnard? Might there mu 
be some hope that he was not? V> , 1 could perceive none. Al¬ 
varez had never spoken to me of acquaintance with any other 
Englishman than Itarnard; I had no reason to bclupc that lie evei 
held converse with any other. Would it not have been natural loo. 
unless some powerful cause, such ,'is Iftvc to Isora, induced si¬ 
lence — would it not have been natural that Herald should have 
mentioned his acquaintance, with the Spani.ud? — Euless some 
dark scheme', such as that which Itarnard appeared to have in 
common with Don Diego, commanded obscurity, would il hav 
been likely that Herakl should have met Alvarez alone — at night 
— on an unficqiienled spot? What that scheme van, 1 guessed 
not - I eared not.' All my inldtest in the identity of itarnard vvilh 
Herald Devereux, was tluit derived from tin. power he seemed to 
possess over Kora. Here, foo, at once, was explained the pre¬ 
tended Barnard's desire of concealment, and the vigilance with 
which it had been effected, it was so certain that Herald, if my 
rival, would seek to avoid me — it was so easy for him, who foul I 
watch all my motions, to secure the power of doing so. Then I 
remembered Herald’s character through Hie country . a- a gallant 
and a general 'over and I dosed my eyes as p to shut out the m- 
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sion when I recalled the beauty of his form, contrasted with the 
comparative plainness of my own. 

• “There is no lntye,” I repeated — and an insensibility, rather 
than sleep, crept, over me. Dreadful and tierce dreams peopled 
my slumbers; and, when I started from them at a late hour the 
next day, I was unable to rise from my bed — my agitation and my 
wanderings had terminated in a burning^fcv *r. In four days, how¬ 
ever, I recovered sufficiently to mount my horse — I rode to the 
Spaniard’s house, I found there only the woman who had been 
Don Diego’s solitary domestic. The morning before, Alvarez aud¬ 
ios daughter had departed, none knew for certain whither; hut it 
was supposed their destination was London. The woman gave me 
a note — it was from Isora — it. contained only these lines: 

“Forget mo — ye are now parted for ever. As you value my 
peace of mind — of htyipiuess J do not. speak — seek not to dis¬ 
cover our next retreat. 1 implore you to think no more of what has 
been; you arc young, very young. Life has a thousand paths for 
you; any one of them will lead you from the remembrance of me. 
Farewell, again and agaiu! 

“Isora D’Alvarf.z.” 

With this note vvlis ajiotjicr, in French, from Don Diego; it 
was colder and more formal than I could have expected — it 
i hanked me for my attentions towards him — it regretted that he 
could not take, leave of me in person, and it enclosed the sum 
which I had, in lending to him, made the opening of our after ac¬ 
quaintance. 

“Itis well!” said I, calmly, to myself, “it is well; I will 
forget her:” and I rodbinstantly Jjomc. “lit*!,” I resumed in rny 
soliloquy, “1 will yet strive to obtain confirmation to what perhaps 
needs it not. IViH yet strive to sec jf Gerald can deny the depth of 
hip injuries towards me — there will be at least some comfort in 
witnessing either his defiance or his confusion.” 

Agreeably to this thought, I hastened to seek Gerald. I found 
Wi in his apartment — I shut the door, and seating myself, with 
a smile, thus addressed him : 

“Dear Gerald, I have a favour to ask of you.” 

“What is it?” 
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“How long have you known a cerlaiti Mr. Barnard?" Gerald 
changed colour — his voice faltered as he repeated the name 
‘ ‘ Barnard!” , ' 

“Yes,” said I, with affected composure, “Barnard! a great 
friend of Don Diego D’Alvare/.” 

“I perceive,’’ said Gerald, collecting himself, “that you are 
in some measure acqurinled with ruy secret - how far it is known 
to you 1 cannot guess; hut I tell you, very fairly, that from me 
you will not increase the sum of your knowledge.” 

YVhen one is in a good sound rage, it is astonishing how calm 
one can he! I was certainly somewhat amazed by Gerald's hardi¬ 
hood and assurance, bul*I continued, .with a smile — 

“And Donna Isora, how long, if not very intrusive on youi 
confidence, have you known hen?” 

“I tell you,” answered Gerald, doggedly, that I will answei 
no questions.” 

“ You remember the old story,” returned l, “of the two bro¬ 
thers , Etcocles and Polyniccs, whose very ashes refused to niiugh 
— faith, Gerald, our love seems much of the same tone. 1 know 
not if our ashes will exhibit so laudable an antipathy; hut i think 
our hearts and hands will do so while a spark of life animate' 
them; yes, though our blood,” (I added, in a voice quivering 
with furious emotion,) “prevents our contest by the sword, i! 
prevents not the haired and the curses of the heart.” 

Gerald turned pale. “Ido not understand you,” he falterei 
out — “I know you abhor me; but why, why this excess of ma¬ 
lice?” 

I cast on him a Mok of bitter scorn, amKurnod front the room 

it is not pleasing to place before the reader these dark passage. 1 
of fraternal hatred; but in the record of all passions there is a mo¬ 
ral; and it is wise to see to how vast a sum the units of childisl 
animosity swell, when they are once brought into a heap, by soim 
violent event, and told over by the nice accuracy of Revenge. 

But I long to pass from these scenes, and my history is abon 
to glide along others of more glittering and smiling aspect. Thant 
Heaven, Iwriteatale, not only of lore, but of a life; and that 
which I cannot avoid I can at least condense. 
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CHAPTER X. 

A very short Chapter — containing a Valet. 

M v uncle, for several weeks had flattered himself that 1 had quite 
forgotten or foregone the desire of leaving D^veroux Court for Con¬ 
don. (food easy man! he was liqt a Utile. distressed wltenJ re¬ 
newed the subject with redoubled lirmness, and demanded an 
early period for that event. He managed, however, still to pro¬ 
tract the ev il day. At one time it was impossible to part with me, 
because the house was so full; at auothet»time it was cruel to leave 
him, when the house was so empty. Meanwhile, a new change 
came ovei me. As the first shock f flsora's departure passed away, 
1 began to suspect ftie purify of her feelings towards me. Might 
notGeuld, the hcaulflul, the stately, the glittering Gerald, have 
hi on a successful wooer under that disguised name of Ilarnard, 
and hrncr Isora's confusion when that name W'as mentioned, and 
hence the power which ils possessor exercised over her? 

1 ins idea.,, once admitted, soon gained ground. It is true that 
isora had tesiiiied something of favourable feelings towards me: 
I rut Hus might spring from ■•tquotry or compassion. My love had 
neon a hoy's line, founded upon beauty and coloured by romance 
1 had not investigated the character of the object; and I had judged 
if (he mind -olel\ by the face. I might easily have liecn deceived 
l persuaded myself that I was! Perhaps Gerald had provided 
! ln’ii present retreat for sire and daughter -* perhaps they at litis 
moment laughed oxer my rivalry and uiv folly.•Methought Gerald's 
bp wore a contemptuous curve vvlfen me met. * “It shall have no 
cause ” I said, »lung to the soul; I will indeed forget this woman, 
and vet, though in other ways, edipse, this rival. Pleasure — 
..tahiliim - the brilliancy of a Court — the resources of wealth in 
Mte me to a thousand joys. I will not he deaf to the call. Mcan- 
v.nil! I will betray to Gerald — to no one — the truce — tlie scar of 
the wound I have received; and ! will mortify Gerald, hvshowing 
hue that hand-nine as he i- tie shall be forgotten in my pre- 
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Agreeably to this exquisite resolution, I paid incessant court to 
the numerous (lames by whom my Uncle’s mansion was thronged; 
aud 1 resolved to prepare, among them, the reputation for gallantry 
and for wit which I proposed to establish in town. 

“You are greatly altered since your love!” said Aubrey, one 
day to me, “but not by your love. Own that I did rigid in dis¬ 
suading you from its ipdulgencc! ” 

“Tell me!” said I, s’mkiug my voice to a whisper, “do you 
think Gerald was my rival?’’ and I recounted the causes of uiy 
suspicion. 

Aubrey’s countenance testified astonishment as lie listened — 
“It is slrangc — very slfange,” said hq; “ and the evidence of live 
boat is almost conclusive; still I do not think it quite sufficient to 
leave no loop-hole of doubt. dBut what matters it? — you have 
conquered your love now.” 

“Ay,” Isaid, with a laugh, “I have'conquered it, and I am 
now about to find some other empress of the heart. TV hat think 
you of the Lady Hassciton? — a fair dame and a sprightly. I want 
nothing but her love to be the most enviable of mei 
vahl-dc-cliambre to be the most irresistible.” . 

“The former is easier to obtain than the, latter, 1 fear,” returned 
Aubrey; “all places produce light ‘dames, but the war makes a 
scarcity of French valets.” 

“[True,” said I, “but I never thought of instituting a com¬ 
parison between their relative value. The Lady Hassciton, m 
disparagement to her merits, is but one woman — but a French 
valet who knows 1 hs‘»ik//<t, arms one for conquest over a thou¬ 
sand” — and I turfied to the saloon. 

Fate, which had destined t'6 me the valuable affections of th< 
Lady Hassciton, granted me also, at a yet earlier period, the 
greater boon of a French valet. About two or three weeks after this 
sapient communication with Aubrey, the most charming person 
in the world presented himself a candidate pour lo bonheur 
supreme fie soigner Monsieur le Comic. Intelligence beamed in 
his eye; a modest assurance reigned upon his brow; respect, made 
his step vigilant as a zephyr’s; and his ruffles were the envy of the 
w orld' 



I look him ;ii a glance; and I presented to the admiring inmates 

• >!' the house a (Treater coxcomb than Ihc Count Devcrnn in Mu 
ethereal person ol Sran Desmarais. 

CIIAPTKR XI. 

lie Hero .inputs himseif honour,il>t\ as a r.oxromli — a Cine Iron o’ 
the Cisihteenlh Century. amt a f.'ixhion.ihlc t*ialnrue -- the Nib'laii i 
ill t.i'liionnlilr Dialogue hem;' ill all ( riflniirx the same. 

“I xw thinking, Morton,” said my uncle, “that if you are to 
:m te town, you slinuld go in a style suitable to your rank. M hat 
',iy you to Hying along the road in my green and gold chariot' 1 
Sdeath . I II make you a«prc.sont of il. Nay — no thanks — and 
miii may have four of my black Flanders mares to draw you." 

••Now, my degr Sir NVidia!#," cried l.ady llassellon, who, 
it may lie remembered, was the daughter of one of hing Charles’s 
beauties, and who alone shared the breakfast room with my unde 
ami myself—‘•now. my dear Sir William, J think il would be a 
bettci plan to suffer the Count to accompany us to town. We go 
next wt ek, lie 'hall have a seat in our coach — help i.ovell to pay 

• •or posl-Imre's — protect us at inns— scold at the drawers iu the 
pr-’tti oath' of the f.iMiopi. .which are so innocent that I will leach 
them to his Count'hip myself, and, uulcss I am much more fright- 
i il than ni\ honoured mother, whose, beauties you so gallantly 
laud. 1 think you will own. Sir William, that this is bejter iiu 
vmr nephew than doing solitary penance in your chariot of green 
tfnl gold, with a handkerchief tied over his head to keep away rold 
and with no more fanciful occupation thauVonipnsing sonnet'm 
the tour Flanders marts.' 

Sdeath. Madam, you inherit your mother’s wit as well as 
beauty,’ enedlny uncle, with an iyipassioned air. 

• And his Cuiiiilship,” said I, ‘ will accept your mutation 
without asking his uncle leave." 

“Come, that is bold fur a gentleman of — let me see ihoiero 
are you not?" 

Really," answered I, “one learns to forget tune So terribly 
in the presence of Cady Hasscllon^ that I do not remember even 
1 w long u lias existed bn me 
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*■'Bravo,” ericd (he knight, with a moistening eye: '• you sn, 
Madam , tin- Iwv lias uot lived with his old uncle for nothing." 

“ I am lost in astonishmentsaid the lady,®glancing towards 
the glass; “why, you will eclipse all our beaux on your first ap¬ 
pearance — hut — but — Sir William — how green those glasses 
have become? bless me, there is something so contagious in the 
effects of the country, mat Jhe very mirrors grow verdant. But — 
Count — Count — where arc you, Count? (I was exactly opposite 
to the fair speaker) Oh, there you arc — pray — do you cairv a 
little pocket-glass of the true quality about you? But, of course 
you do — lend it me.” 

“1 have not the glass you want, bet I carry with me a mirror 
that retlccls your features much more faithfully 

“ How! I protest 1 do not understand you! ” 

“The mirror is here!” said I, laying mv hand to my heart. 

“’Gad — I must kiss the hoy!” cried my uncle, starting up. 

“I have sworn,” said I, lixiug my eyes upon the lady — 
“I have sworn never to be kissed even by women. You must par¬ 
don me, unde.” 

“1 declare,” cried tbo Lady llassdton, flirting h, r fan, which 
was somewhat smaller than the screen ihat one puts into a great 
hall, in order to take off the discomfort of too large a room — 
“I declare, Count, there is a vast deal of originality about you. 
But lelhiiie, Kjr William, where did your nephew acquire, also 
early an age — (eleven you say he is) — such a fund of agreeable 
assurance?” 

“Nay, Madam, ,lel the boy answer for himself.” 

“Imprimis, then,” said I, playing vvith'thc ribbon of my cane 
— “ imprimis , early study of tbe best authors — Congreve and 
Tarquhar, Kthercgc and Boelu^ter. Secondly, the'constant inter¬ 
course of company, which gives one the spleen so over-poweringly 
that despair inspires one with boldness — to get rid of them. 
Thirdly, the personal example of Sir William Dercrcux; and. 
fourthly, the inspiration of hope.” 

“Hope, Sir! ” said the Lady Hasselton, covering her face with 
her fan, so as only to leave me a glimpse of the farthest patch upon 
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“ Yes — the hope of being pleasing to you. Suffer me to add 
that the hope lias now become certainty." 

• “Upon my wort!, Count—” 

“Nay, you rannot deny it — if one ran once .succeed in impu¬ 
dence, one is irresistible.” 

“Sir William,” cried Lady Hasselton, “you may ghc the 
Count your ehariot of green and gold, aw! your four Flanders 
mares, and send his mother's maid with him. lie shall not go 
with me.” 

“Cruel! and why?” said 1. 

“You are loo” — the lady paused, and looked at me over liei 
fan. She was really very handsome— “you arc too old, Count. 
You mitxl he more than nine.” 

“Pardon me,” ^.aid I, “I nik nine — a very mystical number 
nine is too, and represents the muses, who, you know, were 
always attendant upon Venus -- or you, which is the same thing; 
so you can no more dispense with my company than you cau with 
that of the Graces.” 

“Good morning, Sir William!” cried the Lady Hasselton, 
rising. 

1 offered to hand’her.to {lie door — with great difficulty, for 
her hoop was of the very newest enormity of circumference, I ef- 
b eted tnis object. “Well, Count!” said she, “ 1 am glad to see 
you have brought so much learning from school; make tlye best 
use of it, while it lasts, for your memory will not furnish you with 
a single simile out of the mythology by the end of nevt winter.” 

“That would be a pity!” saidl, “fori intend having as many 
goddesses as the IlealBcns had, tyid I should f{ke to worship them 
in a classical fashion.” 

“Oh! the y?aung reprobate!” §aid the beauty, tapping me 
with her fan. “And pray what other deities besides Venus am 
I like?” 

“ -All! ” said I — “at least all the celestial ones! ” 

Though half-way through the door, the beauty extricated her 
hoop , and drew hack; “Bless me, the gods as well as the god¬ 
desses?” 

■' Cerlainlv.” 



You jcM — tell mi' how.’ 

• Nothing (.in hi filmier: you resemble Memiiy because >t 
tour tholl'.." i 

1 • Tin'll': 

"A t; "toJcn licnrl'' anil” (added I< in a whispoij k <•- 
— Jupiter. partly lift ,mse of your lightning. which you lock u;> 
in llie -aid glance.-- ■ p'rinc*^*ally because all things are subservient 
lo you- Neptune, because you are as changeable as (lie so,is 
Nulc,in. because you live among the 11,lines you exiite — am 1 
Mar', because—” 

You are so destrueU.fr,” fried my uncle. 

'•Jivaelly so; and because,” added 1 — as 1 shut the dun 
upon the beauty — “because, thanks to tom hoop, you rotet 
nine acres of ground.” 

‘•Od’slish, Morton,” said my uncle, “you surprise me at 
times — one while you arc so reserved, at another so assnied 
to-day so brisk, to-morrow so gloomy. Why now. Lady llas-el- 
ton (she is very comely, eh! faith, but not comparable to hei 
mother) told me, a week ago, that she pine you ;;p in despaii. 
that you were dull, past Imping lor; and m w , ’Had, you had a 
life in you that Sid himself could not have sm passed. How conn- 
it, Sir. eh?'* 

“VVliy, uncle, you have explained the reason; ii was evarlly 
bei ause she said t was dull that 1 was resulted to com it l her m an 
untruth.” 

“Well, now, there is some sense m that, boy; always i on- 
iradietill report, by personal npril. Hut what think you ol'hei 
ladyship ! '(lad, you know what old liellair said of limilia. Maki 
miieli of her — she's one of t^ie best of your acquaintance. I liite 
her eoimlenaiiiT and behaviour. Well, she has a modesty not i 
this age. a- dad she has.’ Applicable enough — ch, hoy.'” 

“'1 know her value, Sii, and esteem her accordingly.'" an¬ 
swered I, out of the same play, which, by dint of long study. I 
had got by heart. “Hut, to runless the truth,” added I. “1 
lliiLik you might bate left out the pa-sage about her modesty,' 
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'sdealli, Sir, you don’t think the worse of iicr virtue, because oI 
her wit?” 

‘‘Ilmnpli!” 

‘‘Alt, boy — wlicu you arc my aye, you ’ll know that your de¬ 
mure cats arc not the best; aud that reminds me of a little story 
— shall 1 tell it you, child? ” 

“If it so please you, Sir.” 

“Zauns — where’s my snuff-box? — oh, here it is. Well. 
Sir, you shall have the whole thing, from beginning to end. Sed- 
ley and I were one day conversing together about women. Sid 
w as a very deep fellow in that game — ty> passion you know — no 
love on his own side — nothing of the sort — all douc by rule, and 
compass — knew women as well as dice, ami calculated the exact 
moment when his jnares would tSitch (hem, according to the prin¬ 
ciples ol geometry. D—d clever fellow, faith — but a confounded 
rascal: — hut let it go no farther —- mum’s the word! —must not 
slander the dead — audit’s only my suspicion, you know, after 
all. Poor fellow — I don’t think he was such a rascal; he gave a 
beggar an angel once, — well, boy, have a pinch — Well, so f 
said to Sir Cifarles, ‘1 think you will lose the widow, after all — 
’GadJdo.’ ‘L'ponVhat principle of science, Sir William?’ said 
he. ‘Why, faith, man, she is so modest, you see, and lias 
such a pretty way of blushing.’ c Uarkye, friend Devcrcux,’ said 
Sir Charles, smoothing his collar, and mincing lps words musi¬ 
cally, as he was wont to do— ‘harkye, friend Devereux, I will 
give you the whole experience of my life in one maxim— I can 
answer for it’s being new, and 1 think it’*sjirofound — and that 
maxim is—’ No faith, Mortonf— no, I cauit tell it thee— it is 
villannus, aud then it’s so desperately against all the sex.” 

“My dear'uncle, don’t tantalize me so — pray tell it me — u 
shall be a secret.” 

“No, hoy, no—it will corrupt thee — besides, it will do 
poor Sid’s memory no good. But 'sdeath, it was a most wonder¬ 
fully shrewd sayiug— i’failh, it was. But zounds — Morion — 
1 forgot to tell you that I have had, a letter from <hc,Abbe to-day.” 

“Ha! aud when does he return?” 

“To-morrow, God willing! ” said the knight with a sigh. 
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“ so scOTfWTatner after so long an absence! Well, lam glad 
of it. I wish much to see him before I leave you.” 

“Indeed!” quoth,my uncle— “you have ita advantage over 
me, then! — But, odsflsh, Morton, how is it that you grew so 
friendly with the priest before hjs departure? He used to speak 
very suspiciously of thee formerly; and, when 1 last saw him, he 
lauded thee to the skies.” 

“Why, the clergy of his faith have a habit of defending the 
strong, and crushing the weak, 1 believe — that's all. He once 
thought I was dull enough to (hidin my fortune, and then he had 
isome strange doubts, for my soul — inow he thinks me wise enough 
|o become prosperous,' and it is astonishing what a respect he has 
‘conceived for my principles.” 

“Hat ha! haf — yoli have a'spice ofypur uncle’s humour in 
you — anjd, ’ Gad you have no small knowledge of the world con¬ 
sidering you bavtf seeu so little of it.” 

A hit at the Popish clergy-was, in my good uncle’s eyes, the 
exacfacme of wit and wisdom. We arc always clever with those 
who jfeagibe wettShk as they do. To be shallow you must differ 
with peopjo —to be profound you must agree with them. “Why, 
Sir,” answered the sage nephew, “you,forget that I have seen 
more of the world than many of twice my age. Your house has 
. been full of company ever since I have been in it, and you set me 
to makipg observations on what'I saw before! was thirteen. And 
then, loo, if one is reading books about real life, at the very time 
one is mixing in it, it is astonishing how naturally one remarks, 
and ho* well one remembers.” 

“Especially if ope has a genips for it, — eh, boy! And then, 
too, you have read my play — turned Horace’s Satires into a lam¬ 
poon upon the boys at school — been regularly to“assizes during 
the vacation — attended the county-balls, and been a most pre¬ 
mature male coquet with the ladies. 'Odsfish, boy! — it is quite 
curious to see how the young sparks of the present day get on with 
their love-making.” ' ■ 

“Especially if one has a genius for it — eh," Sir?” said I. 

“Besides, too,” said my uncle, ironically, “you have bad 
the Abbe’s instructions.” 
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"Ay, and if the priests would communicate to their pupils 
(heir experience in frailty, as well as in virtue, how wise they 
\»ould make us! ” 

OdsBsh! Jllorton, you arc quite oracular. How got you thai 
fancy of priests? — by observation in life already?” 

“No, uncle — by observation in plays, which you tell me are 
the mirrors of life — you remember what Lae says — 

‘ ’T is thought 

That earth is more obliged to priests for bodies 

Than Heaven for souls.’ ” 

And my uncle laughed, and called me a smart fellow. 

CHAPTER XII. 

The Abie’s Return — a Sword , and a Soliloquy. 

1 us next evenmg*wlien I was sitting alone in my room, the 
Abbe Montreuil suddenly entered. “Ah, is it you? welcome!” 
— ni“d I. The priest held out his arms, and embraced me in 
the most paternal manner. 

“it /.»■ yoiy friend," said he, “returned at last to bless and 
eongraliilatc you. Rfhold my success in your service," and the 
Abbe produced a long loathe/case, richly inlaid with gold. 

“Faith, Ablx5,” said X, “am 1 to understand that this is a 
present for your eldest pupil?” t 

“Ton are," said.Montreuil, opening the case, and producing 
a sword; the light fell upon the hilt, and 1 drew back, dazzled 
with its lustre; it was covered with stones, apparently of the most 
cosily value. Attached to the hilt was a label dl' purple velvet, on 
which, in letle*rs*>f gold, was ins/ribed, “To the son of Marshal 
Dcvercux, the sqldicr of France, and the friend ol'Louis XIV.” 

Before I recovered my surprise at’this sight, the Abbe said — 
“It was from the king’s own band that I received thi^ sword, and 
I have authority to inform yon that if ever you wield it in the ser¬ 
vice of France it will be accompanied by a post worthy of your 
name.” 

“The service of France!” I repeated; “why at present, that 
is the service of an enemy." 

/>< itreu.r 



“An enemy only to a pari of England!” said the Abbe em¬ 
phatically; “perhaps I have overtures to you from other monarebs, 
and the friendship of/he court of France may bo-synonymous with 
the friendship of the true sovereign of England.” 

There was no mistaking the purport of this speech, and even 
in the midst of my gratilied vanity, I drew back, alarmed. The 
Abbe noted the changed expression of my countenance, and art¬ 
fully turned the subject to comments on the sword, on which I 
stdl gazed with a lover’s ardour. Thence he veered to a descrip¬ 
tion of the grace and greatness of the royal donor — lie dwelt at 
length upon the flattering terms in which Louis had spoken of my 
father, and had inquired concerning ipyself; he enumerated all 
the hopes that the illustrious house, into which my father had first 
married, expressed for a spewdy introduction to his son; he 
lingered with an eloquence more savouring of The court than of the 
cloister, on the dazzling circle which shrrounded the Freueli 
throne; and when my vanity, my curiosity, my love of pleasure, 
my ambition, all that are most susceptible in young minds, were 
fully aroused, he suddenly ceased, and wished me a good night. 

“Stay,” said I; and looking at him more attentively than 1 
had hitherto done, 1 perceived a change in hie external appearance, 
which somewhat startled and surprised me. Montreuil had al¬ 
ways hitherto been remarkably plain in his dress; but be was now 
richlyaitlired, and by bis side bung a rapier, which bad never 
adorned it before. Something in his aspect .seemed to suit the al¬ 
teration in his garb: and whether it was that long absence had 
effaced enough of the familiarity of his features, to allow me to hi 
more alive than formerly to the real impression they were calcula¬ 
ted to produce, or whether a commune with kings and nobles line 
of late dignified their old expression, as poweravas said to turn 
clothed the soldier-mien of Cromwell with a monarch’s hearing — 
I do not affect to decide; but 1 thought that, iu his high brow aut 
Roman features, the compression of his lip, and his calm Ini' 
haughty air, there was a uoblcness, which I for the lirst tin.t 
acknowledged. “Stay, my father,” said f, surveying him, “aim 
tell me, if there is no irreverence in the question, whether brocade 
and a sword arc compatible with the laws of the Order of Jesus'.' ” 
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“Policyi Morton,” answered Montrenil, “often dispenses 
with custom; and the, declarations of the Institute proride, with 
•their usual wisdolh, for worldly and temporary occasions. Even 
while the constitution ordains us to discard habits repugnant to 
our professions of poverty, the following exception is made: ‘Si 
in occurrenti aliqmi occasione, vcl necessitate, quis vestibus me- 
lioribus, honestis tamen, inducretur.'” 

“There is now, then, some occasion for a more glittering dis¬ 
play than ordinary?” said I. 

“There is, my pupil,” answered Montreuil; “and whenever 
you embrace the offer of my friendship nfladc to you more than two 
years ago, — whenever, too, your ambition points to a lofty and 
sublime career, — whenever, t to make and unmake kings, — 
and, in the nobleft sphere to execute the will of God, — indem- 
nilics you for a sacrifice of petty wishes and momentary passions, 
I wdl coutide to you schemes worthy of your ancestors and your¬ 
self.” 

With this the priest departed. Left to myself, I revolved his 
hints, and n^irvellcd at the power he seemed to possess. “Clo¬ 
seted with kings,” said^I, ^soliloquizing, — “bearing their pre- 
seuts through armed men and military espionage, — speaking of 
'•mpires and their overthrow, as of ordinary objects of ambition — 
and he himself a low-born and undignified priest, of a poor though 
a wise order — well, there is more in this than I can fathom; but 
I will hesitate before I embark in his dangerous and concealed in¬ 
trigues— above all, I will look well ere I hazard my safe heritage 
of these broad lands i»i the service of that hou|e which is reported 
to be ungrateful, and which is certainly exiled.” 

After this prtident and notable resolution, I took up the sword 

— re-examined it — kissed the hill ouce and the blade twice—put 
it under my pillow — sent for my valet — undrest — went to bed 

— fell asleep — and dreamt that I was teaching the Mardchal de 
Pillars the thrust en seconde. 

But Fate, that arch-gossip, who, like her prototypes on earth, 
settles all our affairs for us without our knowledge of the matter, 
had decreed that my friendship with the Abbe Montreuil should be 
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ot' very short continuance, and that my adventures on earth should 
flow through a different channel than, in all probability, they 
would hove doue under his spiritual direction. 

CllAFfER XIII. 

4 mysterious l.rttot —j Duel — the Departure of one ol the Faimlv 

Tut; next morning l communicated to the Abbe nty intention 
of proceeding to London. He received it with favour. “I myself, ” 
said lie, “shall soon meet you there; — my office in your family 
has expired, and your mother, after so long an absence, will per¬ 
haps readily dispense with my spiritual advice to her. But time 
presses — since you depart so soon, give me au audience to-night 
in your apartment. Perhaps our»eouvcrsation may he of moment.” 

I agreed — the hour was fixed, and 1 left {he Alibi 1 to join mj 
unde and his guests. While I was employing, among them, lay¬ 
time and genius with equal dignity and prolit, one of the servant- 
informed me that a man at the gale wished to sec me — and alone 

Somewhat surprised, I followed the servant out of the room 
into the great hall, and desired him to hid the strap.ger attend me 
there, in a few minutes, a small, r dark ir.an, dressed between 
gentility and meanness, made his appearance,. He greeted me with 
great respect, and presented a letter, which, lie said, lie was 
charged to deliver into my own hands, “with," he added in a low 
lone, “a special desire that none should, till 1 had carefully read 
it, be made acquainted with its contents." I was not a little startled 
by this request; and," withdrawing lo one of the windows, broke 
tbeseal. A letter, inclosed in the envelope, ki the Abbe's own hand¬ 
writing , was the lirst thing that met my eyes. At that instant the 
Abbe, himself rushed iuto the hall. He cast one hasty look at the 
messenger, whose countenance evinced something of surprise and 
musternation at beholding him; and, hastening up to me, grasped 
ny hand vehemently, and, while his eye dwelt upon the letter! 
leid, cried, “l)o not read it — not a word — not a word there * 
loison in it!” Aud, so saying, he snatched desperately at the 
etter. 1 detained it from him with one hand, aud pushing him 
isidc with the other, said , 
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‘ Pardon mo. Father — directly I have read it you shall hate 
that pleasure—not till then; ” and, as I said this, my rye falling 
upon the letter, •discovered my own name written in two places — 
my suspicions were aroused. 1 raised my eyes to the spot where 
the messenger had stood, with the view of addressing some ques¬ 
tion to him respecting his employer, when, to my surprise, I 
perceived he was already gone. I had ivatiiuc . however, to fol¬ 
low him. 

“Boy,” said the Abbe, gasping for breath, and still seizing 
me with his lean bony baud, — “hoy, give me that letter instantly. 
I charge you not to disobey me.” 

“You forget yourself. Sir,” said I,'endeavouring to shake him 
all', “you forget yourself: there is no longer between us the dis¬ 
tinction of pupil and teacher pand if you have not yet learnt the 
respect due to my station suffer me to tell you that it is time you 
should.” * 

“(live me the letter, I beseech you," said Montrcuil, changing 
us voice from anger to supplication; “I ask your pardon for my 
,’iolrncc; the Inter does not concern you hut me; there is a secret 
n tho-e linns which you see are in my hand-writing, that impli- 
tates my personal safety. ,Oive it me, my dear, dear, son — your 
iwn honour, if not your affection for me, demands that you 
■houhl.” 

I was staggered. His violence had conlirmed^my suspicions, 
mt his gentleness weakened them. “Besides,” thoughtl, “the 
land-writing is liis, and even if my life depended upon reading the 
etter of another, I do not think my honour would suffer me to do 
,o against his consent.” A thought struck 1114 : — 

“Will you swear,’’ said I, “that this letter does not concert' 
11 c?” 

“Solemnly,” answered the Abbe, raising his eyes. 

“Will you swear that I am not even mentioned in it?” 

“ I'pon peril of my soul, I will.” 

“Liar — traitor — perjured blasphemer!” cried I, in an 
nevpressible rage, “look here, and here!” and I pointed out to 
he priest various lines in which my name legibly and frequently 
(ccurred. A change came over Montrcuil s face; he released my 
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arm and staggered back against the wainscoat; but recovering his 
composure instantaneously, he said, “I forgot, mj sou. 1 forgot 
— your name is nienliened, it is true, but with honourable eulogy. 
that is all.” 

“ltravo, honest father!” cried I, losing my fury in admiring 
surprise at his address — “liravo! However, if that be all, you 
can hare no objection ,o allow me to read the lines in which my 
name occurs; your benevolence cannot refuse me such a gratifica¬ 
tion as the sight of your written panegyric” 

“Count Dcroreux,” said the Abbe, sternly, while his dark 
face worked irith suppressed passion, “this is trilling with me, 
and I warn you not to push my patience too far. I will hare that 
letter, or — ” he ceased abruptly, and touched the hilt of his sword. 

“Dare you threaten me?” l9aid, and the natural licrceness 
of my own disposition, deepened by vague but strong suspicions 
of some treachery designed agaiusl me, spoke in the tones of my 
voice. 

“Dare I!” repeated Monlrouil sinking and sharpening lib 
voice into a sort of inward screech. “Dare l! — ay, were yotu 
whole tribe arrayed against me. Give me the letter", or you will 
find me now and for ever your most deadly foe; deadly — ay ~ 
deadly, deadly!” and he shook his clenched hand at me, with an 
expression of countenance so malignant and menacing that 1 draw¬ 
back involuntarily, and laid my hand on my sword. 

The action seemed to give Montrcuil a signal for whit'll be had 
hitherto waited. “Draw then.” he said through his teeth and 
unsheathed his rapier. 

Though surprised at his determination, i was not backward hi 
meeting it. Thrusting the letter in my bosom, I drew my sword 
in time to parry a rapid and liccc thrust. 1 had expected easily to 
master Montreuil, for I had some skill at my weapon; - 1 was 
deceived -— I found him far more adroit than myself in the art of 
offence; and perhaps it would have fared ill for the Hero of llu- 
narralive had Montrcuil deemed it wise to direct against my lib' tilt 
the science he possessed. But the moment our swords crossed, 
the constitutional coldness of the man, which rage or fear had for 
a brief time banished. returned at once and he probably saw that 
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it would bo as dangerous to him to take away the life of his pupil, 
■as to forfeit the gaper for which lie fought, lie, therefore, ap¬ 
peared to tend all his efforts towards disarming me. Whether or 
not he would have effected this it is hard to say, for my blood was 
up , and any neglect of my antagonist, in attaining an object very 
dangetous, when engaged with a skilful and quick swordsman, 
might hate sent him to (lie place (iSm which the prayers of his 
brethren have (wo are hound to hclietc j released so many thou¬ 
sands of souls. But, meanwhile, the servants, who at first thought 
the clashing of swords was the wanton sport of someyounggallants 
as jet new to the honour of wearing them, grew alarmed by the 
continuance of the sound, and flocked hurriedly to the place of 
contest. At their intrusion, «e,-mutually drew 1 hack. Recovering 
my presence of ntiftd (it was a possession 1 very easily lost at that 
time), J saw the unseemliness of lighting with my preceptor, and 
a priest. I therefore hurst, though awkwardly enough, into a 
laugh, and, affecting to treat the affair as a friendly trial of skill 
between the Abbe and myself, rc-sheathed my sword and dismiss¬ 
ed the intruders who, evidently disbelieving my version of the 
story, retreated slowly, and exchanging looks. Monlreuil, who 
had scaicely seconded my attempt to gloss over our rencontre, now 
approached me. 

“tiouut,” he said with a collected and cool voict^, “suffer me 
to request you to exchange three words with me, in a spot less 
liable than this to interruption” 

“follow me, then!” said I — and I led the way to a part of 
the grounds which lay remote and scqucstercif/nJui intrusion. I 
then turned round, and perceived that the Abbe had left his sword 
behind. “How js this?” 1 said, pointing to Ids unarmed side 
— “have you not come hither to renew our engagement?” 

Ao! ” answered Monlreuil, “1 repent me id mv sudden haste, 
and I have resolved to deny myself all possibility of indulging it 
atyvin. That letter, young man, I still demand from von: I de¬ 
mand it from your own sense of honour and of right — it wa- writ¬ 
ten i>j me — it was not intended for jour eye — it contains secrets 
implicating the lives of others beside myself — now — rtad it if 
vou will." 
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“ You are right, Sir!” said 1, after a short pause, “there i- 
the letter; never shalj it be said of Morton Dcvcrotix that he ha¬ 
zarded his honour to secure his safety. — But the tie between us- 
is broken now and for ever! ” 

So saying, 1 Hung down the debated epistle, and strode away 
1 re-entered the gieat hall. I saw by one of the windows a sheet 
of paper — I picked it up, and perceived that it was the euvclopt 
in which the letter had been enclosed. It contained only these 
lines, addressed to me in French: 

“A friend of the late Marshal I>ev creux encloses to his sona lei 
ter. the contents of which it is essential for his safety that he should 
know 

■C. I). If 

“Umpk!” saidl— “a very satisfactory»intimatnm, consider 
mg that the son of the late Marshalltevereux is so very well assurer 
that he, shall not know one line of the contents of the said letter. 
But let. me sec after this messenger! ” and I immediately hastened 
to institute inquiry respecting him. 1 found that he was already 
gone; on leaving the hall he had remounted Ins horse, and taker 
his departure. Oue servant, however, liad seen him, as lie pass 
ed the front court, address a few words to my valet, Iiesmaiais 
who happened to he loitering there. I summoned Dcsuiarais am' 
questioned him. 

“The dirty fellow," said the Frenchman . pointing to Ins spat 
lered stockings with a lacrvmosc air, “splashed me, by a prance 
of his horse, fnuif head to fool, and while i was screaming Ini 
very anguish, he stopped and if.iid, ‘Tell the Count Deverern that 
I was unable to tarry, but that the letter requires no answer.' 

I consoled Itesmarais for'his misfortune, and hastened to no 
uncle with a determination to reveal to him all that had occurred 
Sir William was in his dressiug room, and his gentleman was very 
nosy in adorning his wig. 1 entreated his goodness to dismiss tin 
odfeur, and then, without much preliminary, detail, acquainted 
mm with all that had passed between the Abbe and niyscll. 

The knight seemed startled when 1 came to the story of tin 
•■wold ‘ liad, tsir Count, what have von been doing''" said he 
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know you not that this may be a very ticklish mallei ? 1 lie Kim: 
if Frame is a very great man, to be sure — a very great man -- 
and a very line ^intleman; but you will piease to remember lhai 
we are at war will) bis majesty , and 1 cannot guess how far the ac 
cejiting such presents may be held treasonable.” 

And Sir William shook bis head with a mournful Mgniliram <• 
All," cried he, at last, (when 1 lu^ eoitcluded my whole story) 
with a complacent look, “1 have not lived at court, and studied 
human nature, for nothing; and I will wager my best full-lioltfun 
ion nightcap, that the crafty old fox is as much a larobitc as he is 
a rogue! The letter would have proved it, Sir — it would have 
proved it! ” 

“Hut what shall be done now?” said I; “will you suffer him 
io remain any longer in the hou?e?” 

"Why,” replied the knight, suddenly recollecting his reve¬ 
rence lo the fair sex, “lie is your mother's guest, not mine; we 
imisl refer the matter to her. Hut zauus , Sir, with ail deference 
toiler ladyship, we cannot suffer our house to he a conspiracy- 
hatch, as well as a popish chapel; — and to attempt your life too — 
the devil! Hdslish, hoy. I will go to the countess myself, il you 
will just let NichnIR liijisb»iny wig — never attend the ladies r/t 
/thliahille — always, with them, lake care of yourperson most, 
when you most want to display your mind ; ” and my uncle ringing 
a little silver hell on his dressing table, the sowid immediately 
brought rSicliolls tirliis toilet. 

Trusting the cause to the zeal of my uneje, whose haired to the 
ecclesiastic would, I knew , be an ellicacioiij adjunct to bis diplo¬ 
matic address, and ifot unwilling to avoid being myself the person 
to acquaint my mother with the suspected delinquency of her fa 
vourite, I hastened from the knight's apartment in search of Au¬ 
brey. He was not in the house. His attendants (for my uncle 
with old-fashioned grandeur of respect, suitable to bis great wealth 
md aristocratic temper, allotted to each of us a separate suite ol 
‘-ervants as well as of apartments) believed be was in (be park, 
rhitber l repaired, and found hiiVi, at length, seated by an old 
tree, with a huge book of a religious cast before Inin on winch 
his eyes were intently ben 
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“I rojniee to have found thee, my gentle brothersaid I, 
throwing myself on the green turf by his side: “in truth you hate 
chosen a lining and Ini" place for study.” is 

“ 1 hate chnsni,” said Aubrey, “a place meet for the peculiar 
study 1 am engrossed in; for where can we belter read of the power 
and beucvolcnco ol God than among the liting testimonies ot both. 
Beautiful! — how very Irautiful -is this happy world; but 1 fear,” 
added Aubrey, and the glow o! his countenance died away, — “ I 
fear that we enjoy it too much.” 

“AVe hold different interpretations of our creed, then,” said 
1, “for 1 esteem enjoyment the best proof of gratitude; nor do 1 
think we can pay a mote acceptable duly Jo the Father of all Good¬ 
ness than by showing ourselves sensible of the favours be bestows 
upon US.” ' 

Aubrey shook his head gently , but replied not. 

“Yes,” resumed 1, alter a pause — “yes, it is indeed a glo¬ 
rious and fair world which we hate for our inheritance. Look, how 
the sunlight sleeps yonder upon holds entered with golden corn, 
and seems, like the ditine heneudence of which you spoke, to 
smile upon the luxuriance which its power created. This carpet 
at our feet, covered with (lowers that breathe, „vvcot as good deeds, 
to Heaven — the stream that breaks through that distant copse, 
laughing in the light of noon, and sending its toiee through the lull 
and woodland, like a messenger of glad tidings, — the green 
boughs over our head, vocal with a thousand songs, all inspira¬ 
tions of a joy too exquisite for silence, — the very leaves, which 
seem to dance and quiver with delight, •— think you, Aubrey, that, 
these are so sullen a , not to return thanks for the happiness they 
'imbibe with being; — what arc those thanks hut the incense of 
their joy? The flowers send il.up to Heaven in fragrance. — the air 
and the wave in music. Shall the heart of man lie the only part of 
His creation that shall dishonour His worship with lamentation and 
gloom? When the inspired writers call upon ns to praise our 
Creator, do they not say to us, — 1 lie joyful in your God?'” 

“Ilovv can we be joyful with the Judgment-Day ever before 
us?” said Aubrey —“how can we he joyful,” ; and here a dark 
shade crossed his countenance, aud his lip trembled vvtlli emu- 
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lion.) “while the deadly passions of this world plead and rankle 
at the heart? Oh, none hut they who hate Known the full hlo-scd- 
uess of a i'oniinu*ne with Heaven can drearS of the whole anguish 
and agony of the eonseienee, when it feels itself sullied hy the mire 
and crushed by the load of earth I” Aubrey paused, and his words 

— his lone — iiis look — made upon me a powerful impression. 
J was about to answer, when, interrupting me, lie said, “Let ns 
talk not of these matters , — speak to me on more w orldly topics.” 

“J sought you,” said I, “that I might do so!” and 1 pro¬ 
ceeded to detail to Aubrey as much of my private intercourse with 
the Abbe as 1 deemed necessary to vvaiti him from loo close a con¬ 
fidence in the wily eccleshistic. Aubrey listened to me with earnest 
attention: — the afl'air of the letter — the gross falsehood of the 
priest in denying Vile mention ot my name in his epistle, evidently 
dismayed linn. “Halt,” said he, after a long silence — “hut it 
is not fur us, Morton —weak, ignorant, inexperienced as we are 

— to judge prematurely of our spiritual pastors. To them also is 
given a far greater license of conduct than to us — and ways enve¬ 
loped in what to our eyes are mystery and shade; nay, I know not 
whether it Jfe much less impious to question the paths of Hod’s 
chosen , than to scrutinize fliosc of the Deity himself." 

“Aubrey, Aubrey, this is childish! ” said I, somewhat moved 
to auger. “Mystery is always the trick of imposture: Hod’s 
elioseu should lie distinguished from their Hock ofily hy superior 
virtue, and not hy a superior privilege in deceit.” 

“Hut,” said Aubrey, pointing to a passage in the hook before 
him, “see what a preacher of the word has said ! ” — and Aubrey 
recited one of the most dangerous maxims in priestcraft, as reve¬ 
rently as if he vverc quoting from (he Scripture itself. “ ‘The naked¬ 
ness of truth should never he loo opVuiy exposed to the eyes of this 
vulgar. It was wisely feigned, hy the auciculs, that Truth did lie 
concealed in a well! 

, “Yes,” said I, with enthusiasm, “hut that well is like the 
holy stream at Dodona, which has the gift of enlightening those who 
seek it, and the power of illumiuiug every torch wliii h touches the 
surface of its water! ” 

YYlutever answer Aubrey might have made was interrupted hy 
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in} undo, wlio appeal-oil approaching towards us with upusuai 
satisfaction depicted on his comely countenance. 

“Well, hoys, well,’ 1 said he, when he came within hearing 
- “a holiday for} oil! Oils iisli, — and a holier day than my old 
house has known smoo its former proprietor, Sir Hugo, of valo¬ 
rous memory, demolished the nunnery, of which some remains 
yet stand on yonder eminent-- . Morion, my man of might — the 
thing is done — the court is purified— the wicked one is departed. 
Look here, and be as happy as 1 am at our release; ” and he threw 
me a note in Montreuil’s writing — 

To Sir W11J..1 i.vi Hevehecx , Kt. 

“My Honoured J'ricnd, 

‘In consequence of a dispute between your eldest nephew 
Lounl Morton Devercux, and myself, in whir!' he desired me to 
remember, not only that our former relationship of tutor and pupil 
was at an end, but that friendship for his person was incompatible 
with the respect due to his superior station, 1 can neither so fai 
degrade the dignity of letters, nor, above all, so meanly debase 
the sanctity of my divine profession, as any longer to remain be¬ 
neath your hospitable roof, — a guest not only unwelcome to, hill 
insulted hv, your relation and apparent heir. Stiller me to ollei 
you my gratitude for the favours you have hitherto bestowed on me. 
and to hid you farewell for ever. 

“ 1 have the honour to he, 

“With the most profound respect, &c. 

“ Ji 1,1 v\ Movi-heeii.. 

“Well, Sir, vvl.at say you?” cried my uncle, stamping his 
<vme firmly on the ground, vvher. 1 had finished reading the letter 
and had transmitted it to Aubrey. 

“That the good Abbe has displayed his usual skill in composi ¬ 
tion. And my mother? Is she imbued with our opinion of his 
pricstship?" 

“Not exactly, 1 fear. However, Heaven bless her, she is too 
soft to say ‘nay.' llul those Jesuits are so smooth-tongued to 
women. ’Gad, they threaten damnation with such at) irresistible 
air, that they are as much William the Conqueror as Edward the 
Confessor. Ila! master Aubrey, have you become amorous of the 
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>ld Jacobite, dial you sigh over liis crabbed willing, as if it were 
,.i Oil/i’l-i/oi/.i '!" 

“There seen* a great deal of feeling i« what he says. Sir,' 
.aid Aubrey, returning (he letter to my uncle. 

“Keeling ! ’’ cried the knight; “ ay, the reverend gentry nlway- 
have a marvellously tender l'eeline for tlieir own iulerest - eh. 
Morion?” 

“Itiglit, dear Sir,” saidl, wishing to change a subject which 
I knew might hurl Aubrey; “lmt should we not join yon parly-of 
dames and damsels? I see they are about to make a water cv- 
eursion.” 

“ Sdeatli, Sir, with.all my heart,” cried 'lie good-natured 
knight: " 1 love to see llte dear creatures amuse themselves; lor, 
to tell you the Irulji, Morion,”*said he, sinking his voice into a 
knowing whisper , “ the best thing to keep them Irom playing the 
devil is to encourage them in jdaying the tool!” and, laughing 
heartily at the jest In- had purloined from one of liis favourite wri 
tei-s , Sir William led the. way to the watcrjiarly. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

Ilcidg a* Chapter of Trifles. 

The Abbe disappeared ! It is astonishing how well every body 
bore bis departure. My mother scarcely spoke on the .subject; 
but, along the irrefragable, smoothness of her temperament, all 
tilings glided without resistance to their course, or trace where 
they had been, (icrald, who, occupied solely in rural sports nr 
rustic loves, seldnin^ningled ii^tlie festivities of the house, was 
equally silent on the subject. Aubrey looked grieved (or a day m 
two; hut liis countenance soon solved into its customary and grave 
softness; and, in less than a week, so little was the Ahhe spoken 
of or missed that you would scarcely have imagined Julian Mou- 
trenil had ever passed the threshold of our gate. The oblivion of 
one buried is nothing to (lie oblivion of one disgraced. 

Meanwhile, I pressed lor my -departure; and, at length, tin; 
day was finally lived. Tver since that conversation with the Lady 
ILisseltnn, which has been set before the reader, that lady had 
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lingered and lingered — though the house was growing empty, and 
London, in all seasons, was, according to her, better than the 
country in any — until the Count Dcvereux, with .hat amiable mo¬ 
desty which so especially characterized him, began to suspect that 
the Lady Jlasscltou lingered on his account. This emboldened that 
bashful personage to press in earnest for the fourth scat in the 
beauty's carriage, which, we have seen in the couvcrsatiun before- 
mentioned , had been previously offered to him in jest. After a 
great affectation of horror at the proposal, theLadyllasselfon yield¬ 
ed. She had always, she said, been doatingly fond of children, 
and it was certainly very shocking to send such a chit as the little 
count to London by hiuiself. 

My unde was charmed with the arrangement. The beauty was 
a peculiar favourite of bis, and, iii'Tact, be was sometimes pleased 
to bint that be bad private reasons for love towards her mother's 
daughter. Of the truth of this insinuation 1 am, however, more 
than somewhat suspicious, and believe it was only a little ruse of 
the good knight, in order to excuse the vent of those loudly airce- 
tions with which (while the heartless tone of the company his youth 
bad frequented made him ashamed to own it) bis breast over¬ 
flowed. There, was in Lady Hassellon’s famil.arity ■ - her ease of 
manner — a certain good nature mingled with her affectation , and 
a gaiety of spirit, which never flagged — something greatly calcu¬ 
lated to win favour with a man of my uncle's temper. 

An old gentleman who tilled in her family the office of “the 
chevalier" in a Trench one; viz., who told stories, not too long, 
and did not challenge you for interrupting them — who hail a good 
air, and an uuexccpt'ouable pedigree — a lu.u for wit, literature, 
note-writing, and the management of lap-dogs — who could at¬ 
tend Madame to auctions, plajs, court, and the puppet-show — 
who had a right to the host company, hut would, on a signal, give 
up his seat to any one the pretty eaprivieuse whom lie served might 
select from the worst — in short, a very useful, charming per¬ 
sonage, “vastly" liked by all, and “prodigiously ” respected by 
none; — this gentleman, 1 say, by name Mr. Lovell, bad attended 
her ladyship in her excursion to Devereux Court. Besides him 
there came also a widow lady, a distant relation, with one eye and 
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i sump tongue — (lie I.ady .Wcdlcham, whom the beamy eairinl 
about with her as a sort of po/.'i'crmi/ilc or duenna. ’I hose ex¬ 
cellent persons Blade my compogiKi/is i/c voyage , ami tilled the 
remaining complements of the coach. To say truth, ami to say 
nothing of my tciit/irs.i e lor the Tad} ISas-elton, I was \ory anxious 
to escape the ridicule of craw ling up to tun n , liki' a g/een lieetle, 
in my unde’s tcutout chariot, wijh f/fc four Flanders’ mares 
ti.lined not to exceed two miles an hour. And my fcady llassel- 
lon's jn-ini/r railleries — for she was really well bred, and imide 
nojesi ol my uncle's antiquities of taste, in lus presence, at least 
- bad rompdcrably heightened my intuitive di-lme to that mode of 
lr.ins|>nilm£ m,wlf to l)ie mctiopolis. The day before my dc- 
paituro, (iernld, for the Inst time, spoke of it. 

• ■lancing towards the mirnfl', wbicli gate in full contrast the 
ouigmlicenl beauly of his person, and the smaller proportions and 
plainer features ol my own, lie said, with a sneer, “Your ap¬ 
pearance must cieate a wonderful sensation in town.” 

“ An doubt ol it," said I, taking bis words literally and arraying 
my laced cravat with the aii of a /irlit -Hiai'trr. 

“What aw it the count has!’’ whispered the Duchess of I.ack- 
latid — who had not yet ginen tip all hope ol the eider brother. 

“Wit,” said the Lady ltassellon; “poor child, he is a perfect 
simpleton! ” 


CIIAPTKIt XV, 

1 he Mother am! Sun - - \ irlio- should he I he S* ivereiyn of (he Feelings, 
not ihrir DcnIiomt. 

I took (lie first opportunity to escape Irom the good company 
who were so dtvided in opinion as Jo my mental accomplishment-, 
and repaiied to my mother; for whom, ifpspilr of her evenness of 
disposition, verging towards insensibility, I felt a powerful and 
iuelTacealde afl'eetion. Indeed, if purity of life, rectitude of in¬ 
tentions, am! lenoiir of piety, call win love, mme. ever deserved 
it more than she. II was a pity that, wiih such admirable qualities, 
she had not nunc diligently cultivated her atleelmns. 'I he seed was 
iioi wanting; but it bad been neglected. Originally intended for 
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the veil, she had been taught, oarlyiulifc, that much feeling was 
synonymous with much sin; and she had so long and so carefully 
repressed in her heart-every attempt of the forbidden fruit to put 
forth a single blossom, that the soil seemed at last to have become 
incapable of bearing it. If, in one corner of this barren, but 
sacred , spot, some green and tender verdure of affection did exist, 
it was, with a partial and petty reserve for my twin-brother, kept 
exclusive, gpd consecrated to Aubrey. His congenial habits of 
pious silence and rigid devotion — bis softness of temper — bis 
utter freedom from all boyish excesses, joined to his almost angelic 
beauty — a quality which, in no female heart, is ever without its 
value — were exactly calculated to attract her sympathy, and work 
themselves into her love. Gerald was also regular in his habits, 
attenlive to devotion, and had, Bom an early neriod, been high 
in the favour of her spiritual director. Gerald, too, if he had not 
the delicate and dreamlike beauty of Aubrey, possessed attraction-- 
of more masculine and decided order; and for Gerald, therefore, 
the countess gave, the little of love that she could spare from 
Aubrey. To me she manifested the most utler indifference. ,My 
difficult and fastidious temper — my sarcastic turn of- mind — my 
violent and headstrong passions — >ny darfug, reckless, and, 
when roused, almost ferocious nature — all, especially, revolted 
the even and polished and quiescent character of my maternal 
parent. The little extravagances of my childhood seemed, to her 
pure and inexperienced mind, the crimes of a-heart naturally dis¬ 
torted and evil; my jesting vein, which, though it never, even in 
the wantonness of youth, attacked the substances of good, seldom 
respected its sembkuees and its forms, she considered as the 
effusions of malignity; and even the bursts of affections, kindness, 
and benevolence, which were by no means unfreqhent in my wild 
and motley character, were so foreign to tier stillness of tempera¬ 
ment that they only revolted her by their violence, iuslead of con¬ 
ciliating her hy their nature. 

Nor did she like me the better for the mutual understanding 
between my uncle mid myself. On the contrary, shocked hy (he 
idle and gay turn of the knight's conversation, the frivolities of his 
mind, aud his heretical disregard for the forms of Ihe religious sect 
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which she so zealously espoused, she was utterly insensible in tin- 
points which redeemed and ennobled his sterling and generous 
character— utterly obtuse to his warmth of heart— his overflowing 
kindness of disposition — his charity — his high honour — Ins 
justice of principle, that nothing sate benevolence could warp — 
and the shrewd penetrating sense, which, though often clouded 
hv foildes and humorous eccentricity stiff made the stratum of'liis 
intellectual composition. Nevertheless, despite of her preposses¬ 
sions against us both, there was in iter temper something'so 
gentle, meek, and uu-upbraiding, that even the sense of in¬ 
justice lost it' sting, and one could n^l help loving the softness oi 
her character , while imp was most chilled by its frigidity. Auger, 
hope, tear, the faintest breath or sign of passion, never seemed 
to stir the brec/ejcss languor other leclings; and quiet was so in¬ 
separable from her image that 1 have almost thought, like that 
people described bj Herodotus, her very sleep could never be 
disturbed by dicams. 

Yes! bow loudly, how tenderly I loved her! What tears - 
secret, but deep — bitter, but uii-rcproaching — have 1 retired to 
shed, whets 1 caught lice cold and unall'cctiouate glance. How 
(unnoticed and uifcarijd b>rj have I watched, and prayed, aim 
vvept, without her door, when a transitory sickness or suffering 
detained her within; and liovv, when stretched myself upon the 
It vctisli hc<l, to which my early weakness ol ftjanir. often con¬ 
demned me, liovv earl) have I counted the moments to her puncti¬ 
lious and brief visit, and started as I caught her footstep, and fell 
my heart leap within me as she approached; and then, as 1 heard 
her cold lone, and fOoked upon her unmoved face, how bitlerlv 
have I turned away with all Iii.it repressed and crushed affection 
which was conStrucd mto sullcnncijs or disrespect. O mighty and 
enduring force of early associations, that almost scents, in its un¬ 
conquerable strength, to partake of an innate prepossession, that 
binds the son to the mother, who concealed him iu tier womb, and 
'purchased life for him with the travail of death! — fountain of lilial 
love,-which coldness cannot freeze, nor injustice embitter, not 
pride divert into iiesh rhaunels, nor time, and the hot suns of oui 
toiling manhood, eihaust — even at this monicul, how liviugly do 
fliet-ri i/j. ti 



you gush upon my heart, and water with your dhine waves the 
memories that yet llourish amidst the sterility of years 

1 approached the apartments appropriated lo'imy mother — I 
knocked at her dour; one ot her women admitted me. The Conn¬ 
ies* was sitting on a high-hacked chair, curiously adorned with 
tapestry. Her feet, which were remarkable for their beauty, 
were upon a velvet cushion; three handmaids stood round her, 
and she herself was busily employed in a piece of delicate cmhroi - 
dory, an art in which site eminently excelled. 

“ Ilie Count — Madam!” said the woman, who had admitted 
me, placing a chair beside my mother, and then retiring to join 
her sister maidens. 

“(lood day to you, my son,” said the Countess, lilting hci 
eyes fora moment, and then dropping them again upon her work, 
“1 have come to seek you, dearest mother, as I know not if, 
among th? crowd of guests and amusements which surround us, I 
shall enjoy another opportunity of having a private conversation 
with you — will it please, you to dismiss your women ?” 

My mother again lifted up her eyes — “And why, my son? — 
surely there can he nothing between us winch requires their ab¬ 
sence; what is your reason?” - 1 

“I leave you to-morrow, Madam; is it strange that a son 
should wish to see his mother alone before his departure?” 

“By uo means, Morton; hut your absence will not he very 
long, will it? — dear, how unfortunate — I have drop! a stitch!” 

“forgive my importunity, dear mother — hut will you dis¬ 
miss your attendants? ’ 

“If you wish it;- certainly; lmt I dislike feeling alone, espe¬ 
cially in these large rooms; nor do l think our being unattended 
quite consistent with our rank ; however, 1 never'contradict you, 
my son,” and the Countess directed her women to wait in the 
anti-room. 

“Well, Morton, yhat is your wish?” 

“Only to hid you farewell, and to ask. if Condon contains 
nothing which you will commission me to obtain for you!" ■ 

Tiie Countess again raised her eyes from her work. — “lam 
greatly obliged to you, my dear son, this is a very delicate alien- 



lion on your part. I am informed that stomachers arc worn 
thought less pointed than they were. J cunt not, yon noil know 
fur s ucli tauitief; but respect lbr the memory of your illustrious 
father rentiers me desirous to wear a seemly appearance lo the 
world, and my women shall give you written instructions thereon 
to Madame Tounille — she lives in St. JamesVstrccl, and is the 
only person to he employed in Ihcs* matters. She is a woman 
who has known misfortune, and appreciates the sorrowful apd 
subdued tastes of those whom an exalted station has not preserved 
from like alllietions. — So, you go to-morrow — will you gel me 
the scissors, they are on the ivory lablit, yonder — When do you 
return?” 

Perhaps never!” said I, abruptly. 

“.Never Mortal; how singular — why?” 

“I may join the ajjny — and be lulled.” 

“I hope not. — hear, how cold it is — will you shut the 
window ? — pray forgive my troubling you, but you tootdtl send 
away I he women. — Join the army, you say? — it is a very 
dangerous profession — your poor lather might he alive now hut 
for having embraced it; nevertheless, in a righteous cause, under 
the herd of Hosts , flirn is yp-eat glory to he obtained beneath its 
banners. Alas, however, for its private evils} — alas, for the 
orphan and the widow ! — You will he sure, my dear son, to give 
the note lo Madame Tounille herself? her assistants have-not her 
knowledge of my misfortunes, nor indeed of my exact proportions; 
and at my age, and in my desolate state, I would fain be decorous 
m these things — and that reminds me of aliuner. Have you 
aught else lo say, Morion?” 

“Yes!” said I, suppressing my emotions—“yes, mother! 
do bestow on me one warm wish, uiic kind word, before we part 
— see — I kneel for your blessing — will you not give it me?” 

“Bless you my child — bless you! — look you now — J have 
drop! my needle! ” 

I rose hastily — bowed profoundly — (my mother returned 
'he courtesy with the grace peculiar to herself)— and withdrew. 

I hurried into the great drawing room -- found Lady Necdleham 
done — rushed out in despair— euemmiered die Lady Hassclton. 



and coquetted with her the rest of the evening. Vain hope! t» 
forget one’s real feelings by pretending those one never felt 

The next morning, then, after suitable adiefix to all (Gerald 
excepted) whom I left behind — after some tears too from my uncle 
which, had it not been for the presence of the Lady llasselton, I 
coiiJd have returned wijh inlcrcst — and after a long caress to his 
dogf’onto, which now, in prrting with that dear old man, seemed 
to me as dog never seemed before , I hurried into the Beauty’s car- 
liage, hade farewell for ever to the Rubiron of Life, and tom- 
mem ed my career of manhood and citizenship by learning, under the 
tuition of the prettiest coqr etto other time, the diguilied duties of 
n t.ourt Gallaut, and a Town Beau 
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BOOK II. 


CHAPTER* I. 

Tin 1 Hero in London — Pleasure is often Hie shortest, as it is the earliest 
Kn.nl to Wisdom, anil vvc may sax of the World what Znal-of-llie- 
l.aiol-llusy says ol Iho Pig-Hootli , ** Wc escape so much of the oilier 
Vanities by our early enterim,'.’’ • 

• 

1 1 had, when I lirst went to town, just heroine (lie fashion for 
young men of for^iue lo keep Itnusc, and to give their bachelor 
establishments the importance hitherto reserved lor the household 
of a Itenedicl. 

Let the reader figure lo himself a suile of apartments magnifi- 
rcutly furnished, in the. vicinity of the court. An anti-room is 
crowded with divers persons, all messengers in the various nego- 
etalions of pleasure. There a French valet — that inestimable, 
valet, Jean Desmarttis r siting over a small lire, was watching 
the operations of a eolTce-pot, and conversing, in a mutilated at¬ 
tempt at the language of our nation, though with the enviable 
fluency of his own, with the various loiterers who were beguiling 
the hours they wen. obliged to wail fur an audience with the master 
himself, by laughing with true English courtesy at the master's 
Gallic representative. There, stood a tailor with his hooks of pal- 
terns (list imported ffotn Paris — that niode.n Prometheus, who 
makes man what he is! .Next to him a tall gaunt fellow, in a coat 
covered with tarnished lace, a nightcap wig, and a large whip in 
lii» hand, come to vouch for the pedigree and excellence of the 
(hrec horses he intends to dispose of, out of pure love and amity 
for the buyer. tty the window stood a thin starveling poet, who, 
like the grammarian of Cos, might have put lead in his pockets to 
prevent being blown away , had he not, with a more paternal pre¬ 
caution, put so much in his works that he had left none (o spare. 
Excellent trick of the times, when ten guineas ran purchase every 
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virtue under the sun, and when an author thinks to vindicate the 
sins of his book by proving the admirable qualities of the paragon 
to whom it is dedicated.* There, with an ah of supercilious 
contempt upon his smooth cheeks, a page, iu purple and silver, 
sat upon the table swinging his legs to and fro, and big with all 
Ihe reflected importance of a billcl-iluu.r. There stood the perl 
haberdasher, - with his l ox of silver-fringed gloves, and lace which 
Diana might have worn. At’lhat time there was indeed no enemy 
to female chastity like the former article of man-millinery — the 
delicate whiteness of the glove, the starry splendour of the fringe, 
were irresistible, and the fair Adorua, in poor Lee’s tragedy of 
Laisar llorgia, is far from’*the only lady who has been killed by a 
pair of gloves. • 

Next to the haberdasher, dingy and dull' of aspect, a book- 
hunter bent beneath the load of old works, gathered from stall and 
shed, and about to be re-sold according to the price exacted from 
all literary gallants, who affect to unite the iiue gentleman with the 
profound scholar. A little girl, whose brazen face and voluble 
longue betrayed the growth of her intellectual faculties, leant 
against the wainscoat, and repeated, in the anti-rooir, the tart re¬ 
partees which her mistress (the most eelehralt d actress of the day] 
uttered on the stage; while a stout, sturdy, hull-headed gentle¬ 
man, in a gray surtout and a black wig, mingled, with the various 
voices of the motley group the gentle phrases of Hockley in the 
Hole, from which place of polite merriment h“ came charged with 
a message of invitation. While such were the inmates of the anti- 
room , what picture shall we draw of the salon and its occupant? 

A table was covered with books, a couple of fencing foils, a 
woman's mask, and a profusion of letters; a scarlet cloak, richly 
laced, bung over, trailing on the ground. Upon a slab of marble 
lay a hat, looped with the costliest diamonds, a sword, and a la¬ 
dy’s lute. Extended upon a sofa, loosely robed in a dressing 
gown of black velvet, his shirt collar unbuttoned, bis stockings 
uugarlercd, his own hair (undressed and released for a brief intcr- 

Thank Heaven, for ihe honour of literature, aims nvom ilnwge 
tout celul — Kd. 



val from (lie false locks universally worn) wa\incr from his lore- 
head in short yet dislievoiled curls, his whole appearance slumped 
Willi (lie nmrninjfncgligcnce which usually follows midnight dissi- 
pnliun, lay a young man of about ninelecn years. His leal arcs 
were neither handsome nor unfavourable; and his stature was 
small, slight, and somewhat iiisignilieanl, linlnol, perhaps, ill 
formed either for active enterprise or for muscular (dibi t. Such, 
reader, is the picture of the count; prodigal who occupied the 
aparlments 1 have described, and such (though somewhat Hatlend 
by partiality; is a portrait ol .Morton Uoverriix, siv months after Ills 
anivill in town. 

The ilnor was suddenly throw'll open wiumiai minesuaiingrude¬ 
ness by which our fiends think il necessary to signify the extent 
uflheii l.mnliarit.y and a jouifc man of almut eight and twenty, 
richly messed, and of a cminleiianee in which a dissipated non¬ 
chalance and ,m aristocratic hauteur seemed to struggle for mas- 
teiy, aiiruptly enleied. 

“What! Im, my mdde roystcr,” cried lie, flinging himself 
upon a chair - “slill snllering from St. John's burgundy ? fie, 
lie, upon yi*ir appienticeship! — why, before I bad served half 
your tune, I enuldfaltf mjf three bottles as easily as the sea tool, 
ibe good ship • Revolution,’ — swallow litem down with a gulp, 
and never show the least sign of them the next morning! ” 

“1 readily believe you , most magnanimous Tiylelon.. Provi¬ 
dence gives to each of its creatures dilfercnt favours - to one wit 
— to the other a capacity for drinking. A thousand pities that 
they are never united! " 

•‘bn hitter. l.ounf! —all, wljat will ever oure you of sarcasm?' 

“A wise man liy conversion, or fools by satiety.” 

“ Well, 1 flare say that is \vit(y enough, bill l never admire 
line things of a morning, f like letting my faeullies live (ill night 
iii a deshabille — lei us talk easily and sillily of Ibe affairs ,,l the 
day. Inijirimix , will you stroll to the New Exchange? — iheie is 
a black eye there that measures out ribbons, and my giccn one-- 
long to llul with it." 

“Willi all my heart — and in return you shall acroinpanv un¬ 
to Master Powell ' puppet-show.” 
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“ Vou speak as wisely as Solomon liiinself in the puppet-slum . 
I own that I line that sight; 't is a pleasure to the littleness of hu¬ 
man nature to see gmt things abased by iniinie’. y — kings moved 
by bobbins, and the pomps of the earth personated In Punch.’' 

" But how do you like sharing the mirth of the groundlings, 
the filthy plebeians, and letting them see how petty are those 
distinetions which y< r:i value so highly, by showing them how 
heartily you can laugh at such distinctions yourself. Allow , my 
superb Coriolanus, that one purchases pride by the loss of con 
sislency.” 

"Ah, Dcveroui, yotj poison my enjoyment by the mere word 
plebeian!’ Oil, what a beastly thing is a common person! — a 
shape of the trodden clay without any alloy — a compound of dirty 
clothes- bacon breaths, villanbus smells, beggarly cowardice, 
and cattish ferocity. — Pah, Dcvoreux! rub civet on the verv 
thought!" 

“Yet they will laugh to-day at the same things you will, and 
consequently there will lie a most Haltering congeniality between 
you. Emotion, whether of ridicule., anger, or sorrow whether 
raised at a puppet-slmw, afuncial, or a battle - icyour grandest 
of levellers. The man who would he always superior should he 
always apathetic.” 

“Oracular, as usual, Count, — but, hark! the clock gives 
longue One, by the Lord! — will you not dress?” 

And I rose and dressed. We passed tin nigh the anti-room, 
my attendant assistants in the art of wasting money, drew up in 
a row. 

“Pardon me, gentlemen,” said I, (“Gentlemen, indeed!' 
cried Tarlclnn,) “ for keeping you so long. Air. Suhclsnip, your 
waistcoats are exquisite — favour me by conversing with my valet 
im the width of the lace for my Ineries -- lie has my instructions 
Mr. Jockelton, your horses shall he tried to morrow at one. Ah, 
Mr. Rynier, 1 beg you a thousand pardons — I beseech you to for¬ 
give the ignorance of my rascals in suffering a gentleman of youi 
merit to remain for a moment unattended to. 1 have read your 
ode — it is splendid — the ease of Horace, with the tire of Pindar 
- your Pegasus never touches the earth . and yd in his wildest 
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excesses jou curb tiirn will) eijual grace find facility — l objccl 
Sir, only to your dedication —- it is too flattering. ' 

“ By no inenil*. my Lord Count. it (its you to a hair.' 

“Pardon me,” interrupted I, "and allow me to transferthe 
honour to Cord Halifax — he loves men of merit — he loves also 
their dedications. I will mention it to him to-morrow — every¬ 
thing you say of me will suit him exarth. Vou will oblige me with 
a copy of your poem directly it is printed, and suffer me to pay 
your bookseller (or it now, and through your friendly mediation 
adieu 

“Oh, Count, this is too generous.” 

“ A letter lor me , igy pretty page. Ah! tell her ladyship I 
shall wait upon her commands at Powell’s — lime will move with 
a tortoise 'peed ti|J I kiss her liaflds. ,Mr. Fribbleden, your gloves 
would fid the giants (imlilhall - my valet will furnish you with 
my exact -i/c — out will see to (lie legilimale hreadlli of the fringe. 
My little beauty, you are from Mrs, Bracegirdle-—(hr play.v/W/ 
sneered — I have taken seven boxes - - Sir. St. John promises his 
intliunee. Say therefore, my llehe, that the thing is certain, 
and let me ftis- thee, mu — thou hast dew on thy lip 

already. Mr. Thufnpiyn. .you are a line fellow, and deserve li> 
be eniouragt'd; I will see that the next lime your head is broken 
ii shall In- broken fairly; — but I will not patronize the hear - 
consider that peremptory. What, Mr. Hookworm, agaiij! 1 hope 
you have succeeded heller this tune. the old songs bad an nu 
tmim lit upon them, and had lost the best part of their/er/ee* - 
and Plain had mortgaged one half his republic, In pay, 1 suppose 
the exorbitant sum yliu Ihuiightjiropcr to se’kupon the other. A' 
(or Diogcness Laertius, and his philosophers - ” 

1 ' Pish 1 " iiilrrrupled Tarleton; “ are you going, by your llico 
retieal ire.Uises on philosophy, to make me learn the practical part 
of it, and prate upon learning while 1 am supporting myself with 
patience?” 

“Pardon ine! Mr. Hookworm — you will deposit your load, 
and Visit me to-morrow at an earlier hour And now, 'larlcton 
1 am at \our service ' 
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CHAPTER II. 

(.ay Scenes and Conversations: . the Now Kvcliango and (In' Puppet 

Show . - 1 ho Actor, llio Sexton, and the Beam;. 

“Wicr.r., Tarlelon,” said I, looking round Hint marl of mil¬ 
linery and love-making, which, so celebrated in the reign of 
Charles If., still preserved tue shadow of ils old renown in tlial ol 
Anne — “well, here we are upon the classical ground so often 
commrmoratcd in the comedies which our chaste grandmothers 
thronged to see. Here we can make appointments, while we pro¬ 
fess to buy gloves, and should our mistress tarry too long, beguile 
our impatience by a flirtation with her milliner. Is there not a 
breathing air of gaiety about the place? — docs it not slill smack of 
the Ktheregcs and Scdleys?” 

“Itighl,” said Tarlelon, leaning overa counter and amorously 
eyeing the pretty coquette to whom it belonged — while, with the 
coxcombry then in fashion, ite sprinkled the long curls that 
touched his shoulders with a fragrant shower from a hoi tie of jessa¬ 
mine water upon the counter -— “light; saw you,ever such an 
eye? Have you snutT of the true scent, _ myheftilv — fob! — this 
is for the nostril of a Welch parson — choleric and hot, my beauty 
— pulverized horse-radish —why, it would make a nose of the 
coldest constitution imaginable sneeze like a washed schoolboy on 
a Saturday night. — Ah, this is better, my princess — there is 
some courtesy in this snuff— it Halters the brain like a poet’s de¬ 
dication. llight, Devereux, right, there is something infection*, 
in the atmosphere; one catches good humour, as easily as if it 
were cold. Shall wc stroll on?—-wt/ (llelia is on (he other side of 
the Exchange. — You were speaking of the plavwiiters — what n 
pity that our Ktheregcs and Wycherleys should he so frank in then 
gallantry, that the prudish public already begins to look sliv on 
them. — They have a world of wit! ” 

“Ay,” said l; “and, as my good uncle would say, a world 
of knowledge of human nature, viz. of the worst pari uT it.- lint 
they arc worse than merely licentious — they arc positively villa- 
nous — pregnant with the most redemptiouless scinmilrrlism, — 



■heating, lying, thievms, ami fraud; their humour uoliauciu"- 
Of wliol“ mural system— they arc like the Sardinian herb-- they 
make you laugh. i» is true— but they poisonv/uui/t the net. Hut 
alio conn’s here !" 

■ oh, honest. Coll! — Ah, Cibber, how goes it with you? ’ 

The person thus addressed was a man id' about the middle age 
— very grotrsqnely attired — and with a periwig preposterously 
loop, Jlis countenance (which, iu its features, was rather come¬ 
ly , was stamped with au odd mixture ol liveliness, impudence' 
and a coarse. yet not unjoymis spirit of reckless debauchery, lie 
approached ie with a saunter, and sainted Tailcton with au air 
sen lie enough , in spiic iddm alleeted taininarity. 

■■What think yeu," resinned my companion, “we were con- 
lei-ma upon” 

hv , indeed, Mr. I.irleton,” answered Cibber, bowing 
very low, •’unless it were the exquisite lashion of your waisteoat, 
or jour success with mv Cad; lliichcss, lknow not xvliat to guess.” 

"I’ooli, man," said Tarlelon. haughtily, “none of your 
complimerils ; " and then added, in a milder tone, “Mo, Colley, 
we were abusing the immoralities that existed oil the stage, until 
ilnni !>; the light of Mi; virtiyius example, didst undertake to re 
lollll it. ' 

'•'Mix,” rejoined Cibber, with an air of mock sanctity 
“Heaven be praised. I tune pulled out some of the weeds Irom 
our theatrical parterre — " 

“Hear you that, Count.' Docs lie not look a pretty fellow for 
a i cusor*.'” 

“Surely,” said Cibber, “ever since Dickey Steele has set up 
tor a saint, and assumed the melliodistical twang, some hopes ol 
conversion may lA left even for such reprobates as myself. Where 
may l ask, will Mr. Tarlelon drink to-night?” 

‘“Mol with thee, Coll. The Saturnalia don't happen every 
day. Kid us now of thy company; but stop, 1 will do thee a 
pleasure — know you this gentleman?” 

' ■ I have not that extreme honour.” 

“Know a Count then 1 Count Devereijt. demean yourself hr 
sometime' acktiowleding I ollcy Cibber a rare fellow at a song. 
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a bottle, and a message to an actress; a lively rascal enough, but 
without the goodness to be loved, or the independence to be re¬ 
spected.” • 

“Mr. Cibber,” said I, rather hurt at Tarlelon’s speech, though 
the object of it seemed to hear this description with the most un¬ 
ruffled composure— “Mr. Cibber, lam happy, and proud of an 
indroducliou to the .father of the ‘Careless Husband.’ Here is 
my address; oblige me with a visit at your leisure.” 

“How could you he so galling to the poor devil?” said I, whet. 
Cibber, w ith a profusion of bows aud compliments, bad left us to 
ourselves. , 

“All, hang him — a low fellow, ,vho pins ail bis happiness 
to the. skirts of the quality, is proud of being despised , and that 
which would excruciate the vanity of others only Hallers his. Aud 
now for my Clelia —” 

After my companion had amused himself with a brief flirtation 
with a young lady who affected a most edifying demureuess, we 
left the Exchange, and repaired to the Puppet-show. 

As we entered the Piazza, in which, as 1 am writing for the 
next century, it may be necessary to say that, Punch' held his court, 
we saw a tall, thin fellow loitering, under the columns, and ex¬ 
hibiting a countenance of the most ludicrous discontent. Then 
was an insolent arrogance about Tarleton’s good nature which al¬ 
ways led him to consult the whim of the moment at the expense of 
every other consideration, especially if the whim referred to a 
member of the canaille whom my aristocratic friend esteemed as a 
base part of the explosive and despotic property of gentlemen. 

“Egad, llevercux,” saidlie, “do you see that fellow? he has 
'lie audacity to affect spleen. Eaith, 1 though', melancholy was 
the distinguishing patent of nobility — we will smoke him.” Arid, 
advancing towards the mau of gloom, Tarlcton touched him .vith 
the end of his cane. The man started and turned round. “ Pray, 
sirrah,” said Tarlcton coldly, “pray who the devil arc you, that 
you presume to look discontented?” 

“Why. Sir,” said the man, good humouredly enough 
nave some right to be angry.' 
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“ l doubt it, my friend," said Tarleton. “Whal is your 
complaint? a rise, in the price of tripe, ora drinking wile? I hose, 
i taki- it, arc the Ale misfortunes incidental Jo your condition.'’ 

‘ II that be the case,” said l, observing a cloud on Sir new 
friend's brow, “shall we heal tliy sullerings? Toll us thy com¬ 
plaints, and wo will prescribe thee a silver specific;■ there is a 
sample of our shill.” 

“Thank you. humbly, gentlemen, sanl the man, pocket¬ 
ing the money, and clearing his countenance; “and, seriously, 
mine is an uncommonly hard ease. I was, till within the last 
few weeks, the unter sexton of St. I’auJJs, (Invent Garden, and 
my duty was that of ringing the bells for daily prayers: hut a man 
of llclial came hitherwards, set up a puppet-show, and, timing 
the hours id ins exhibition with a kicked sagacity, made the bell i 
rang lor church serve ;js a summons to Punch, — so, gentlemen, 
that v\ believer v-ur humble servant began to pull lor the Lord , his 
perverted congregation began to flock to the devil; and, instead of 
being an instrument for saving souls, l was made the innocent 
means of destroying them. Oh, gentlemen, it was a shocking 
thm^, to tugwvvay at the rope till the sweat ran down one, for 
foul shillings a week* aiwi ti* see all the time that one was thin¬ 
ning one’s own congregation anf emptying one’s own pockets!” 

“ It was indeed a lamentable dilemma; and what did you, Mr 
Sexton?” 

“Do, Sir, why /1 could not stifle my conscience, and I left 
my place. Kvcr since then, Sir, I have stationed myself in the 
Ptaz/a, to warn my poor, deluded fellow-creatures of their erroi, 
and to assure them that when the jvcll ofSt. Paul's rings, it rings 
lor prayers, and not for puppet-shows — and, Lord help us. 
there it goes at this very moment; ami look, look, gentlemen, how 
die wigs and hoods are crowding to the motion* instead of the 
minister. ” 

“Ha! ha! ha!” cried Tarleton, “Mr. Powell is not llie lirsi 
nlan who has wrested things holy to serve a carnal purpose, and 
made use of church bells in order to ring money to the wide punch 


An autnpiat'-d word 10 use bo puppet, .how 
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ol the church's enemies. Ilarkyc, my friend, follow my advice, 
anti turn preacher yourself; mount a earl opposite to the m,otiou, 
ami f ’ll waiter a trifle that the crowd forsake the*theatrical mounte¬ 
bank iS favour of the religious one; for the more sacred the thing 
played upon, the more certain is the game.” 

“body (d ine, gentlemen,” cried the ex-sexton. “I’ll follow 
your advice.” *’ 

“Hu so. man, and never presume to look doleful again; leave 
dulriess In your superiors. ” * 

And with this advice, and an additional compensation for his 
ronlidenec, we left the,innocent assistant of Air. I’ovveii, and 
matched into the puppet-show, by the,,sound of the very hells the 
perversion of which the good sexton had so pathetically lamented. 

Tht> lirst person 1 saw at tile show, and.pitdecd the express 
person I came to see, was the Lady flassciton. Tarleton and 
myself separated for the present, and I repaired to the coquette 
“Angels of graee!” said I, approaching; “and, lty-llte-hy, 
before I proceed another word, observe. Lady llassellon, how 
appropriate the exclamation is to you! Angels of grace/ why you 
have moved all your patches! — one — two — three — six — 
eight — as I am a gentleman , frmn the lefl side of your cheek to 
tiie right! What is (he reason of so sudden an emigration?” 

"1 have changed my polities,** Count, that is all, and have 
tesolved to lo,se no time in proclaiming the change. Hut is it true 
that you are going to be married?" 

“Married! Heaven forbid! which of my enemies spread so 
cruel a report?" 

“Oh, the repoit is universal! ” and the Lady llasselton flirted 
her fan w ith a most nattering violence. 

“It is false, nevertheless; I cannot afford to buy a wife at 
present, for, thanks to jointures, and pin-money, these things 
are all matter of commerce; and (see how rlosely civilized life re¬ 
sembles the savage!) the English, like the Tartar gentleman, 
obtains his wife only by purchase! lint who is the bride?” 

* See Spectator. No. 14. lor a ietler from this unfortunate umicr- 
sexlon. 

'* Wine lathes patehei! on one sole of the Chech tones on the other 
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'•'1 He Duke of Newcastle's rich daughter, l.adv Henrietta 
Pelham. ” 

‘•What, llat'lqy's ohjeet of ambition! faith, .Madam, the 
icport is not so cruel as I thought Ihr !" 

••( 111 , y nil fop ! — hut is it not true?” 

“ltj nn lumuur, I fear not; my ritals are too numerous and 
too powerful. Look now , yonder! how the* already (lock around 
the iliu-lrious heiress, — note those'miles and simpers. Is it 
nut pretty to see those aery tine gentlemen mutating bumpkins aka 
fair, and grinning their best J’nr a goM ri/tg .' I!ul you need not 
fear me, Lady llasselton, my hue cannot wander, if it would. 
In the ipiaint thought of Sidney, ** lovo'h'uing mire flow'll to my 
hcait, burnt its wings llier? 1 , and cannot 11 y away.” 

“La, yon now !" said the bounty ; “1 do not comprehend you 
exactly - your master of the graces does not (cat'll you your com¬ 
pliment- properly.” * 

“Ves, he dues, hut in yuur presence 1 forget them; and 
now,” I added, lowering my mire into the lowest of whispers, 
■' now th,it you are assured of my fidelity, will you not learu at last 
to di-etedit riujumrs and trust to me !” 

■ I hue you too \yll! ” answered the T.adv llasselton in the 
-ame time, and that answer gives an admirable idea of the. af- 
li rtiun o| e\ei\ coquette! -- love, and confidence with them are 
qualities that have a natural antipathy, and can never be united ! 
Our lvh'-u-h'h* was aj an end, the people round us Became Social, 
and Comeisalion general. 

“Ifetterlim acts to-morrow night," cried the Lady Prallerly, 
“We must go! ” 

“We must go!” cried the Lady llasselton. 

■ We must gv!" cried all. 

And so passed the time till the puppet-show was over, and tn> 
.itlindance dispensed with. 


' fuel lto!ifi_'!,roke tells us that it was t(, * mam end of llarhu s .el 
1'iiiiisltaljoii ;o mam Ins son to his’ |.i«f \. I tins is lin'i.ilr ui nations .« 

1» Jituif m.iili* up ol a thousand Jitth* pris.it** s'lnmrs. 

" In tlic An adia. that imisruni of nthum-s ami l»''au'i* ■* 



96 

It is a charmiug tiling to bo the lover of a lady of the mode 
One so honoured does with his hours as a miser with his guineas, 
— vi/. nothing but count them 1 

CHAPTER Ill. 

More Lions. 

’I mi- next night, after the theatre, Tarleton and I strolled mlo 
Wills's. Hall a dozen wits were assembled. Heavens! how they 
talkedaelors, actresses, poets, statesmen, philosophers, cn- 
ties, divinrs, were all jjullcd to pieces with the most gratifying 
malice imaginable. We sat ourselves,,down, and while Tarleton 
.unused himself with a dish of codec and the “Flying I’ost," I 
listened very attentively to the conversation, f.'ertainly il we would 
take every opportunity of getting a grain ur.fvvo of knowledge, vvt 
should soon have a chest-full; — a man earned an excellent sub¬ 
sistence by asking every one who came out of a tobaeconisl's shop 
for a pinch of snuff, and retailing the mixture as soon as he had 
tilled his box.* 

While I was listening to a tall lusty gentleman. nvho was ,dm- 
singWoggcl the actor, a well-dressed man enlercd, and immediate 
ly attracted the general observation, lie. was of a very llal, ill 
favoured countenance, hut of a quick eye, 'and a genteel an. 
there was, however, something constrained and artificial in his 
address, and lie appeared lo be endeavouring to clothe a natural 
good humour with a certain primness which could never be inadi 
to lit it. 

“JJa, Steele!’-' cried a gentleman in an orange coloured coal 
wlio seemed, by a fashionable swagger of importance, desirous 
of giving tlie tone to the company — “11a, Steele! whence conn 
you? from the chapel or the tavern?" and the speaker winked 
round the room as if he wished us to participate in the pleasure of 
a good thing. 

Mr. Steele drew up, seemingly a little affronted; but ins good 
nature couquering tbe affectation of personal sanctity which, at 


Taller 



(he lime I refer to, that excellent writer was pleased to assume, lie 
■ uiilentod himself w^jh noddmg to the speaker , # <md saving : — 

“All the world knows, Colonel Clcland, that jott aie a wit 
md thmdoro we take your line sayings, as we take eliauge from an 
•honest tiade'-man, — rest perfectly salislied with (tie eoni we get, 
williout paying an; attention to it. ” 

‘ Zounds, Clidaml, you got the w«rsf of it there," cued a 
ecntli'inau m a llaxen wig. And Steele slid tuto a seat near my 
own. 

X'arietou, who was sufficiently well educated to pretend to the 
character of a man of letters, hereupon thought it necessary to lay 
aside tin; “ living I’ost," Sud to introduce me to my literary 
rn iglihour. 

“l‘ra;,’’ said C.Honel (.lei,mil, taking snuff and swinging 
liimsel 1 to and liowilli Jhairol fashionable grace, “has any one 
seen the new papei '!" 

■ ‘ \\ lial! i ro d the gentleman in the flaxen wig, “what! the 
I ,itit i - -uci cssnr - the * Spectator?’ " 

•• I he same," quoth the (adonel. 

■‘’lobe sure — who has not?” returned be of the tlaxe.n unia- 
eeu!. “ People say Congrfwc Writes it." 

'I lo v are very much niistaken, then,” eiied a little squat r 
man with specladcs; “to tuy certain knowledge Swift is the 
author." 

“I'ooh!" said defend, imperiously— “pooh! it is neither 
one nm the other; 1, gentlemen, am in the xenet — but — you 
take me, eh? One inuijt not speak well of ons_s sell mum is 
the word." 

“Then.” asktil Steele, quietly, “we are to suppose that 
you. Colonel, ai e the w I ltd .' ” 

‘■•I never said so, l>n l,y; but the women will have it that I 
am ,” and the eolmiel smoothed down hi' cravat. 

,‘1’iay, Mi. Addison, what say you eried the gentleman m 
the Haven wig. "aie you lor Congreve, Swift, or Coloiu I t.h 
laud'.' ’ Tins vv as aililiessed to a geiillemaii of a grave, hoi i.ilm i 
prepossessing illicit; who, with eyes lived upon Hie gioiinu, was 
very quietly , aud to all appeal aucc, veiy matieotivi i; , solo, ui. 

1)‘ I -' ' u ■ 
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himself willi .1 pipe; without lifting his eyes, this personage, then 
eminent, allcrwards rendered immortal, rejjlird, 

“Colonel Cleland must produce other witnesses to prove his 
claim to the authorship of the ‘Spectator;’ the women, wewell 
know, are prejudiced in his favour. ” 

“That s true enough, (dll friend," cried the colonel, looking 
askant at his orange-colujred coat, “hut faith, Addison, I wish 
you would set up a paper of the same sort, d'ye see.; you 're a nice 
judge nt merit, and Jour sketches of character would do justice to 
vour friends. " 

“IfCvoiJdo, CoKiiicl, I, or my coadjutors will study at least 
to do justice to you. ” * 

“Prithee, Steele,” criedJhc stranger in spectacles, “prithee 
tell us flty thoughts on the subject: dost tlrau kuow the author ol 
this droll periodical?" 

“I saw him this morning,” replied Steele, carelessly. 

“Aha! and what said you to him?” 

“1 asked him his name?” 

“And what did lie answer?” cried he of the flaxen wig, while 
all id us crowded round the speaker, with the chriosity every one 
felt in the authorship of a work tlidu etching themost universal and 
eager interest. ” 

“He answered me solemnly .” said Steele , “in the following 
words. 

‘ tiraen carrot aM.ihvo -- It.ili dative — Kilo nominative.” 

“ I''nnmus— capital!” cried the gentleman in spectacles; and 
then, touching Colonel (dclaud, added, “what docs it exactly 
ini an?" 

Ignoramus?’' said (delaud, disdainfully “every school-boy 
Imiitf-s I irgil!" 

“Hevercux," said Tarleton. yawning, “what a d—d delight¬ 
ful thing it is to hear so much wit — pity that the atmosphere is so 
tine that no lungs unaccustomed to it can endure it long. Lotus 
recover ourselves by a walk. ” 


1 ins ‘.■•cm* fo roi rolmrati- the suspicion entertained of the identity 
el t.iiiencl v lcl.md wnli ttic Will Iloneycomb of (lie Spectator. 



*' Willingly ," said I; au<l we sauntered forth into the streets. 

• “Wills's i' not what it was,” said Tarletun; “'T is a jiitifu 
ghost of its former Self, and if they had not introduced cards, oui 
would die of the vtpours there.” 

“ I know liutltiug so fade,’’ said I, “us that mock literary at 
which it is so much the fashion to assume. ’T is hut a wearisoim 
relief to com creation to hate interludes of stings about Streplior 
and Sylvia, recited with a lisp by a gentleman with fringed glutei 
and a languishing look.” 

“lie on it," cried Tarletun, “let us seek lor a fresher topic 
Are you asked to Abigail Masham’s to—ui''*><, or will you come to 
JJamc dc la Ritiere Manley’g?” 

“ Dame dc la what! — in the name of long words who is she? ' 

“<)! I.earning made liiiidiuotS.: oue who reads Catullus and 
profits |>y u. 

s-If.it,. no. we will not leate the gentle Abigail lor her. I hate 
promised in meet M. John', too, at the .Masbaujs.” 

“As you like. We shall get some wine at Abigail's, which we 
should nctci do at the house ot her cousin ol Marlborough." 

And. inmfarting Imusclf with this belied, Tarletun peaceably 
accompanied me to tlmt epic [gated woman, who did the Tories 
smli notable sertin', at the expeuse of being termed by the Wings, 
one treat want dnided into two parts, iD. — a great want of eicry 
shilling belonging to other people, and a great want of every yrtue 
that should lute belonged to herself. As we mounted the stair¬ 
case, a door to the left fa priiale apartment^ was opened, a mil 
saw the labourite dismiss, with the most Haltering air of respect, 
my old preceptor, the Abbe Monlfcuil. He rVehed tier atten¬ 
tions as bis due, and, descending the stairs, came lull upon me. 
lie drew back — changed neither hue jmr muscle — bowed milly 
enough, and disappeared. 1 had not much opportunity to muse 
jier’lhis circumstance, for St. John and Mr. Doimillc — excellent 
;dmpainoiis both - joined us, and the party being small, we had 
In’ uimanted leliriiy of talking, .as well as honing, to each otliei. 

It was impossible t" think of any one else when St. John < hose 1 .. 
■xert himself: and so eien the Abbe Montreuil elided out ol my 
.tram as St. John's wii glided into it. \\ e were all of the same way 
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of thinking on politics, and there Co re were witty without heim. 
quarrelsome a rate thing. The trusty Abigail told is stories < 
the good (Jiircn, a:ul Me added lions niols 1C, way of eon.liar;.. 
Wine, too wine that e\en Tarlelou approved, lit up our miri|e«». 
and M’C .spent altogether an evening such as gentlemen and'Jnrn s 
very seldom have the sense to enjoy. 

O Apollo! I wonder whether Tories of the next centmy wdi in. 
such clever, charming, well-informed fellows as we vv ere 

CIIAPTIill IV. 


An Intellectual Ad enlure. 

A t.tTTi.K affected hy the Vinous potations which had heen s< 
much an object of anticipation with my companion , larlet.in and 
l were strolling homeward when we perceived a memaikahlv nil; 
man engaged in a contest with a couple of watchmen. \\ atchmen 
were in all cases the especial and natural enemies of the gallant- u> 
my young days; and no sooner did we see the uncipul conn" 
than, drawing our swords wtlli that true l.nghs'i valour when 
makes all the quarrels of othei people its ov.u , we hasleueu to the 
relief of the weaker parly. 

“Gentlemen,” said the elder watchman , 'drawing hack, '-un¬ 
is no ^'0111111011 brawl; we have been shamefully beaten hy (Ins lie re 
madman and for no earthly cause.” 

“Mho ever did heat a watchman for any earthly cause, you 
rascal'/” cried the accused parly , swinging his wulkmg-cntic met 
the complaiiiaut’s-head vvilli a menacing an. 

'Aery true,” cried Tarleton, coolly. “Seigneurs of the 
watch , you aic both made and paid to he beaten ; Pi go —you liav •• 
no tight to coiiipiaiii. Kelease this worthy cavalier, ami dep.nl 
elsewhere to make night hideous with your voices.” 

“Gome, tome,” quoth the younger Jlogheny, who perceived 
a reinforcement approaching, “move on, go'ud people, and n't 
us do our duly 

''Which,'' interrupted the elder watchman, “ consuls in ta¬ 
king this hulking swaggerer to the watchhousc." 
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“Xliuu speakrst wiselyi, man of peace,” saiJ Tarleton; “de¬ 
fend tiijsi'll;” and without adding another mini, lie ran the 
Watchman througl^— mil the body, but the coal — ambling, will) 
great dcitrrity, the corporeal substance of the allackeii party, and 
yi approaching it -o closely as to fine the guardian of the street*' 
\ory reasonable ground for apprehension. No sooner did the 
w litrhinan iind the lull strike against his In^ast than he uttered a 
dismal cry, and fell upon the. pau'ineiri us it he had been shot,. 

‘•Nun for dice, rarlet," cried Tarleton , brandishing his rapier 
In fore the cues of the other watchman, “tremble at the sword of 
tiidcon.” 

“O Lord, t) Lord!" ejaculated llu^lcriilicd comrade of the 
fallen man, dropping on Ins knees, “for Heaven's sake, Sir, 
hare a care.” 

“ What argument canst limn allege, thou sen cell owl of the 
melt. .polls, that thou sbuulUM not siiaie toe same tale as thy 
brother owl? ’ 

“Oil, Sir!" cried the craven night-bird, fa Ini ofa humourist 
in in vvay.i '• because I tune a ncsi and senm little owlits at 
home. — and k' other owl is only a bachelor.” 

“ t'lmu ail an iinpinlpnt ^hmg to jest at us,” said Tarleton; 
hut tin wit lias saved dice; rise.” 

At this monienl two other watchmen came up. 

“('icudeiiieii,” said the tail stranger whom wc Jiad rescued, 
we had better fly.” 

’lailetnn cast at him a contemptuous look., and [dated himself 
in a posture of olleuee. 

“Hark ye,” said [, “let , K effect an lionouralijc peace. 
Messieurs die weld'll, be it lawlul lor you to carry off the slain 
and lor us !•■ 1 1 mi 11 the prisoners." 

.15ut our new foes understood not a jest, and advanced upon in 
with a ferocity which might really tune terminated in a serious en 
gagcmonl, had imt die tall stranger llirU't ilis Imlky form in trout 
of die appioarlimg battalion, and cried out. with a loud mire — 
“Zounds, my rood fellows, what's all tins fur? If mu lake u- 
up, you will get brukeu head'to-night, and a few shilling'per- 
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haps to-morrow. If tou leave us alone y.ou will have whole heads, 
and a guinea between you. Now, what say you?” 

Well spoke Pbavlra against the dangers of eloquence ( y.n/ in 
ktay Aayot). The watchmen looked at each other. 1 • Why really, 
Sir,” said one, “what you say alters the ease very much; and if 
Iiick here is not much hurt, I don’t know what we may say to the 
olfer." 

So saying, they raisetTlhc fallen watchman, who, after three 
or four grunts, began slowly to recover himself. 

“Are you dead, Dick?” said the owl with seven owlils. 

“ I think I am,” answered the other, groaning. 

“Are you able to drink a pot of.,ale, Dick?” cried the tall 
stranger. 

“I think I am,” reiterated'Yhe dead mar, very laek-a-daisi- 
cally. And this answer satisfying his comrades, the articles ol 
peace were subscribed to. 

Now, then, the tall stranger began searching his pockets with 
a most consequential air. 

“’Gad, so!” said he at last; “not in my breeches pocket! — 
well, it must be in my waistcoat. No! Well, ’t is a strange 
thing — dentine it is! Gentlemen,' I hate had the misfortune to 
leave my purse behind me — add to your other favours by lending 
me wherewithal to satisfy these honest men.” 

And Tarieton lent him the guinea. The watchmen now retired, 
and we were left alone with our portly ally. 

Placing his hand to his heart, lie made us half a dozen pro¬ 
found bows, returned us thanks for our assistance in sonic very 
courtly phrases, and requested us to allow him to make our ac¬ 
quaintance. We exchanged cards, and departed ou our several 
ways. 

“1 have met that gentleman before,” said Tarieton. “L<‘t us 
see what name he pretends to. — ‘Fielding — Fielding’ — ah. by 
the Lord, it is no less a person! — it is the great Fielding 
himself! ” 

“Is Mr. Fielding, then, as elevated in fame as in stature?’ 

•What, is it possible that you have not yet heard of Beau 



Fielding, wlu> hared liis bosom at the theatre in order to attract Hu* 
admiring compassion of the female part of the audience?" 

“What!" 1 cfled, “the Duchess of Clevf laud's fielding?" 

“The same — the host looking fellow of his day j A sketch m 
his history is in the 'Taller,' under the name of‘Orlando the 
fair.’ lie is terribly fallen as to fortune since, the day when lie 
dime about in a car like a sea-shell, yilh a*dn/en tall Ictlows, in 
the Austrian liven , black and yellow. running before and behind 
Inm. You know he claims relationship to the house of JIapsburg. 
As fur the present, he writes poems — makes love- - is still good- 
natured , humorous, and odd —is rallyr unhappily addicted to 
wine and borrowing, and ryidly keeps that oath id the Carthusians 
which newer suffers them to earry any money about lliein." 

“An acquaintance more likSdy to yield amusement than 
profit.” 

“Lvartly so. He will favour you with a visit— to-morrow, 
perhaps, and you will remember his propensities." 

•• Ah ! who cut lorgets a warning that relates to his purse! " 

“True!" said Tarleton, sighing. Alas! my guinea: thou 
and 1 have panted company forever! vale, rale, *oq«i/ lulus'. ' 

cii.vmu v. 

1 In* licnii in los Den. and a Philosopher disrovereii. 

Jlr. Fiki.ihm; having twice favoured me with visits, whicn 
loiiiul me from home, I thought it right to pay my respects to him; 
aiTordinglv one morning 1 repaired to his abode. It was situated 
in a street which had Mteu cxeessyely the moife some thirty years 
hack; and tiie house still exhibited a stately and somewhat osten¬ 
tatious exterior, i observed a considerable cluster of infantine 
raggamuliins collected round the door, and no sooner did the por¬ 
tal cipen to my summons, than they pressed forward in a manner 
infinitely more zealous than respectful. A servant in the Austnan 
livYry, with a broad belt round his middle, idlicialed as porter. 
“Look, look!" cried one of the youthful gazers, “look at tie* 
beau's keeper!" This imputation on bis own respoi lability . ami 
that of his master, the domestic seemed b' no mean' to relish 




muff, an immense broadsword, a Wycherly comb, a jackboot, 
and an old plumed bat; - - to tbeso wore added a cracked poma¬ 
tum-pot, containing ink, and a scrap of pajior, ornamented with 
sundry paintings of hearts and torches, on which were scrawled 
several lines in a hand so hirin' and round that I could not amid 
seeing the, lirsl verse, though 1 turned away nn eyes as quickly as 
possible — that verse, to the best of mg nicninry, ran thus: 
‘■Say, lot elv I.cshia, when thy swain.’’ Upon the ground lay a 
im\ of patches, a peniw itr, and two or three well thumbed boohs 
of moil's. Such was the reception-room of Beau Fielding, one 
indifferently well calculated to exhibit the propensities id’ a man, 
half hull) . half Inlddc; a poet, a fop», a lighter, a beauty, a 
walking museum of all mid humours, and a hum; shadow of a 
past renown. “There are changes in wit as in fashion,” said Sir 
William lemple, wild lie proceeds to instance a uotdeinan, who 
was the greatest wit wf the court oft haries I., and the greatest 
dullard in that ol t haries II. * itut He,amis how avvlul are the re- 
xulwlions ol eoxiomhnl what a change Ironi lleau Fielding the 
lie,nit) . In He,in I' ieldiilg the Oddity! 

Alter 1 had remained in this apartment about ten minutes, the 
great man ni.fde his appearance, lie was alined in a diessing- 
;own of the most gorgeoils nfalerial and eolotir, lint so old that it 
w.is dilhrull to conceive any period of past tune which it might not 
bare been supposed u, hare witnessed ; a little xelrel eap, willia 
tarnished gold tassel, surmounted his head, and his ncthi’r limbs 
weie sheathed in a pair of military limits. In person, he still re¬ 
tained the trace of Unit extraordinary symmetry he had once pos¬ 
sessed, and his features were yet handsimi^, though the com¬ 
plexion had grown coarse and llotid, and the expression had set¬ 
tled into a broad, hardy, farcical mixture of effrontery, Imiiioui 
and i onceit, 

. Itut how different his costume from that of old! Wlicie was the 
long wig with its myriad curls? the coal stiff with golden lace? the 
diamond button's — “ the pomp , pride, and circumstance of glo¬ 
rious war?” Ilie glorious war' Jteau Fielding had rained on 


The I.arl of Aorwicli. 




throughout the female world — finding in every saloon a Blen¬ 
heim — in every |day-liouse a Ramilies? Alas! to what abyss o! 
late will not the love of notoriety bring men! To what but the lust 
of show do we. owe the misanthropy of Timon, or the ruin of Beau 
Fielding! 

“By the Lord I” cried Sir. Fielding, appioaching, and sha¬ 
king me familiarly by;the hand, “by the Lord, I am delighted to 
see thee! A- I am a sohlieiy I thought thou wert a spirit, invisible 
and incorporeal — and as long as I was in that belief 1 trembled 
for thy salvation, for 1 Knew at least that thou wert not a spirit of 
Heaven: since thy door is the very reverse of the doors above, 
which we are assured slnil! he opened unto our knocking. But 
thou art early , Count: like the ghost,"in Hamlet, thou srjullVst 
the morning air. — Will thou not keep out the rank atmosphere 
by a pint ot wine and a toast?” 

“Many thanks to you, Mr. Fielding; but J have at least one 
property of a ghost, and don’t drink after day-break.” 

“Nay, now, ’t is a had rule! a villanous bad rule, lit on/y 
for ghosts and grey beards. We youngsters, (amiit, should 
have a more generous policy. Come now, where did st thou drink 
last night? has the bottle bequeathed thee a qualm oV a head-ache, 
which preaches repentance and abstinence’ this morning?'' 

“Nio, hut 1 visit my mistress this morning; would you have 
me smell of strong potations, and seem a worshipper of (lie ‘ (Hass 
of Fashion,' rather than of‘the Mould of Form?’ Confess, Mr. 
Fielding, that the women love not an early tippler, and that 
they cvpecl sober and sweet kisses from a pair of ‘youngsters,’ 
like us.” 

“Bv the Lord,” cried Mr. Fielding, stroking down his come¬ 
ly stomach, “there is a great show of reason vn thy excuses, 
but ouly the show, not substance, my noble Count. Vim know' 
me, you know mi/ experience with the women — I would not 
boast, as I in a soldier — but’t is something! nine hundred and 
lifty locks of hair have I got in my strongbox, under padlock anil 
key; fifty xvithin the last week true — on my soul — so that I 
may pretend to know a little of the dear creatures; weH, I give 
thee my honour. Count, that they like a royaler; they love a 
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fellow who can carry his six bottles under a silken doublet; there's 
vigour aud manhood in it — and then, too, what a pow er id'toasts 
r,au a six-bottle »ian drink to his mistress V Oh, 't is your only 
chit airy now — tour modern substitute for tilt and tournament; 
true, Count, as I'in a soldier!” 

“1 fear my Duleinoa differs from the herd, then; for she quar¬ 
relled with me for supping with St. ago, aud —” 

“St. John,” interrupted Fielding, cutting me off in the be¬ 
ginning of a witticism, “St. John, famous fellow, is he not? 
Jiv the Lord, wc will drink to his administration, you in choco¬ 
late, 1 in Madeira. O’Carroll, you don — O'Carioll— meue — 
rascal — ass — dolt! ’ 

“ J tie same, your honour,” said thu uiuugr-tutuuicu ucarj, 
thrusting in ins lean 'isage. 

" Av, the same indeed — thou anatomized son of St. Patrick; 
whjtfosi thou not get tat? thou shames! my good lixing, and thy 
belly is a rascally minister to thee, detouring all things for itself, 

without fattening a single ..her of the body corporate. Look 

at me, you dog, am / thin'? tlo and gel fat, or 1 will discharge 
tiiee. — by tlic*l.ord t will! the shun shines through thee like an 
empty wine glass.” 

“ And is it upon your honour’s taxings you would liaxe me get 
fat'?" rejoined Mr. O'Carroll, with an air of deferential inquiry. 

“-Now, asllixe, thou art the impudentest xarlt’t! ” erfed Mr. 
Fielding, stamping fiis foot on the Hour, with an angry frown. 

“And is it for talking of your honour's lasings’? an' sure that’s 
nothin % at all, at all,i' said the xalet, txvirUug his thumbs with 
expostulating innocence. 

“Begone, i.iseal!” said Mr. Fielding, “begone; go to thu 
Salop, and bring us a piut of Madeira, a toast, and a dish of 
chocolate.” 

“Yes, your honour, in atwiukliug,” said the valet, disap¬ 
pearing. 

“ A.sorry fellow ,” said .Mr. Fielding, “hut honest and lailh- 
fiil, and hues me as well as a saint luxes gold; 't is lus hue makes 
lum familiar.” 
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Here the door was again opened, and the sharp face of Mr. 
O'Carroll again intruded. 

‘■How, now, surah!" exclaimed his maslo:. 

Mr. O'Carroll. without answering by voice, gave a grotesque 
sort of signal between a wink and a beckon. Mr. Fielding rose, 
muttering an oath, and underwent a whisper. “Ity the Lord,? 
cried he, seemingly ir. a furious passion, “and thou hast not got 
the lull cashed vet, though'1 lohl thee twice to have it done last 
evening! Have 1 not iny debts of honour to discharge, and did 
i mil give the, last guinea 1 had about me for a walking cane yester¬ 
day'.' (in down to the city immediately, siirah, and bring me, 
the change.” 

The. valet again whispered. 

“All,” resumed Fielding, “Ah — solar, vou say, d is true ; 
’l is a great way, and perhaps the Fount cand wait Idl you return, 
l’rilliee, (turning to mej prithee now, is it not vexatious -^no 
change about me, and my fool not cashed a trilling lull l have for 
a thousand or so, on Messrs. Child? and the cursed Salop puts 
not its Iritsl even in prim es — 'l is their way — ’(iad now — you 
have not a guinea about you?” , 

What could 1 say? my guinea joijied.Tarletoii's, in a visit to 
that bourne whence no such Irav idler e’er returned. 

Mr. O'Carroll now vanished in earnest, the wine ami I lie cho¬ 
colate soon appeared. Mr. l-'ieldmg brightened up, rented lus 
poetry, blessed his good fortune , piomised l.> call on me m a day 
or two; aud assured me, with a round oath, (hat the next tune he 
had the honour of seeing me, he w mild treat me with another pint 
of Madeira, exactly''of the same sort. * 

1 remember well that it was the evening of the same day, In 
which 1 had paid tills visit to t|ie redoubled Mr. Fielding, that, on 
returning from a drum at Lady Ilasselton's, 1 entered my anti- 
rooiu with so silent a step, that 1 did not arouse even the keen 
senses of Monsieur Dcsmarais. lie was scaled by the lire, with 
his head supported by his lumds, and intently poring over a huge 
folio. Iliad often observed that he possessed a literary turn, and 
all the hours in which he was unemployed by me, lie. was wont to 
occupy with books. 1 felt now, as I stood still and contemplated 
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ins ab'OilK'il attention in (he contents of (he hook before him , a 
--jiuiig curiosity to know (lie nature of his sludies; and so little did 
■>ny tii'le second the routine of trifles in which 1 hud lreen lately 
engaged that, in fcnking upon the earnest features of the man, on 
which the solitary light, streamed calm and full, and impressed 
with the deep quiet and solitude of the. chamber, together with 
(be uiuli-liirbed sane lily of com foil pi eliding in er l lie small, bright 
liearth, and contrasting what I saw with tlii*brilli.inl scene — hril- 
iiard with gaudy, wearing, wearisome Irivolities — which I had 
jii'l quilled , a sensation of envy , at the enjoy incuts of my depen¬ 
dant, entered my breast, accompanied with a sentiment rcsciiH 
blmg liiiiiidiatmii at the iialme of my own pursuits. 1 am generally 
iliought a proud man. Ion I am inner proud to mi inferiors; nor 
can I imagine pride when'Iheie is nut competition. 1 approached 
llesuiat.us, and s^id in I reneli r 

“ How is Ibis'.' wiiy did you not, like your fellows, lake ad¬ 
vantage ol my aliseenee, to pursue your ow n amusements? They 
must he dull, indeed, il lliev do not hold out to ymi more templ¬ 
ing inducements than that colossalntfspnng ol the press." 

" I’.udoii me, Sir," said Ilesmarais, \eiy lespei llully, and 
elnsina the h.*ul>, “pardon me, I was not aware of your return. 
%Vill Monsieur doll'Ills ijoak?" 

“.No; shut the door wheel round that chair, and favour me 
with a sight ol your book.” 

••.Monsieur will be angry, I fear,” said the valet (obeying the 
two first orders, but hesitating about the third), “with my course 
of reading : I confess it is not very compatible with my station." 

“Ah, some long romance, the Clrli'i — 1 suppose — nay, 
firing il hither— thalls to say, ifjt lie movealliebysinglc strength." 

Thus urged, Ilesmarais modestly brought me the book. Judge 
of my suiprise when I found it vvas,i volume of Leibnitz — a phi¬ 
losopher, then very much the rage — because one might talk of 
him very safely, without having read him.* Despite of my sui- 
.prise, I could not help smiling when my eye turned from tin: hook 

VVliirh i% puvMtih the reason why there are so many tliseiplea of 
Kaut at the j>r< sent moment. — ho. 
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to the student. It is impossible to corn-cue an appearance less 
like a philosopher's than that of Jean De.smarais. His wig was of 
a nicety that would not have brooked the irregularity of a single 
hair; his dress was not preposterous, for I dr, not remember, 
among gentles or valets, a more really exquisite taste thau that of 
JJesmarais; hut it evinced, in every particular, the arts of the 
toilet. A perpetual smile sat upon his lips — sometimes it deep¬ 
ened into a sneer — hut that was the only change it ever expe¬ 
rienced; an irresistible air of self-conceit gate piquancy to his 
long, marked features, small glittering eye, and withered cheeks, 
on which a delicate and soft bloom excited suspicion o( artificial 
embellishment. A very lit frame of body this for a valet; hut, I 
humbly opine. a very unseemly one for a student of Leibnitz. 

“And what," saidl, after a short pause, “is your opinion of 
this philosopher; 1 understand (hill he has |ust ( written a work, * 
above ail praise and all comprehension. ” , 

“ It is true. Monsieur, that it is above his own understanding. 
He knows not what sly conclusions may he drawn from his pre¬ 
mises; but 1 beg Monsieur’s pardon, I shall he tedious and in¬ 
trusive.’’ 

“Not a whit; speak out, and at length. So you i onceive that 
Leibnitz makes lopes, which others will makc'into ladders?’’ 

“Exactly so." said Desmarais; “all his arguments go to swell 
the sails of the great philosophical truth -- ‘Necessity! ’ We are 
the iliings and toys of Kate; and its everlasting chain compels 
even the Power that creates, as well as the tilings created.” 

“Ha!” saidl, who, though little >orsnl at that time in these 
metaphysical subtleties’, had heard St. John often speak of the 
strange doctrine to winch Hesmarais referred,' “you arc, then, a 
believer in the fatalism of Spinosa'i” 

“No, Monsieur,’’ said Desmarais, with a complacent smile, 
“my system is my own — it is composed of the thoughts of others 
— hut my thoughts are the cords which hind the various sticks into 
a faggot.” 

“Well,” said I. smiling at the man’s conceited air, “and 
ivliat is your main dogma?” 

* The Thoo(iu‘<MM 
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“ Our ultcr impotence. ” 

“Pleasing! Mean you that yve have no free will? 

“None,” 

“Why, then, 4 you lake away the very existence of vn-e ami 
virtue; and, according to you, we sin or act well, not I rum our 
own accord, hut because we are compelled and pre-ordered to it 
brsmarais 1 smile withered into tin; grim sneer with which, as 
I have said, it was sometimes varied. 

“ Monsieur’s penetration is citroui* — hut shall 1 not prepare 
his nightly draught?” 

“>o; answer me at length; and tell me the difference lie- 
tween good and ill, il’weare compelled hy necessity to either.'’ 

Itesinarais hemmed , and began. Despite ol Ins eautinn, the 
coxcomb loved to hear hintseif talk, and he talked, therefore, to 

the billowing purpose? - , 

“ l.ilierty is a tiling impossible! Can you will a single action, 
however simple, independent of jour organization— independent 
of tlie organization of others — independent of the order ot 
things past — independent of the order of things to conic? 
luu cannot. But if not independent, juu are, dependent; if 
dependent, where is your liberty? where your freedom of will? 
Education disposes,our characters — can you control your own 
ediica'iou, begun at the Hour of birth? — You cannot. Our 
character, joined to the conduct of others, disposes of our happi¬ 
ness, our sorrow, our crime, our virtue. Can you control 
jour character? We have already seen that jou cannot. (>n jou 
control the conduct of others — others perhaps whom you have 
never seen, but who may ruin you at a wojd — a despot, for in¬ 
stance, or a warrior,' You cannot. What remains? that if we 
cannot choose our characters, m*r our fates, we cannot be account¬ 
able for cither? If you arc a good man, jou are a lucky man; 
but you arc uot to be praised for what jou could not help. If sou 
arc a bad man, you are an unfortunate one; but you are uot to bo 
“""■rated for what you could not prevent.' 1 * 


.Whatever pretensions Monsieur ilesmarais may have had toon- 
ginaluy. this tissue of opinions is as old as philosophy ilsoil J.u 



“Then, most wise Desmarais, if you steal Ibis diamond loop 
from my hat, you are only an unlucky man, nut a guilty one, and 
worthy of my sympathy, not anger?” 

“Exactly so — ljut you must hang me for it. You cannot con¬ 
trol events, hut you can modify man. Education, law, adversity, 
prosperity, correction, praise, modify hint—without his choice, 
and sometimes without his perception. But once acknowledge 
Necessity, and evil .passions cease; you may punish, you may 
destroy others, if for the safety aud good of the commonwealth; 
but motives for doing so rea«e to he private: you can have no per¬ 
sonal hatred to men for committing actions which they were irre¬ 
sistibly compelled to do.” 

I felt, that however 1 might listen to and dislike these senti¬ 
ments , it would not do for the master to argue with the, domestic, 
especially when there was a chaiujc that lie might have the worst of 
it. And so I was suddenly seized with a lit oi sleepiness, which 
broke off our conversation. Meanwhile I inly resolved, in my own 
mind, to take the first opportunity of discharging a valet who saw- 
no dilferenee,between good and evil, but that of luck; and who, 
by the irresistible compulsion of necessity, might some day or 
other Iiav e the involuntary misfortune to cut the throat,of his master! 

I did not, however, carry thisiu)|iltilosophiral resolution into 
effect. Indeed, the rogue doubling, perhaps, the nature of the 
impression lie had madron me, redoubled so zealously his dibits 
to please me in the science of his profession that 1 could not de¬ 
termine upon relinquishing such a treasure toy a speculative opi¬ 
nion, and I was too much accustomed to laugh at my Sosia, to 
believe there cou 1,1 K e any reason to fear him. 

CHAPTER VI. 

Ail rimers,il (iennis — Pericles turned Barber — Names of Beauties in 
1U — — Ike toasts of tbekit-t'.at Uub. 

As I was riding with Tnrlcton tow arils Chelsea one day, he 
asked me if I had ever seen the celebrated Nlr. Sailer. ‘-.No,'’ 
saidl, “ but I heard Steele talk of him the other night at'Wills's, 
He is an antiquarian, and a barber, is he not?" 



‘•Yc-s s a slittingvirtuoso; really a comical and strange cha- 
i,icier, ami lias ml.lilies enough to compensate one for tile debase¬ 
ment ol talking with a man in Iris rank.” 

“Let us go to It .11 l'oitliwith,” said I, spurring my horse into 
a canter. 

'•QuodpelU hie csl ctied Taileloti; “there is his liouse.” 
Ami my companion pointed to a colter-house. 

“What,” said I, “tines he draw wine as*well as teeth?” 

“ To he sure: Don Saltern is an in. al genius. I.et its dis—_ 

mount." 

Consigning our horses to the care of our grooms, we marched 
into the strangest looking place 1 e\er If. I ilio "ami fortune to hc- 
liohl. A long, narrow eollee-rouni was tunitstied with all manner 
of things that, lielonging neither to heaven , eailli, nor the water 
itiider-the earth, the I ■ ■ 1 1, m 1 >t ■ ■ 1 1 Satleio might well woi'liip without 
ineiiriing the clinic ..^idolatry. The liist thing that gieeledmy 
eyes was a hints head, with a most teioeious pair of vulture's 
wings on ils neck. While I was surveying this, 1 loll soiiicllimg 
touch my hat. I looked up and discolored an immense alligator 
swinging from the iodine, and fixing; a monstrous pair of glass 
e; es upon me. .V thing whn h seemed to me like an immense shoe, 
upon a nearer appro,»ch„ expanded itself into an Indian canoe, 
and a most hideous spectre with mummy skin, and glilforiiigtcclh, 
that made my ldooil run cold, was labelled, “ Jieaultlul Specimen 
uf a Lalnntc Tat tar.” 

While Inst in wonder, I stood in the middle of Urn apartment, 
up walks a little man, as lean as a miser, and says to me, rubbing 

his hands — 

‘•Wonderful, Sir, *is it nor?” 

“Wonderful, indeed, Don! .sum larlelon; “you look like 
a Chinese Adam, surrounded by a Japanese creation.” 

“He, he, lie, Sir, you hate so pleasant a rein,” said the 
littlfi Don, in a sharp shrill vine. “Jtut it has been all done, 
Sir, by one man; all oft! collected hr iue, simple as I stand.” 

• “Simple, indeed," ijuotlt Tatlclon; “and how gels on the 
fiddle?”. 

“Bravely, Sir, bravely; shall I play you a time?” 

!)fvert i/j. 
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“5o, no, my good Don; another lime.” 

“Nay, Sir, nay,” cried the antiquarian, “sufferme to wel¬ 
come your arrival properly. ” 

And, forthwith disappearing, he returned .n an Instant with a 
marvellously ill-favoured old liddle. Throwing a penseroso air 
into his thin checks, our Don then begau a few perliminary thrum¬ 
mings, which set my teeth on edge, and made Tarleton put both 
hands to his ears. Three ^sobcr-looking citizens, who had just 
sat themselves down to pipes and the journal, started to their feet 
like so many pieces of clockwork; but no sooner had Don Saltero, 
with a tlegago air of graceful mciaucholy, actually launched into 
what he was pleased to topm a tune, than an universal irritation of 
nerves seized the whole company. At the first overture, the three 
citizens swore and cursed, at the second div ision of the tune, they 
seized their hats, at the thiru, they vanished. As for me, I 
found all my limbs twitching as if they wer" dancing to Si. Vitus's 
music; the very drawers disappeared; the alligator itself twirled 
round, as if revivified by so harsh an experiment on the nervous 
system; and I verily believe the whole museum, hull, wings, 
Indian canoe, and CalmucTartar, would have been set into mo¬ 
tion by this new Orpheus, had not Tarleton, in a paroxysm of 
rage, seized him by the tail of the "oat, and whirled him round, 
liddle and all, with such velocity that the poor musician lost his 
equilibrium, ami falling against a row of Chinese monsters, 
hrougjit the whole set to the ground, where he lay covered by the 
wrecks] that accompanied his overthrow, s.reaming, and strug¬ 
gling, and grasping his fiddle, which every now ami then, touched 
involuntarily by his lingers, uttered a dismal squeak, as if sym¬ 
pathizing in the disaster it liad r causcd, until the drawer ran in, 
and raising the unhappy antiquarian, placed him on a great chair. 

“ () Lord! ” groaned Don Saltero, “ O Lord — my monsters— 
my monsters — the pagoda — the mandarin, and the idol—where 
are they? — broken — ruined — annihilated! ” 

“IN'o, Sir — all safe, Sir,” said the drawer, a smart, small, 
smug, pert man; “ put’em down in the hill, nevertheless, Sir. 
Is it Alderman Atkins, Sir, or Mr. Higgins?” 

“1‘ooh,” saidl'arletou, “bring me some lemonade — send the 
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pagoda (o the bricklayer — the mandarin to the surgeon — and the 
idol to the Bishop of London! There's a guinea to pay lor their 
carriage. How are you, Hon?" 

“Oh, Mr. TaAetoni Mr. Tarlcfon! hovt’ could you he so 
cruel!” 

“The nature of things demanded it, my good Don. Did I 
not call you a Chinese Adam? and how coul<|you hear that name 
without undergoing (lie fall?” 

“Oh, Sir, this is no jesting matter — broke the railing on' 
my pagoda — bruised my arin — cracked my liddle — and cut me 
tiff in the middle of that beautiful air! — no jesting matter.’’ 

“Come, Mr. Salter,” said f, “T is yrylruc! but cheer up. 

‘ The godssays Seneca, ‘ look with pleasure on a great man fall¬ 
ing with the, statesmen, the temples, and I he divinities of his 
country;’ all of wb. h, mandarin, pagoda, and idol, accom¬ 
panied your fall. Let '*s have a bottle of your best wine, and the 
honour of your company to drink it.” 

“.No, Count, no,” said Tarlcton, haughtily; “we ran drink 
not with the Don; but we’ll have the wine, and Ac shall drink it. 
Meanwhile, Don, tell us what possible combination of circum¬ 
stances made. th»e tiddler, barber, anatomist and virtuoso?” 

Don Sallero loved fiddling better than anything in the world, 
but next to liddling be loved talking. So being salislied that lie 
should be reimbursed for Ins pagoda, anil fortifying himself with 
a glass or two of his own wine, be yielded to TarleUm's dasirn, 
and told us his history*. I believe it was very entertaining to the 
good barber, but Tarleton and I saw milliing.cxtraordinnry in it; 
and long before it was over, vve wished him au excellent good day, 
and a new nee of Chincst monsters. 

That evening w^i were engaged at the Kit — (’at uuu, iui mnuui 
1 was opposed to the polities of its members, they admitted me on 
account of my literary pretensions. Halifax was there, and 1 com¬ 
mended the poet to bis protection. We were very gay, and Hali¬ 
fax favoured us with three new toasts by himself. O Venus! what 
licatities vve made, and vvliat characters vve murdered ! Never was 
there so important a synod to the female world , as the gods of the 
Kit — Cat Club. Alas! I am writing for the children of an after 

. 8 
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age, to whom the very names of those who made the blood of their 
ancestors leap within their veins will be unknown. What check 
will colour at the name of Carlisle? What hand will tremble as it 
touches the paper inscribed by that of BrudeneV! The graceful Go- 
dolphin, the sparkling enchantment of Harper, the ditine voice 
of Cluvcrinc, the gentle and bashful .Bridgewater, the damask 
cheek and ruby lip£ of the Hebe Manchester — what will these bo 
to the race for whom alone,these pages arc penned! This history is 
a union of strange contrasts! like the tree of the Sun, described 
by Marco I'olo, which was green when approached on one side;, 
but white when permitcd on the other — to me it is clothed iu the 
verdure and spring of the existing time; to the reader it comes co¬ 
vered with the hoariucss and wanness of the past! 

CHAPTER VII. ' 

A Dialogue of Sentiment succeeded by the Sketch of a Character, in 
whose lives Sentiment was to Wise Men what ttehgiou is to Fools, 
viz. — a Subject of Uidicule. 

St. John was now in power, and in the full flush of his many 
ambitious and restless schemes. I saw as mud. of hint as the 
high rank he held in the state, and tlva ednsequent business with 
which be was oppressed, would suffer me, — me who was pre¬ 
vented by religion from actively embracing any political parly, 
and \>ho therefore, though inclined to Ton ism, associated pretty 
equally with all. St. John and mwdf formed a great friendship 
for each other, a friendship which no after change or chance could 
efface, but which exists, strengthened and mellowed by time, 
at the very hour iif'vvhich I now; write. 1 

One evening be sent to tell me he. should bqalonc, if I would 
sup with him; accordingly I repaired to his house. He was 
walking up and down the room with uneven and rapid steps, and 
his countenance was flushed with an expression of joy and triumph, 
very rare to the thoughtful and earnest calm which it usually wore. 
“Congratulate me, Devereux,” said he, seizing me eagerly by 
the band, “congratulate me!” 

“For what?” 



“Ay, true — you are not yet a politician — you cannot yet tell 
how dear — how inexpressibly dear to one who is, is a nmineu- 
larj and petty viejpry — 1ml — if 1 were l’rjinc Minister of this 
country, what would you say?” 

"That you could hear (he duly belter than any man living— 
but remember, Harley is in the way.” 

“All, there ’& the rub,” said M. John .ffclowly, and the ex¬ 
pression of his face again changed fnrm triumph to thoughtful¬ 
ness; "hut this is a subject not to jour taste — let us choose' 
another.” Aud flinging himself into a chair, this singular man, 
who prided himself on suiting his conversation to every one, began 
conversing with me upon (he lighter to|#cs of the day; those, we 
soon exhausted, and, at Jas't we settled upon Hint of luxe and 
women. 

“town,” said t, “that in this respect, pleasure has disap¬ 
pointed as well as wearied me. 1 have longed for some heller ob¬ 
ject nl worship than the cn/tricirusr of fashion, or the yet more 
ignoble minion of the senses. ] ask a vent for enthusiasm — for 
devotion fur romance — for a thousand subtle and secret 
streams of unpttcred aud unutterable feeling. I ollen think that 
I bear within me the desire and the sentiment of poetry, though I 
enjoy not its faculty of expression; and that that desire and that 
sentiment, denied legitimate egress, centre and shrink into one 
absorbing passion — which is the want of love. Where am I to 
satisfy this want? I Juuk round these great circles #f gaiety which 
we term the world — I send forth my heart as a wanderer over 
their regions and recesses, audit returns sated, aud palled, aud 
languid to myself again.” 

"You express a common w ati t in every less worldly or more 
morbid nature,* said St.John, “a want which I myself have ex¬ 
perienced, and if I had never felt ft, l should never, perhaps, 
have turned to ambition, to console or (o engross me. Hut do 
not flatter yourself that the want will ever he fulfilled. Aalure 
places 11 s alone in this inhospitable world, and no heart is east in 
a similar mould to that which we hear within us. We pine for 
sympathy; we make to ourselves a creation of ideal beauties, in 
which we expect to find it — but the creation has no reality — it is 
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the mind’s phantasma which the mind adores — and it is because 
the phantasma can hate uo actual being that the mind despairs. 
Throughout life, ffom the cradle to the grave, it is no real or 
living thiug which we demand; it is the realization ortho idea we 
have formed within us, and which, as we arc not gods, we can 
never call into existence. We arc enamoured of the statue our¬ 
selves have graven), but, unlike the statue of the Cyprian, it 
kindles not to our homage )' nor melts to our embraces.” 

“I believe you," said I; “but it is hard to undeceive our¬ 
selves. The heart is the most credulous of all fanatics, and its 
ruling passion the most enduring of all superstitions. Oh ! what 
can tear from us, tolhc'last, the hope, the desire, the yearning 
for some bosom which, while it mirrors our own, parts not with 
the reflection. 1 hate read th.V, in the very hour and instant of 
our birth, one exactly similar to ourselves, in spirit and form, is 
born also, and that a secret and unintelligible sympathy preserves 
that likeness, even through the vicissitudes of fortune and cir¬ 
cumstance, until, in the same point of time, the two beings are 
resolved once more into the elements of earth — confess that there 
is something welcome, though unfounded, in the fancy, and that 
there are few of the substances of worldly honour which one would 
not renounce, to possess, in the closest and fondest of all re¬ 
lations, this shadow of ourselves! ” 

“Alas!” said St. John, “the. possession, like all earthly 
blessings, carries within it its own principle, of corruption. The 
deadliest foe to love is not change, nor misfortune, nor jealousy, 
nor wrath, nor anything that Hows from passion, or emanates 
from fortune; the t\‘adlicst Joe. In it is custom! With custom die 
away the delusions and the myAeries which encircle it; leaf after 
leaf, in the green poetry on which its beauty depends, droops and 
withers, till nothing but the flare and rude trunk is left. With all 
passion the soul demands something unexpressed, some vague 
recess to explore or to marvel upon — some veil upon the mental 
as well as the corporeal deity. Custom leaves nothing to romance, 
and often but little to respect. The whole character is hared before 
us like a plain, and the heart’s eye grows wearied vv illi the same¬ 
ness of the survey. And to weariness succeeds distaste, and to 
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disiastc, one of the myriad shapes of (he Proteus Aversion — so 
that the passion we would make the rarest oftreasurcs fritters dew n 
to a very instance of the commonest of proverbs — and out of fa¬ 
miliarity eometh infleed contempt! ” 

“Aud are we, then,” said I, “for ever to forego the most 
delicious of our dreams? Are we to consider love as an entire de¬ 
lusion , and to reconcile ourselves to an eternal loneliness and 
solitude of heart? What then shall lili the crying and unappeasa¬ 
ble void of our souls? Wbat shall become of those mighty 
sources of tenderness which, refused all channel in the rocky soil 
of the world, must have an outlet elsewhere, or stagnate into 
torpor?” 

“ Our passions, ” said fit. John, “are restless, andwillinake 
each experiment in their power, plough vanity be the result of all. 
Disappointed in lov«, they yearn tow ards ambition; and the object 
of ambition , vniike that oj' love, never being wholly possessed, 
ambition is the more durable passion of the Uvo. Hut sooner or 
later even that, and all passions, arc sated at last; and when 
wearied of too wide a bight, we limit our excursions, and, look¬ 
ing round us, discover the narrow 1 hounds of our proper end, we 
grow satislied Ailh the loss of rapture, if we can partake of enjoy¬ 
ment : and the eipcrience'which seemed at first so bitterly to betray 
us becomes our most real benefactor, and ultimately leads us to 
content. For it is the excess and not the nature of our passions 
which is perishable, hike the trees which grew lty the tomb of 
Vrotesilaus, the passions JUmrish till they reach a certain height, 
but no sooner is that height attained than they wither away.” 

Before I could reply, our conversation jcceived an abrupt 
and complete interruption for tlA night. The door was thrown 
open, aud a ma^i, pushing aside the servant with a rude and yet a 
dignified air, entered the room uuafinouuced, aud with the most 
perfect disregard to ceremony — 

“How d'ye, Mr. St. John,” said he — “how d'ye do? — 

liretty sort of a day we 'vo had_Ducky to find you at home — that 

is to say, if you will give me some broiled oysters and champagne 
for supper.” 

“With all my heart. Doctor,” said St.John, changing his 
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manner at opce from Ilie pensive to an easy ami south hat brusque 
familiarity— “with all my heart; hut 1 am glad In hear you area 
convert to champagne: you spent a whole evening last week in 
endeavouring to dissuade me train the sparkling sin." 

“Pish! I had suffered the day before from it, so like a true 
Old Hailey penitent, I preached up conversion to others, not from 
a desire of their welfare, hut a plagucy sore feeling for my own 
misfortune. Where did yon diue to-day? At home ! Oh! the 
dev il! I start ed on three courses at the J)uke of Ormond's. ’’ 

“Aha! Jlonesl Malt was there?” 

“Yes, to my cost. He borrowed a shilling of me for a chair. 
Hang this weather, it ati-ds me seven shillings a day for roach- 
fare, besides my paying the fares of i'll my poor brother parsons 
who come over from Ireland lo solicit niv patronage for a bishop- 
rick , and end by borrowiug half a crown in Pie meanwhile. Hut 
Matt Prior will pay me again, I suppose*, ■— out of the public 
money! ” 

“To be sure, if Chine does not ruin him first.” 

“Hang the slut: don’t talk of her. flow - Prior rails against 
his place. * He says the exercise spods his wit, add that the only 
rhymes he ever dreams of now-a-days are ‘ docket ’ and ‘cockel.’” 

“11a, ha! we must do something better for .Mall — make him 
a bishop or an ambassador. Hut, pardon me, Count. 1 have 
not yet made known to you flic most courted, authoritative, jin— 
pertinent, clever, independent, haughty, delightful, trouble¬ 
some parson of the age: do homage to Dh Swift. Doctor, he 
merciful lo my particular friend Count Devciciix.” 

Drawing himself up , with a manner which contrasted his pre¬ 
vious one strongly'enough, Dr. Swift saluted me with a dignity 
which might even he called polished, and which*certainly showed 
that however he might prefet, as his usual demeanour, an air of 
negligence, and semi-rudeness, he had profiled sufficiently by his 
acquaintance with the great to equal them in the external graces, 
supposed to he peculiar to their order, whenever it suited his in¬ 
clination. In person Swift is about the middle height, strongly 
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built, nnd wiUi a remarkably fine outline of throat and chesl; his 
front faro is certainly displeasing, though far from uncomely; hut 
the clear rhiselliiic of the nose, the curved.ujiper lip, the full 
round lioman chin, the hanging blow, and the resolute decision, 
stamped upon the whole expression of the large forehead, and the, 
dear blue eye, make his profile one of the most striking 1 over 
saw. He honoured me, to my great surprise, with a lino speech 
and a compliment; and then, villi a took, which menaced to St, 
John the retort that ensued, he added; "And 1 shall always ho 
glad to think that 1 owe your aeipiainlanee to Mr. Secretary St. 
John, who, if lie talked less about operas and singers — thought 
less about Aleilnades and IVricles — it Iff- inner complained of the 
load ot business not being Suited to bis temper, al the very moment 
be had been woikiie', like Ijumi^ragon , to get the said load upon 
bis shoulders; and if he persuaded one of Ins sincerity being as 
great as his genius, would appear to all time , as adorned with 
the choicest gills that (iod has yet thought III to bestow on the 
children of men. 1‘rithee now, Mr. Sec. when shall we have the 
oysters? Will you he merry lo-uiglit, Count?” 

"Cerbiiidv ; if one may find absolution for the champagne.” 

“ I ’ll alis 1 fl»e you,, with a vengeance, on condition that you’ll 
walk home with me, and protect the poor parson lrom the Mohawks. 
Faith, they ran young Davenaut’s chair through with a sword, 
t’other night. J hear they have sworn to make daylight through my 
'lory cassock all Whigs you know, Count Hnvercux; nasty, 
dangerous animals, howl hate them; they cost me live and six¬ 
pence a week in chairs to avoid them.” 

“Never mind, l)i\glor, 1 ’ll send mv servants home with you,' 
said St. John. 

"Ay, a nhV way of mending the matter — that’s curing tin 
itch by scratching the skin oil'. 1 could not give your tall fellow; 
less than a crown a-pie.ee, and I could buy otf the bloodiest Mohawk 
in the kingdom, if he s a Whig, for half that sum. JJut, thank 
Jlcaven , the supper is ready. ” - 

And to supper we went. The oysters and champagne seemed 
to exhilarate, if it did not refine, the Doctor's wit. St. John was 
unusually briili mi. 1 my self caught the iufcctiuu of their humour, 
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and contributed my quota to the common stock of jest arid repartee; 
and that evening, spent with the two soundest and most extra¬ 
ordinary men of the age, had in it more of broaijand familiar mirth 
titan any I hate etcr wasted in the company of the youngest and 
noisiest disciples of the howl and its concomitants. Even amidst 
all the coarse ore of Swift’s conversation, the diamond perpetually 
broke out; his vulgarity was never that of a vulgar mind. Pity 
that, while he condemned St. John's over affectation of the graces 
of life, henever perceived that his own affectation of coarseness and 
brutality, was to the full as unworthy of the. simplicity of intellect; * •• 
am! that the aversion tocant, which was the strongest characteristic 
uf fits mind, led him into' the very faults he despised, only through 
a more displeasing and offensive road. That same aversion to cant 
is, hy the way, the greatest and.most prevalent enemy to the re¬ 
putation of high and of strong minds: and in judging Swift’s cha¬ 
racter in especial, we should always bear it in recollection. This 
aversion — the very antipodes to hypocrisy — leads men not only 
to disclaim the virtues they have, but to pretend to the vices they 
have not. Foolish trick of disguised vanity! the world, alas, 

* It has been said that Swift was only coarse in his later years, anil, 
with a curious ignorance both of fact and of th.irac.tcr, that Pope was the 
cause of tho Dean’s grossness of taste. There is no doubt lhat he grew 
coarser with age; hut there is also no doubt lhat, graceful and dignified 
as that great genius could he when he pleased, he affected at a period 
earlier than the one in which he is now introduced, to he coarse both in 
speech and manner. 1 seize upon this opportunity., rnalapropos as it is. 
to observe that Swift’s preference of Ilarley to SI. John, is by no menus 
so certain as writers have been pleased generally to assert. VVarlon has 
already noted a passage in oneof Swift’s letters to Bolingbroke, to whieh 
I will beg lo call the reader’s attention: 

•• It is yuu were my hero, hut the other (Lord Oxforp!) never wire ; vet 
if he were, it was your own fault, who taught me lo love him. and often 
vindicated him, In the beginning of your ministry, from my accusations. 
But 1 granted he had the greatest inequalities of any man alive; and his 
whole scene was fifty times more a what-d’ye-eall-it than yours; lor 1 
declare yours was i/me, and I wish you would so order it that the world 
may lie as wise as 1 upon lhat article.” 

I have to apologize for introducing Ibis quotation , which I have doni 
because (and J entreat the reader to remember this) 1 observe that Count 
Detereux alway s speaks of Lord Bolmghroke as he was spoken of hy Iht 
groat men of that day — not by the little historians of this. — Ei>. 



readily believes Ihem! — Like Justice Overdo — in the garb ol 
poor Arthur of Bradley, they may deem it a virtue to have assumed 
the disguise; but they must not wonder if the sham Arthur is taken 
lor the real, beatefi as a vagabond and set in tire stocks as a rogue ! 


CHAPTER VIII. 


Lightly won—lightly last. — A Dialogue of equal'ftistrurtlon and Amuse¬ 
ment — A Visit to Sir Gi/Ufrcv Kueller. 


Ovk morning, Tarleton breakfasted with me. “I don’t sec 
the little page,” said he, “who was always in attendance in your 
anti-room — what the deuee has become*)!'him?’’ 

“You must ask his mistress ; she has quarrelled with me, and 
withdrawn both her favour and her messenger." 

‘■What, the ), .dy IIasselto/5 quarrelled with you! Iliable! 
Wherefore? ” 

“Because! am not enough of the ‘pretty fellow,’ — am tired ot 
carrying hood and scarf, and silling behind her chair through live 
long acts of a dull play — because I disappointed her in not search¬ 
ing for her at every drum and quadrille parly — because I admired 
not her monkey — and because I broke a tea-pot, with a toad for a 
cover.” 

“And is not that enough? ” cried Tarleton. “Heavens! what 
a black bead-roll of offences; Mrs. Merton would have discarded 
me for one of them. How ever, thv account has rerpoved ipy sur¬ 
prise; I heard her praise thee the other day — now as long as she 
loved thee she always abused thee like a pick-pocket.” 

“Ha! — ha! — ha! — and what said she in my favour?” 

“Why, tli.yl you here certainly very hamisome, though you 
were small: Iheiyou were certainly a great genius, though every 
one would not discover it; and that you certainly had quite the air 
, of high birth, though you were not near so well dressed as Bean 
Tippetlv. But nitre mum, Devereuv, I think she hates you, and 
would play you a trick of spite — revenge is too strong a word — 
if she could lind an opportunity.” 

“ Likely enough, Tarleton; but a coquette’s lover is always on 
his guard so she will not take me unawares.” 
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“So be it. But tell me, Dcvcrcui, who is to be your next 
mistress — Mrs. Denton, or Lady Clancathcart? — the world 
gives them both to you.” 

“ The world is always as generous with vvhaf'is worthless, as a 
bishop with Ids blessing. 1 tower or, I promise thee, Tarleton, 
tliatl will not interfere with thy claims, cither upou Mrs. Deaton 
ur Lady Claucathcarl^” 

“Nay,” said Tarleton, “I will own that you arc a very Scipio; 
but it must be confessed, even by you, satirist as you arc, that 
Lad) Clancathcart has a beautiful set of features.” 

“A handsome fare, but so vilely made. She would make a 
splendid picture it, like ll|e goddess 1 -vvorua, she could be painted 
as a head without a body.” 

“ 11a! — ha! — ha! — yon have a hitler tongue,, Count; but 
Mrs. Deaton , what have you to say against h<y?” 

“Nothing ; she lias no pretensions for me to contradict. She 
has a giecu eye, and a sharp voice, a mincing gait, and a broad 
foot. What friend of Mrs. Denton's would not, therefore, counsel 
her to a prudent obscurity?” 

“She. liner had but one lover in the world," said Tarleton, 
“who was old, blind, lame, and poor; she accej led him, and 
became Mrs. Denton.” • « 

“Yes,” said I, “she was like the magnet, and received her 
name from the very first person * sensible of her attraction.” 

“Well, you tune a shrewd way of saving sweet tilings,” said 
Tarleton; “hut I must own that you rarely or never direct it to¬ 
wards women individually. What makes you break through your 
ordinary custom?” 

Because, in the brst place, I am angry with wmien collective¬ 
ly; and must pour my spleen through whatever channel presents 
itself. And, in the second [dace, both the Denton aud the Clan— 
cathcart have been personally rude to me; so that my ill-liuuiQur, 
receives from spite a more acrid venom.” 

“I allow the latter reason,” said Tarleton, “but the first 
astonishes me. 1 despise women mv self. I always did—butvou 
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wore their most enthusiastic and chivalrous defender a month or 
two a so. What makes thee change, my Sir Amadis?” 

“Disappointment! — they weary, vex, diyvusl me — selfish, 
fiivolous, mean, heartless — out on them — ’t is a disgrace to have 
their love! ” 

“0 civl! What a sensation the news of thy misogyny will 
cause - the young, gay, rich, Count Devoid*— whose wit, vi¬ 
vacity, splendour of appearance, in itpiipagc and dress, have 
thrown, in the course of one reason, all the most established 
beaux and pretty fellows into the shade; to whom dedications, and 
odes , am! lollet-doux , are so much waste paper — who has car¬ 
ried off the most general envy and dishke*lhat any man ever was 
hirst with , since St. John ttimed politician - what! thou, all ol 
a sudden to become : railer against the dn inc sev that made thee 
what llmu art! fly fiy —unhappy apostate, or expect the tale 
of Orpheus, at least! ”• 

“.None of jour laillerics, Tarlclon, Orl shall speak to you of 
plebeians, ami the canaille." 

“ Surrr! my teeth are on edge already ! Oh, the base — base 
e.ihailh , how i loathe them! Nay, Dcvercui, joking apart, I love 
you twice as well for ymr humour. ] despise the sex heartily. 
Indeed, ini) ro.ni he it spoken , there aic few tilings that breathe 
which ! do not despise* Human nature seems to me a most pitiful 
bundle id'rags and scraps, which the gods threw out of Heaven, 
as the dust and rubbish there.” 

“A pi easant prospect ol thy species,” said I. 

“Dy my soul it is. Contempt is to me a luxury. I would not 
lose the, privilege of loathing lor all the ohjeejs which fools evei 
admired. Wha^does old I’crsiusViy oil the subject? 

Hoe riilere memo lain nit, nulla tibi vriulo 
lliade. 

'•‘And yet, Tailefnn,” said I, “the littlest feeling of all is a 
delight in contemplating the littleness of other people. .Nothing is 
mure contemptible than habitual eniiteiiipl.” 

“Pnthee, now,” answered the haughty aristocrat, “let us not 
talk of these matters so subtly — leave me my enjoyment without 
refining upon it. AY It at is your first pursuit for the morning?” 



126 


“Why, I have promised my uncle a picture of that invaluable 
countenance which Lady Ilasselton finds so handsome; and I am 
going to giv c Knellcr my last sitting.” 

“Soso, J will accompany you; 1 like the old vain dog, ’tisa 
pleasure to hear him admire himself so wittily.” 

“ Come, then ! ” said 1, taking up my hat and sword; and, en¬ 
tering Tarleton’s c.-riage, we drove to the painter’s abode.” 

We found him employed in finishing a portrait of Lady Godol- 
phin. 

“He, he!” cried lie, when he beheld me approach. “Jty 
Lint, i am glad to see, you, Couut Tcvercux, dis painting is lamned 
poor work liy oneself, widout any one to make drs grands nur, 
nid cry , ‘0, Sir Godfrey Knellcr, how liuc dis is ! ” 

“Very true, indeed,” said I, “no great in pit can he expected to 
waste his talents without his proper reward of praise. But, Xlea- 
i'cus, Tarlelon, did you ever see any thing so wonderful? — that 
land — that arm — how exquisite! If Apollo turned painter, and 
sorrowed colours from the rainbow, and models from the god- 
lesscs, he would not be fit to hold the pallet to Sir Godfrey 
Knellcr.” <■ 

“By Got, Count Tcvercux, yot.arr vou. grand judge of paint¬ 
ing,” cried the artist, with sparkling eyes, “aud 1 vill paint you 
is von tainned handsome man! ” 

“ !Nay, u;y Apelles, you might as well preserve some like- 
aess.” 

“Likeness, by Got! I vill make you like, and handsome both. 
By Got, if you make me von Apelles, 1 till make you yud Alex¬ 
ander!" < 1 

“1‘cople in general,” said Tarleton, gravel}-, “believe that 
Alexander had a wry neck, inid was a very plain fellow; but no_ 
me can know about Alexander like Sir Godfrey Kneller, w ho ha? 
studied military tactics so accurately, and who, if he had taken 
ap the sword iustead of the pencil, would have becu at least ru 
Alexander himself.” 

“By Got, Meeslcr Tarlelon, you are as goot a judge of the ta¬ 
lents for de war as Count Tevcreux of de genie for de painting! By 
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Got, MoosterTarlclon, 1 till paint your picture, and I till make 
jour eyes von goot inch bigger than dry arc!" 

“Large or small," said I, (for Tarleton, *w ho had a haughty 
custom of contracting his orbs till they were scarce perceptible, 
was so much olfended, that 1 thought it prudent to cut oil' his re¬ 
ply,) “large or small, Sir Godfrey, Mr. Tajlelon's eyes are ca¬ 
pable of admiring your genius; why, jour painting is like light¬ 
ning, and one Hash of your brush would he sullicicnl to restore 
even a blind man to sight.” 

“It is (amned true,” said Sir Godfrey, earnestly; “and it did 
restorevon'man to sight once ! By my slnuil, it did! but sit your¬ 
self town. Count Tcvereuj, and look over your left shoulder — 
ah, dal is it — and now,'praise on. Count Tcverouv; de thought 
of my genius gives 4 >u — vat you call it — von animation — von 
tire, look you — by Gmt, it docs! ” 

And by dint of such moderate panegyric, the worthy Sir God¬ 
frey completed my picture, with equal satisfaction to himself and 
the original. See what a heautilier is flattery — a lew sweet words 
will send the Count Dcvercui down to posterity, with at least three 
times as much beauty as he could justly lay claim to. 


This picture, ill present in my possession, represents the Lomu in 
all undress. The face is decidedly, though by no means remarkably, 
handsome; — the nose is aquiline — the upper lip short glut ehisplled — 
the eyes grey, and the forehead, which is by far the finest feature in the 
countenance, is peculiarly high, broad, and massive. The mouth has 
but little beauty: it is severe, causlie, amt rathor displeasing, from the 
extreme compression of the lips. The great and prevalent expression of 
the face is qnergy. The bye —the brow — the nfrn of the head —the 
erect, pcnetralinf aspect — are all strikingly bold, animated, and eveu 
daring. And Ibis expression makes a singular contrast to that in another 
likeness of the Count, also in my possession, which was taken at a much 
later period of life. The latter portrait represents him in a foreign 
uniform, decorated wuli orders. The peculiar sarcasm of the mouth is 
hidden beneath a very long anil thick iimstachio. of a much darker r»- 
lipir than the hair (for in both portraits, as in Jonas's picture ol Lord 
ilolmgbroke, the hair is left undisguised by the odious fashion of ihe 
day). Across one cheek there is a slight scar, as of a sabre nil. The 
whole character of this pnurait ;is widolv different from that in the 
earlier one. Nol a trace of the (ire — the animation —-which were so 
striking iu the physiognomy ot the youth ot twenty. — is discoverable m 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A Development of Character, and a long Letter — a Chapter, on the 
whole, more important than it seems. 

Tub scenes through which, of late, I have conducted my 
reader, are by no means episodical; they illustrate far more than 
mere narration, the career to which I was so honourably devoted. 
Dissipation — women — wine —Tarlcton for a friend, Lady ilas- 
sclton for a mistress. Let me now throw aside the mask. 

To people who have naturally very intense and very acute feel¬ 
ings, nothing is so fretting, so wearing to the heart, as the com¬ 
monplace liaisons or curtailed afl'ectiouS) which are the properties 
and offspring of the world. IVt have seen tip' birds which , with 
wings uuclipt, children fasten to a stake. , The birds seek to fly, 
and .are pulled back before their wings are well spread; till, at 
last, they either perpetually strain at the end of their short tether, 
exciting only ridicule by their anguish, and their impotent imp.t- 
tience; or, sullen and despondent, they remain on the ground, 
without an attempt to fly, nor creep, even to the ‘till limit which 
Iheir fetters would allow. Thus is it with fedjngs of the. keen, wild 
nature 1 speak of; they are either stiiving lor ever to pass the little 
circle of slavery to which they are condemned, and so move 
laughter by an excess of action, and a want of adequate power; or 
they rest motionless and moody, disdaining the petty indulgence 
they might enjoy, till sulleuness is construed into resignation, 
and despair seems the apathy of content. Time, however, cures 
what it does not kill: and both bird and beast, i 1 ' they pine not to 
the death at first, grow tame and acquiescent at lr 4. 

AVhat to me was the companionship of Tarlelon, or the attach¬ 
ment of Lady Ilasselton? 1 had yielded to the one, and X had half 


the calm, sedate, stalely, yet somewhat stern expression, which seems 
immuvcably spread over the paler hue. and the more prominent lealures 
of the man of about four or five and thirty. Yet, upon the whole, the 
face in the. latter portrait is handsomer; and, from its air ot dignity ana 
reflection, even more impressive than that in the one 1 lute first do- 
scribed - Kn 




eagerly, half scornfully, sought the other. These, and the avo¬ 
cations they brought with them consumed my time, and ofTime 
murdered, there is a ghost, which we term Ennui. The hauntings 
of this spectre are the especial curse of the Mgher orders; and 
hence springs a certain consequence to the passions: persons in 
.these ranks of society so exposed to Ennui, are cither rendered 
totally incapable of real love, or they love far ryurc intensely than 
those in a lower station; for the affections in them are cither utterly 
frittered away, on a thousand petty objects (poor shifts to escape the 
persecuting spectre), or else, early disgusted with the worthless¬ 
ness of these objects, the heart turns within and languishes for 
something not found in the daily routine of,life. When this is the 
case, and when the pining pf the heart is once satisfied, and the 
object of love is found, there arc two mighty reasons why the love 
should be most pass fc uately cheriiflied. The lirsl is the utter in¬ 
dolence in which arislocjptic life oozes away, arid which allows full 
good for that meditation which can nurse by sure degrees the 
weakest desire into the strongest passion; and the second reason 
is , that the insipidity and hollowness of all patrician pursuits and 
pleasures render the excitement of love more delicious and more 
necessary to IlieV' i^navi Icrrarum dnmini,” than it is to those 
orders of society more Visejully, more constantly, and more cn- 
grossiugly engaged. 

Wearied and sated with the pursuit of what was worthless , my 
heart, at last, exhausted itself in pining for what v\as pnrp. I 
recurred with a tenderness which I struggled with at first, and 
which in yielding to, I blushed to acknowledge, to the memory of 
I-nira. And in (lie world, surrounded by aM which might be 
supposed to caiisernie toTorget lier„my heart cltfng to her far more 
endearingly than i\liad done in the rural solitudes in which she had 
first allured it. The truth was this ; wit the time I first loved her, 
other passions — passions almost equally powerful — shared her 
empire. Ambition and pleasure— vast whirlpools of thought — 
had just opened themselves a channel in my mind, and thither the 
ti»lc*s of my desires were hurried and lost. Now those whirlpools 
bail lost their power, and the channels being dammed up, flowed 
hack upon my breast. Pleasure had disgusted me, and the only 
Verereuji . Q 
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ambition! had yet courted and pursued, had palled upon me still 
more, I say, the only ambition — for as yet that which is of the 
loftier and more lasting kind, had not all'orded me a temptation; 
and the hope w hich had borne the name and ronk of ambition had 
been the hope rather to glitter than to rise. 

These passions, not yet experienced when I lost Isora, had 
afforded me at that period a ready comfort and a sure engrossment. 
And, in satisfying the hacty jealousies of my temper, in deeming 
Isora unworthy, and Gerald my rival, I naturally aroused in my 
pride a dexterous orator as well as a firm ally. Pride not only 
strengthened my passions, it also persuaded them by its voice; 
audit was not till the languid, yet deep, stillness of sated wishes 
and palled desires fell upon me, that the low accent of a love still 
sun iving at my heart, made itself heard in answer. 

I now began to take a different view of Isora’s conduct. I now 
began to doubt, where I had formerly believed; and the doubt 
first allied to fear, gradually brightened into hope. Of Gerald's 
rivalry, at least of his identity with Barnard , and, consequently, 
of his power over Isora, there was, and there could be, no feeling 
short of certainty. But of what nature was that ptiwer? llad not 
Isora assured me that it was not love?' Mliy should I disbelieve 
her? Nay, did she not love myself? had not her cheek blushed 
and her hand trembled wlicnl addressed her? Were these signs 
the counterfeits of love? Were they riot rather of that heart’s dye 
which no skill can counterfeit? She had dtclared that she could 
not, that she could never, he mine: she had declared so with a 
fearful carneslness.which seemed to annihilate hope; but had she 
not also, in the salnc meeting, confessed that 1. was dear to her? 
Had not her lip given me a sweeter and a more eloquent assurance 
of that confession than word?? — and could hope perisli while lore 
existed? She had left me — she had bid me farewell for oxer; but 
that was no proof of a want of love, or of her imwortliiness. 
Gerald, or Barnard, evidently possessed an influence over father 
as well as child. Their departure from ** ** might have been 
occasioned by him, and she might have depleted, while she could 
not resist it: or she might ho/ et cn have deplored; nay, she might 
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!u\c desired, slip mi "III hare advised it, for my sake as well ns 
Iters, were she thoroughly convinced that the union of our loves 
was impossible. 

Itut, then, of vflint nature eould be this mysterious authority 
which Gerald possessed over her*? That which he possessed over 
the sire, political schemes might account for; but these, surely, 
could not have much weight for the daughter. IJiis, indeed, must 
-.till remain doubtful and unaccounted, for. One presumption, 
that Gerald was rill,' ,rno favoured lover, or that he was unacquaint¬ 
ed with her retreat, might he drawn from his eimtinued residence 
at the Dcvoreui Cum. If he loved Isora, anil I,new her present 
bode, would bo not have sought her? <>*ildhc, I I bought, live 
nvaj from that I* right fare,,if once allowed to behold it? unless, 
indeed, (terrild ■ thought!) there hung over it the dimness of 
vuilly familinri'y, av indifference nau oeen the offspring of pos- 
-cssiun. Itul ,vas that delicate aud virgin fare, where changes, 
w ith every nu meiil, coursed each other, harmonious to the chan¬ 
ges of (lie r mil, as shadows in a valley reflect the clouds of hea¬ 
ven ! — vv .that face, so ingenuous, so girlishly rev elant of all, 
•ven of n 'slightest, the most transitory — emotion, the face of 
• mf hardened in»deceit and inured to shame? The countenance is, 
it is true, hut a faithless mirHir. but what man that has Studied 
women will not own that (here is, at least while the down of lirst 
youth is not brushed away, in the. eye and check of a zoned and 
untainted Innocence, that which survives not even the fruition of 
a lawful love, and ha? no (nay , not even a shadowed and impor¬ 
ter!) likeness in the face of Guilt? Then, toq, had any worldlier 
or mercenary sentiment entered her breast respecting me, would 
Isora have flown from tile suit of tl*e eldest scion of the rich house 
of Keicreui?-- aVd would tjte, poor and destitute, the daughter 
of an alien and an exile, would she havc’spontaneously relinquished 
any hope of obtaining that alliance which maidens of the loftiest 
houses of England had not disdained to desire? Thus confused 
and incoherent, hot thus yearning •fondly towards her image and 
its imagined purity, did my thoughts daily and hourly array them¬ 
selves ; and. in proportion as I suffered eiuiimmi ties todrop from me 
one by one, those thoughts dong the more tenderly to that tic which. 
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though severed from the rich argosy of former love, was still in¬ 
dissolubly attached to the anchor of its hope. 

It was during this period of revived affection that I received the 
following letter from my uucle: 

“I thank thee for thy long letter, my dear boy; I read it over 
three times with gr^al delight. Odsfish , Morton, you area sad 
Pickle, I fear, and seem >.t> know all the ways of the, town as well 
as your old uucle did some thirty years ago! ’T is a very pretty ac¬ 
quaintance with human nature that your letters display. You put 
me in mind of little Sid , who was just about your height, and who 
had just such a pretty, shrew'd way of expressing himself in simile 
and point. Ah, it is easy to see that you have profited by your old 
uncle’s conversation, and that Jfarquliar and Hihcretre were not 
studied for nothing. 

“ But I have sad news for thee, my child, or rather, it is sad 
for ine to tell thee my tidings. It is sad for the old birds to linger 
in their nest when the young ones take wing and leave them; lml 
it is merry for the young birds to get away from the dull old tree, 
and frisk it in the sunshine — merry for them to get mates, and 
have young themselves. Now, do not thipk, Morton, that, by 
speaking of males and young, I anf going lo'tell thee thy brothers 
are already married; nay, there is time enough for those things, 
and 1 am not friendly to early Weddings, nor, to speak truly, a 
marvellous great admirer of that holy ceremony at any age ; for the 
which there may be private reasons , too long to relate to thee now. 
Moreover, I fear my young day was a wicked time — attentions 
wicked time — and ive were wont to laugh at the wedded state, un¬ 
til , body of me, some of us found it no laughing^ nailer. 

“llut to return, Morton — to return to thy brothers — they 
have both left me; and the'house seems to me not the good old 
house it did when ye were all about me; and, somehow or other, 
1 look now ofleuer at the church- yard than 1 was wont to do. You 
are all gone now — all shot up, and become men; and when you 
old uncle sees you no more, and reeollecls that all his own cotem¬ 
poraries are out of the world, he cannot help saying , as William 
Temple, poor fellow, once prettily enough said. ‘Methinks ii 
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seems an impertinence in me to be still alive.' You went first, 
Morton; and I missed you more than I eared to say: but von were 
always a kind hoy to those you loved, and youjvrote the old knight 
merry letters, that made him laugh, and think he was grown young 
again - (faith, boy, that was a jolly story of the three Squires at 
Hutton’s!) — and once a week routes your parket, well filled, as 
if you did not think it a task to make me happy 1 *, which your hand¬ 
writing always does; nor a shame l<.» my grey hairs that I take' 
pleasure in the same things that please thee! So, thou seest, my 
child, that I have got through thy absence pretty well, save that 1 
have had no one to read thy letters to; for Gerald and thou are. still 
jealous of each other— a great sin in’thee, Morton, which I 
prithee to reform. And Aubrey, poor lad, is a little too rigid, 
considering his year , and it lojks not well in the dear boy to 
shake his head at Iffti follies of his uncle. And as to thy mother, 
Morton, I read her oife of thy letters, and she said thou wert a 
graceless reprobate to think so much of this wicked world, and to 
write so familiarly to thine aged relative. Now, I am not a young 
man , Morton; but the word aged has a sharp sound with it when 
it comes from a lady’s mouth. 

“Well, after tlmq hadst hceu gone a month, Aubrey and 
(ici.ald, as 1 wrote thee worif long since, in the last letter I wrote 
thee with uiy own hand, made a tour together for a little while, 
and that was a hard stroke on me. But after a week or two Gerald 
returned; and l weiU out in my chair to sec the deaf hoy shbot — 
’sdealh, Morton, he handles the gun well. And then Aubrey re¬ 
turned alone: hut he looked pined, and moping, and shut him¬ 
self up, and as thou dost love him so, I didJiot like to tell thee, 
till now when lu^is quite well, tlnft he alarmed me much for him; 
he. is too much addicted tdlfrisdevotions, poor child, and seems 
to forget that the hope of the next world ought to make us happy in 
this; Well, Morion, at last, two months ago, Aubrey left us 
again, and Gerald last week set oil' on a tour through the sister 
kingdom, as it is called; Faith, boy, if Scotland and England 
are sister kingdoms, 't is a thousand pities for Scotland that they 
are not co-heiresses! 

“I should have told thee of this news before, but I have bad, 
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as lhou knowost, the gout so villannusly in my hand, that till 
t’other day, 1 have not held a pen — and old Nicholls, my ama¬ 
nuensis, is hut a ,poor scribe; and 1 did no^ love to let the dog 
write to thee on all our family affairs — especially as I have a 
secret to tell thee which makes me plaguy uneasy. Thou must 
know, Morion, that after thy departure, Gerald asked me for thy 
rooms; and though I did not like that any one else should have 
what belonged to thee, yt'V I have always had a foolish antipathy 
to say ‘No!’ — so thy brother had them, on condition to leave 
them exactly as they were, and to yield them to thee whenever 
thou should’st return to claim them. Well, Morton, when Ge¬ 
rald went on his tour with thy youngest brother, old Nicbolls — 
you know ’t is a garrulous fellow —Hold me one night, that his 
son Hugh — you remember Heigh, a thin youth, and a tall — 
lingering by the beach one evening, saw a'man, wrapped in a 
cloak, come out of the castle cave, umnon'r one of the boats, and 
push off to the little island opposite. Hugh swears by more than 
yea and nay, that the man was Father Montreuil. Now, Morton, 
this made me. very uneasy, and I saw why thy brother Gerald 
wanted thy rooms, which communicate so snugly with the sea. 
So I told Nieholls, sidy, to have the greaj iron gate at the mouth 
of the passage carefully locked; and when it wa^ locked, 1 had an 
iron plate put over the whole lock, that the lean Jesuit might not 
creep even through the keyhole. Thy brother returned, and I 
told linn a talc of the smugglers, who have really been too daring 
of late, and insisted on the door being left as I had ordered; and 
I told hint moreover; though not as if I had suspected his commu¬ 
nication with the ptflcst, that 1 interdielediall further converse with 
that limb of the church. Thf brother heard t^ve with an indif¬ 
ferently had grace: but I was pertfhplory, and the thing was 
agreed on. 

“Weil, child, the day before Gerald last left us, I went to 
take leave of him in his own room — to tell thee the truth, I had 
forgotten his travelling expenses; — when I was on the stairs.of 
the tower, I heard — by the Lord I did— Montreuil's voice in the 
outer-room, as plainly as I ever heard it at prayers. Odslish, 
Morton, i was an angered, and I made so much haste to the door 
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that my foot slipped by the way; thy brother heard me fall, and 
came out — but 1 looked at him, as I never looked at thee, Mor¬ 
ton, and entered flic room. Lo, the priest was not there; I 
searched both chambers in vain ; so 1 made thy brother lift up the 
trap-door, and kindle a lamp, and I searched the room below, 
and the passage. The priest was invisible. Tljou knowegt, Mor¬ 
ton, that there is only one egress in the passage, and that was- 
looked, as 1 said before, so where the Jevil — the devil indeed — 
could thy tutor have escaped? He could not have passed me on the 
stairs without my seeing him; he could not have leapt the window 
without breaking his neck; he could not,havc got out of the pas¬ 
sage, without making himself a current of air — Odsfish, Mor¬ 
ton , this thing might puzzle a wiser man than thine uncle. (Jerald 
affected lo be might indignant a?my suspicions; but, God for¬ 
give him, I saw he wtys playing a part. A man does not write 
plays, my child, without being keen-sighted in these little in¬ 
trigues ; and moreover, il is impossible I could have mistaken thy 
tutor's voice, which, to do il justice, is musical enough, and is 
the most singular voice I ever beard — unless little Sid’s he 
excepted. 

“■Apropos, of little Sid. •! remember that in the Mall when I 
was-walking there alone, three weeks alter my marriage, l)e 
Grammont and Sid joined me. I was in a melancholic mood — 
('sdeath, Morion, marriage tames a man, as water lames mice!) 
— ‘Alia, Sir William,’ cried Sedley, ‘thou hast a cloud on 
thee — prithee now brighten it aw ay: see thy w ife shines on 
thee, from the other end of the Mall.’ ‘ Ahtalk not to a dying 
man of his physic!' stfld Graimnpnt— [ that* Grammont was a 
shocking rogue,\Morton!] ‘I’rilhce, Sir William, what is the 
chief characteristic of wedlock? is it wt stale of war or ofpcace?’ 
‘Oh, peace to be sure!' cried Sedley, ‘and Sir William and his 
lady carry with them the emblem.’ ‘How?’ cried 1 — for I do 
assure thee, Morton, I was of a different turn of mind. ‘How!’ 
sat'd Sid gravely, ‘why the emblem of peace is the cornucopia, 
which your lady and you equitably diiide — she carries the cupia, 
and you the cor —‘ Nay, Morton, nay, I cannot finish the jest, 
for after all, it was a sorry thing in little Sid,, whom I had be- 
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friended fife a brother, with heart and purse, to wound me so 
cuttingly — but't is the way with your jesters. 

“Odsfisb, now'ihow 1 have got out of my dory! Well, I did 
not go back to my room, Morton, till I had looked to the outside 
of the'iron door, and seen that the plate was ns firm as ever: so 
now you have the whole of the matter. Gerald went the next day, 
and I fear me much lest he should already be caught in some .taco- 
bile trap. Write me thy advice on the subject. Meanwhile, l 
have taken the precaution to have the trap-door removed, and the 
aperture strongly boarded over. 

“But ’t is time for me to give over. I have been four days on 
this letter, for the gout conies now to me oflener than it • li• I, and 
I do not know when I may again write to thee with my own hand. 
so I resolved I would e’en empty my whole budget at once. Thy 
mother is well and blooming; she is, at the present, abstractedly 
employed in a prodigious piece of a tapestry , which old IVichotls 
informs me is the wonder of all the women. 

“Heaven bless thee, my child! Take care of thyself, and 
drink moderately. It is hurtful, at thy age, to drink above a gal¬ 
lon or so at a sitting. Heaven bless thee again, and when the 
weather gets warmer, thou must.conte with .thy kind looks, to 
make me feel at home again. At present the country wears a 
cheerless lace, and everything about us is harsh and frosty .-x- 
cept the blunt, good-for-nothing heart of thine nude, ami that, 
winter or summer, is always warm to thee- 

“Wir.r.itM Dkvkmux.” 

“P. S. I thank thee heartily for the little spaniel uf the new 
breed thou gottest me from the Duchess of Makborough. It has 
the prettiest red and white, and thcjdackost eyes possible. But 
poorPonto is as jealous as a wife three years married, and I cannot 
bear the old bound to he vexed, so 1 shall transfer the little crea¬ 
ture , its rival, to thy mother.” 

This letter, tolerably characteristic of the blended simplicity, 
penetration, and overflowing kindness of the writer, occasioned 
me much cogitation. There was no doubt in my mind hut that 
Gerald and Moutreuil were engaged in some intrigue for the exiled 
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family. The disguised name which the former assumed, (he 
slate reasons which D’Alvarez confessed that Barnard, or rather 
Gerald, had for concealment, aud which proved, at least, that 
some state pint ill which Gerald was engaged was known to the 
Spaniard, joined to those expressions of Montreuil, which did 
all hut own a design for the restoration of the deposed Line, aud 
die power which t liio.w he possessed overtferald, whose mind, 
■' on- « v>ld aod i‘o would love the adventure of the intrigue, 
/ Vi .reuil’s suggestions ou its nature, — these com- 
.. o’: ,h i.,' .nces left me in no doubt upon a subject deeply 
.' ostiug to die honour of our house, and the very life of one of 
its members. Nothing, however, for*me to do, calculated to 
prevent »• impede the designs of Montreuil and the danger of Ge¬ 
rald, o'c.i/' vt tenr Eager a^ko in my hatred and my love, I 
said, in;, Wo,'liters it whether one whom, the lies of blood 

•.ewe! soiii ucu vwitrSs me, with whom from my childhood up- 
waids. I have wrestle.I a" with au enemy, what matters it whether he 
win fame Hi .hath in the perilous game be has engaged in?” And 
turning' l:.o.i this most geu • ous, and most brotherly view of the 
'.oh,ret ; began only to think whether the search or the society of 
I si‘>v ,i-> influence^ Gerald in his absence from home. After a 
fryit"'is d inreaclusiv’e meditation on that head, my thoughts 
tool. .'i» sclfisn turn, aud dwelt with all the softness of pity and 
the tu>i y of love upon the morbid temperament and ascetic devo¬ 
tions o; Aubrey. What, for one already so abstracted ffom the 
enjoyni-iils of earth, so darkened by superstitious misconceptions 
of the true nature of God and the true objocts of his creatures — 
what could be anticipated, but wasted potters and a perverted 
life? Ala-! when will men perelive the difference between reli¬ 
gion and priestcraft! wheu will they perceive that reason, so far 
from extinguishing religion by a more gaudy light, sheds on it all 
itslustre? when will they perceive that nothing contrary to sense is 
pleasing to virtue, and that virtue itself is only valuable because it 
in the road to happiness? tt is fabled that the first legislator of the 
Peruvians received from the Deity a golden rod, with which in his 
wanderings lie was lo strikcTlie earth, until in some destined spot 
the earth entirely absorbed it, and there — and there alone — 
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was lic'tdereet a temple to the Divinity. What is this fable but the 
cloak of an inestimable moral? Our reason is the rod of gold; the 
vast world of Trull) gives the soil, whieb it is perpetually to 
sound; and only where without resistance till soil receives the 
rod which guided and supported us, will our Altar be sacred aud 
our worship be accepted. 

c 

CHAPTER X. 

Being a shorl Chapter, containing a most important Event. 

Sin. Wim.um’s letf r was still fresh in my mind, when for 
want of some less noble quarter wherein to bestow my tediousuess, 
1 repaired to St. John. As I crossed the hall to his apartment, 
two men, just dismissed from his presence, 1 passed me rapidly; 
one was unknown to me, but there was no mistaking the 
other — it was Moulreuil. I was greatly startled; the priesl not 
appearing to notice me, and contersiug in a whispered, jet 
seemingly vehement tone, with his conipautou, hurried ou, and 
vanished llirougli the street door. I entered St. John's room: 
he was alone, aud received me with his usual gaiety. 

“ I'arduu me, Mr. Secretary,” daitli; “but if not a question 
of state, do inform me what you know respecting the taller one of 
those two gentlemen who have just quitted you?” 

“It is a question of stale, my dear Devereux, so my answer 
must be brief—very little." 

“You know who fee is?” 

“Yes, a Jesuit, and a marvellously shrewd one: the Able 
Moulreuil.'’ *' 

“lie was my tutor.” 

“Ah, so I have heard.” 

“And your acquaintance with him is positively and bona fide 
of a state nature?” 

“Positively aud bundJide." 

“I could tell you something of him; he is certainly iu the ser¬ 
vice of the Court at Si. Germains, aud a terrible plotter on this 
side the channel.” 
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“Possibly; but I wish lo receive no information respecting 
him.” 

One great virtue of business (lid St. John possess, and I have 
never known any Statesman who possessed it'so eminently: it was 
the discretional distinction between friends of the statesman and 
friends of the man. Much and intimately as I knew St. John, I 
could never gleau from him a siugle secret of# state nature, until, 
indeed, at a later period, I leagued jnyself to a portion of Ids 
public schemes. Accordingly 1 found him, at the present mo¬ 
ment, perfectly impregnable to my inquiries; aud it was not till 
1 knew Alonlreud’s companion was that, celebrated intriguant, the 
Abbe, Gaultier, that I ascertained the intact nature of the priest’s 
business with St. John, and the exact motive of the civilities be 
had received from * bigail Alasham. * being at last forced, de¬ 
spairingly, lo givw over the atempt on his discretion, t suffered 
St. John to turn the conversation upon other topics, and as these 
were not much to the existent humour of my mind, 1 soon rose 
lo depart. 

“Slay, Count," said St. John; “shall you ride to day?” 

“If you will bear me company.” 

‘ ‘ / 'oloiUitrs — to say the truth, L was about to ask you to canter 
jour bay horse with mefirsl’lo Spring Gardens, ** where I have a 
promise to make to the director; and secondly, on a mission of 
charity to a poor foreigner of rank aud birth, who, in his pro¬ 
found ignorance of this country, thought it right,to entcy into a 
• 

* Viz. — That Count Ilcvemix ascertained the priest's communi¬ 
cations and overtures from the Chevalier. Thtfprccise extent of Jloling- 
Jiroke’s secret negoekymns with the exiled Prince is slid one of the 
darkest portion! of the history oltthat lime. That negoeialions were 
earned on, both liy Hailey and 1)) St. John, verj largely, and very 
closely, 1 need not say that there is no doubt. Whether there was an v 
guilt in the correspondence — viz., whether sound policy and the good 
of the nation did not require as well as jnstily it — is a matter to be lett 
lo the sound casuistry, and enlightened, unbiassed, and profound pene¬ 
tration of historians, like fijlhculus, lo decide; — (Jatlieulns, that li¬ 
beller of freedom, whose writings would so admirably fulfil the true end 
of party — traduce the great aud exalt the little — were not the rancour 
ot the advocate rendered venomless by the imbecility of the man. — -1Sj>. 

** tauxhall. 
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plot with some wise heads, and to reveal it to some foolish longues, 
who brought it to us with as much clatter as if it were a second 
gunpowder project. 1 easily brought him off that scrape, and i 
am now goiug to give him a caution for the future. Poor gentle¬ 
man, I hear that he is grievously distressed in pecuniary matters, 
and 1 always had a kindness for exiles. Who knows hut that a 
state of exile may be our own fate! and this alien is sprung Iroin 
a race as haughty as that of St. John , or of Devcrcux. The its 
augnsla do mi must gall him sorely ! ” 

“True,” said I, slowly. “What may he the name of the 
foreigner f” 


“Why — complain nol hereafter that I do not trust you in 
state matters - I will divulge — D’Ai.arcz— Don Diego — an 
hidalgo of the best blood of Audajusia ; and nol unworthy of it, i 
fancy, in the virtues of lighting, though he ; ]nay he in those of 
council, llul — Heavens! Devereux — yotf'seem ill!” 

“No, no! Have you ever seen this man?” 

“Never.” 


At this word a thrill of joy sliot across me, for 1 knew St. John’s 
fame for gallantry, and 1 was suspicious of the motives of his visit. 

“St.Jolm, 1 know this Spaniard — I know him'woll, and in¬ 
timately. Could you not commission''me to do jour errand, and 
deliver your caution? Belief from me he might accept; from you. 


as a stranger, pride might forbid it; and you would really confer 
on me it personal and an essential kindness, if you would give me 
so fair an opportunity to confer kindness upon him.” 

“Very well, I am .-delighted to oblige you in any way. Take 
his direction; you see liis abode is in a very, pitiful suburb. Tell 
him from me that lie is quite safe at present; but NpH him also to 
avoid, henceforward, all imprudence, all connexion with priests, 
plotters, el Ions cos gem-la , as lie values his personal safety, or 
at leasj his continuance in this most hospitable country. It is dot 
from every wood that we make a Mercury, nor' from every brain 
that, we can carve a Mercury’s genius of intrigue." 

“Nobody ought to be better skilled iu the materials requisite 
for such productions than Mr. Secretary St. John!” said I; “and 
now, adieu.” 



“Adieu, if you won't ride with me. We meet at Sir William 
'Wyndham's to-morrow.” 

Masking my ablation till 1 was alone, I rejoiced when 1 found 
myself in the opAi streets. I summoned a*haekncy coach, and 
drove as rapidly as the vehicle would permit, to the petty and ob¬ 
scure suburb lo which St. John bad directed me. The coach 
stopped at the door of a very bumble, but nol*absolulely wretched, 
abode. 1 knocked at the door. A.woman opened it, and, in 
answer to my inquiries, told me that the poor foreign gcntlemau 
was very ill — very ill indeed — bad sull'ercd a paralytic stroke — 
not expected to live. His daughter was with him now — would 
see no one -• even Mr. Barnard bad bce-j denied admission. 

At that name my feeling-., shocked and stunned at lirst by the 
unexpected inlcllip< -ice ol the poor Spaniard's danger, (elt a 
sudden and lioice * mlsion— I combated it. This is no time, 1 
thought, for any jeaUus, for any sellisb, emotion. Il l can serve 
her, il l can relieve.her father, let me he eonlented. “She will 
see me," 1 said aloud, and I slipped some money in the woman's 
•i.md. “1 am an old friend of the family, and I shall not he an 
unwelcome intruder on the sick room of the sufferer. ” 

“Inliudci*, Sir — bless you, the poor gentleman is quito 
speechless and insensible.”* 

At hearing this, I could refrain no longer. Isora’s disconsolate, 
solitary, destitute condition, broke irresistibly upon me, and all 
scruple of more delicate and formal nature vanished at qncc. I 
ascended the stairs,* followed by the old woman - she stopped me 
by the threshold of a room on the second floor, and whispered 
■'There!” 1 paused an instant — collected breath and courage, 
and entered, fa'hc room was jiartiallv darkened. The curtains 
were drawn closely around the bed. By a table, on which stood 
two or three phials of medicine, I beheld lsora, listening with an 
eager, a most eager and intent face, lo a man whose garb betrayed 
his healing profession, and who, laying a linger on tile oulstreit lied 
palm of bis other baud, appeared giving bis precise instructions, 
and uttering that oracular breath which — mere human words to 
him — was a message of fate itself-- a flat on which hung all that 
makes life, life, to his trembling and devout listener. Monarchs 
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of earth, ye have not so supreme a power over woe and happiness, 
as one village leech' As he turned to leave her, she drew from a 
most slender purse a few petty coins, and I saw that she muttered 
some words indicative of the shame of poverty, as she tremblingly 
teuded them lo Ihe outstretched palm. Twice did that palm elo.se 
and open on the paltry sum; and the third time the native instinct 
of the heart overcame the. later instinct of the profession. Tin 
limb of Galen drew hack, end shaking with a gentle oscillation his 
capitalian honours, he laid the muney softly on the table, and 
bill toning up tlie pouch of his nether garment, as if to resist temp¬ 
tation, he pressed the poor baud still extended towards him, and 
bowing over it with a kind respect for which I did long to approach 
and kiss his most withered and undainty check, he turned quickly 
round, and almost fell against unpin the abstracted hurry of his exit. 

“Hush!” said!, softly. “ What hope of your patient?” 

The leech glanced at me meaningly, amfl whispered lo him to 
wait lor me below. Isora had not yet seen me. It is a notable 
distinction in the feelings, that all but the solitary one of grief 
quickeu to a nerve-like quickness the keenness of the seuses ‘ but 
grief blunts them to a most dull obtuseness. 1 hesitated now lo 
.comeforward; and so I stood, hat in baud,,by the door, aud not 
knowing that the lears streamed dowii my''cheeks as 1 fixed my ga,.e 
upon Isora. She too stood still, just where the leech had leither, 
with her eyes lived upon the ground, and her head drooping. The 
right iupid which the man had pressed, had sunk slowly and hea¬ 
vily by her side, with the small snowy lingers half closed over the 
palm. There is no describing the despondency which Ihe listless 
position of that hand spoke, and the left h ind lay with a like in¬ 
dolence of sorrow on the table, with one linger outstretched and 
pointing towards the phials, just as it had, some moments before, 
seconded the injunctions of the prim physician. Well, for my 
part, if I were a painter l would come uow and then lo a sick 
chamber for a study. 

At last Isora, with a very quiet gesture of seif-recovery, moved 
towards the bed, and the next moment I was by her side. .If my 
life depended on it, I could not write one, no, not one syllabic 
more of this sceue. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

Containing mojy than any other Chapter in thj Second Book of this 
History. 

Me first proposal was to remove the patient, with all due care 
and gentleness, to a better lodging, and a district more convenient 
for the visits of the most eminent physicians. When I expressed 
tuis wish tolsora, she looked at mclong and wistfully, and then 
burst into tears. “You will not deceive us,” said she, “and 1 
accept your kindness at once — front him 1 rejected the same oiler.” 

“Him? — of whom speak you? — Jliis Barnard, or rather — 
but 1 know him!” A startling expression passed over Isora's 
speaking face. 

“Know him!,, she cried, Interrupting me, “You do not — 
you cannot!” , 

‘ ‘ Take courage, dearest Isora — ifl may so dare to call you — 
take courage; it is fearful to have a rival in that quarter— bttl 1 am 
prepared for it. — This Barnard, tell me again, do you love 
him?” 

“Love-»0 God, no!” 

“ What then: dj you still fear him? — fear him, too, protected 
by the unsleeping eye, and the vigilant hand of a love like mine?” 

“Yes!” she said falleringly, “1 fear for yoii\” 

“Me!” I cried, laughing scornfully, “mc # ! nay, dearest, 
there breathes nothhal matt whom you need fear on my aceounl- 
— But, answer me, is not—” 

“ For Heaven’s sake — for mercy’s sak’ej ” cried fsora eagerly, 
“do not quesj<ou me— I may pot tell you Mio, or what this man 
is — i am bound, by a most solemn oath, never to divulge that 
secret. ” 

“I care not," saidl, calmly, “ I want no confirmation of my 
knowledge — this masked rival is my own brother!” 

I fixed my eyes full on Isora while I said this, and she quailed 
beneath my gaze: her cheek — her lips — were utterly without 
colour, and an expression of sickening and keen anguish was 
graven upon her face. — She made no answer. 
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“Yes!" resumed I, bitterly, “ it is my brother — be it so — 

I am prepared — but if you can, Isora, say one word to deny it? ” 

Isora’s tongue seemed literally to cleave to her mouth; at last, 
with a violent effort', she muttered, “lhave told you, Morton, 
that I am bound by oath not to divulge this secret; nor may I ■ 
breathe a single syllable calculated to do so —/if 1 deny one name, „ 
you may question me on more — and, theref/re, to deny one is a 
breach of my oath. But beware!” she added, vehemently, “oh! 
beware how your suspicions — mere vague, baseless suspicions— 
criminate a brother; and, above all, whomsoever you believe to 
be the real being under this disguised name — as you value your 
life, and therefore mine i - breathe not to him a syllable of your 
belief.” 

1 was so struck with the energy with which this was said, that 
after a short pause, I rejoined in an altered to da, 

“I cannot believe that I have aught agaihst life to fear from a 
brother's hand — but 1 will promise you to guard against latent 
danger. But is your oath so peremptory that you cannot deny even 
oue name? — if not, and you can deny this, 1 swear to you that I 
will ncier question you upon another.” 

Again a lierce convulsion wrung the lip and distorted the per¬ 
fect features of Isora. She remained silent for some moments, 
and then murmured, “My oath forbids me even that single an¬ 
swer — tempt me no more — now, and for ever 1 am mute upon 
this subject.” 

Perhaps some slight and momentary anger, or doubt, or 
suspicion, betrayed itself upon my countenance, for Isora, after 
looking upon me long and mournfully, said.in a nuic’t, but me¬ 
lancholy tone, “1 see your thoughts, and 1 do not reproach you 
for them — it is natural that you should think ill of one whom this 
mystery surrounds — one too placed under such circumstances of 
humiliation and distrust. I have lived long in your country — I 
have seen for the last few months, much of its inhabitants; 1 have 
studied too the works which profess to unfold its national and pe¬ 
culiar character; 1 know that you have a mistrust of the people of 
oilier climates; I know that you are cautious and full of suspicious 
vigilance, even in your commerce with each other; I know, too. 
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(and Isora’s hcarl swelled visibly as she spoke) that poverty itself, 
in the eyes of your commercial countrymen, is a crime, and that 
they rarely fee! confidence or place faith in those who arc unhappy; 

— why, Count Devereux, why should I require more of you than 
of the rest of your nation? Why should you think better of the 
pennylcss and friendless girl — the degraded exile — the victim 
of doubt, which is so often the disguise of guflt, than any other — 
any one even among my own people — would think of one so 
mercilessly deprived ^ all the decent and appropriate barriers by 
which a maiden shoultt be surrounded? No — no — leave me as 
jou found me — leave my poor father where you see him — any 
place will do for us to die in. ” 

“Isora!” I said, clasping her in my arms, “you do not know 
me yet; had 1 four you in prosperity, and in the world’s honour 

— had 1 wooed yc<i in your father's halls, and girt around with 
the friends and kinsrJIru of your race — 1 might have pressed for 
more than you will now tell me — I might have indulged suspicion 
where 1 perceived mystery, and I might not have loved as 1 love 
you now! A'oio, Isora, in misfortune, in destitution, 1 place 
without reserve my whole heart — its trust, its zeal, its dcvoliou 

— in your keeping; qome evil or good, storm or sunshine, lam 
yours, wholly, and forever.' Reject me if you will, I will return 
to you again; and never — never— save from my own eyes or jour 
own lips — will I receive a single evidence detracting from yout 
purity, or, Isora— mine own, owuIsora— may*Inoladd alsu 

— from your love?” 

“Too, too generous!” murmured Isora, struggliug pas¬ 
sionately with her tcags, “may God forsake jnc if ever I am un¬ 
grateful to thee ■. and believe — hfclicve, that if love, more fond, 
more true, more devoted than women ever felt before, can repay 
you, you shall be repaid! ” 

Why, at (hat moment, did my heart Jeap so joyously within 
me? — why did 1 say inly — “ The treasure 1 have so long yearned 
f»r, is found at last: we have met, and through the waste of years, 
we will walk together, aud uever part again?” Why, at that 
nfoment of bliss , did 1 noI rather J'eel a foretaste of the coming 
woe! Oh, bliud aud capricious Rate, that gives us a presen- 

Devereux. ] () 
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timent at one while, and withholds it at another! Knowledge, 
and Prudence, and calculating Foresight, what are ye? — warn¬ 
ings unto others, not ourselves. Reason is a lamp which sheddclh 
afar a glorious ami general light, hut leaveth all that is around it 
in darkness and in gloom! We foresee and foretell the destiny of 
others — we inarch credulous and benighted to our own; and, 
like Laocodu, from the very altars by which we stand as the sooth¬ 
sayer and the priest, crcep.forth, unsuspected and undreamt of, 
the serpents which are fated to destroy us! 

That very day then, Alvarez was reinofed to a lodging more 
wortiiy of his birth, and more calculated to afford hope of his re¬ 
covery. He bore the rent-oval without any evident sign of fatigue; 
hut his dreadful malady had taken awi.y both speech and sense, 
and he was already more than tyjdf the properly of the grave. 1 
sent, however, for the best medical adviee which J.ondou could 
afford. They met — prescribed — and left the. patient just as 
they found him. 1 know not, in the progress of science, what 
physicians may be to posterity, but in my time they are false wit¬ 
nesses subptcnaed'againsl Death, whose testimony always tells less 
in favour of the plaintiff than the defendant. 

Before we left the poor Spaniard's present lodgfng, and when 
1 was on the point of giving some inktrut lions to the landlady re¬ 
specting the place to which the few articles of property belonging (o 
Don Diego and Isorn were to be moved, Isora made me a sign In 
be silent, which I obeyed. “Pardon me,” said she afterwards; 
“ but I confess that 1 am anxious our next residence should not he 
known — should not |>e subject to the intrusion of— of this —” 

“Barnard, as you call him. I understand you; lie it so!” 
and accordingly I enjoined the goods to be sent to,my own house, 
whence they were removed to Don Diego's new abode; and 1 took 
especial care to leave with tbc'good lady no clue to discover Alvarez 
and his daughter, otherwise than through mo. The pleasure 
afforded me of directing Gerald's attention to myself, I could not 
resist. “Tell Mr. Baruurd, when he calls,” said I, “that only 
through Count Morion Dcvereux, will he hear of Don Diego D’Al- 
varez , and the lady his daughter.” 

“twill, your honour," said the landlady; and then lo< king at 
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me more attentively, she added: “Bless me! now when you 
speak, there is a very strong likeness between yourself and Mr. 
Barnard.” } 

1 recoiled as if an adder had stung me, and hurried into the 
coach to support the patient, who was already placed there. 

Now then my daily post was by the bed of disease and suffer¬ 
ing; in the chamber of death was my vow oflove ratified; and in 
sadness and in sorrow was it returned. But it is in such scenes 
that the deepest, the most endearing, and the most holy, spe¬ 
cies of the passion is engendered. As 1 heard Isora’s low voice 
tremble with the suspense of one who watches over the hourly se¬ 
vering of the affection of Nature and ol*early years: as I saw her 
light step Hit by (hi- piilotv which she smoothed, and her cheek 
alternately Hush at > fade, in witching the wants which she re¬ 
lieved; as I marift'd her mute, her unwearying, tenderness, 
breaking into a thoustftid nameless, but mighty, cares, and per¬ 
vading like an angel’s vigilance every — yea, the minutest — 
course into which it flowed — did 1 not behold her in that sphere 
in which woman is most lovely, and in which love itself conse¬ 
crates its admiration, and purifies its most ardent desires? That 
was uot a lime for oqr hearts to speak audibly to each other; but 
wc felt that they grew closer and closer, and we asked not for 
the poor eloquence of words. But over this scene let me not 
linger. 

One morning, as I was proceeding on fool to INora’s,*I per¬ 
ceived on the opposite side of the wav Monlreuil and Gerald ; they 
were conversing eagerly: they both saw mo. Monlreuil made a 
slight, quiet, tynl diftnilied inclination of t|je head: Gerald co¬ 
loured, and hesitated. 1 tlmuglft he was about to leave his com¬ 
panion and address me; but, with a haughty and severe air, I 
passed on, and Gerald , as if stung Iiy my demeanour, hit his lip 
vehemently, and followed my example. A few minutes after¬ 
wards I felt an inclination to regret (hat I had not afforded him an 
opportunity of addressing me. “I might,” thought 1, “have 
then taunted him with his persecution of Isora, and detied him to 
execute those threats against me, in which it is evident, from her 
apprehensions for my safely, that he indulged.” 


10 
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I had not, however, much leisure for these thoughts. When 
1 arrived at the lodgings of Alvarez, 1 found that a great change had 
taken place in his condition; he had recovered .speech, though 
imperfectly, and testified a return to sense. I'dew up stairs with 
a light step to congratulate Isora: she met me at the door. 
“Hush!” she whispered; “my father sleeps!” Ilut she did not 
speak with the animution I had anticipated. 

“What is the matter* dearest?” said I, following her into 
another apartment: “you seem sad, and your eyes are red with 
tears, which arc not, methinks, entirely the tears of joy at this 
happy change, in your father? ” 

“ I am marked out fot, suffering,” relumed Isora, more keenly 
than she was wont to speak. I pressed lxer to explain her meaning; 
she hesitated at first, but at length confessed that her father had 
always been anxious for her marriage with this «> ii-(Iisivil Barnard, 
and that his first words on his recovery had been to press her to 
consent to his wishes. 

“Sly poor father,” saidshe, weepingly, “ speaks and thinks 
only for my fancied good; but his senses as yet are only recovered 
in part, and he cannot even understand me when J speak of you. 
‘I shall die,’ he said, ‘I shall die, and you xvilK’he left on the 
wide world! ’ 1 in vain endeavoured to explain to him that 1 should 
have a protector -- lie fell asleep muttering those words, aud with 
tears in his eyes,” 

“lines he know as much of this Barnard as you do?” said 1. 

“Heavens, no! — or he would never'nave pressed me to 
marry one so wicked” 

“Does he know <;,ven who he is?” 

“Yes!” saidlsdra, after a pause, “ but he has not known it 
long.” 

Here the physician joined-us, and taking me aside, informed 
me that, as he had foreboded, sleep had been the harbinger of 
death, and that Don Diego was no more. 1 'broke the news as 
gently as I eonhl to Isora; but her grief was far more violent than 
1 could have anticipated: and nothing seemed to cut tier so deeply 
to the heart as the thought that his last wish had been one with 
which she had not complied, and could never comply. 



149 


I pass over the lirsl days of mourning — I come to the one after 
Ron Diego’s funeral. I had been with Isora in the morning; I left 
her for a few hours, and returned at the first jlusk of evening with 
some boohs and music, which 1 vainly hoped she might recur to 
for a momentary abstraction from her grief. I dismissed my car¬ 
riage, with the intention of walking home, and addressing the 
woman-servant who admitted me, inquired* as was my wont, 
after Isora. “She has been very ill,'•replied the woman, “ever 
since the strange gentleman left her.” 

“The strange gentleman?” 

Yes, he had forced his way upstairs, despite of the denial the 
servant had been ordered to give to all stAingeis. He had entered 
Isora's room; and the vvotnau, in answer to my urgent inquiries, 
added that she ha' 1 oeard his voice raised to a loud and harsh Key 
m the apartment ;*he had stayed there about a quarter of an 
hour, and had then Iftirried out, seemingly in great disorder and 
agitation. “ 

“ What description of man was he?” lasted. 

The woman answered tiiat he was mantled from head to foot in 
his cloak, which was richly laced, and his hat was looped wit.it 
diamonds, but slouched over that part of his face which the collar 
if his cloak did not hide’, so that she could not further describe 
aim than as one of a haughty and abrupt bearing, and evidently 
belonging lo the higher ranks. 

Convinced that Herald had been the intruder, I hastened up 
lie stairs lo Isora. She received me with a sicky and faint smile, 
ind endeavoured to conceal the traces ot her tears. 

“So!” said I, “(Jiis insolent persceulor.ofyours has disco¬ 
lored your abode, and again insulted or intimidated you. He 
'hall do so uo more! — I will seek him to-morrow — and no aflinily 
if blood shall prevent—” 

“Morton, dear Morton!” cried Isora, in great alarm, and 
yet with a certain determination stamped upon tier features, “hear 
n»e! - it is true this man has been here — it is true that fearful, 
and terrible as he is, he has agitated and alarmed me; but it was 
only for you, Morton — by the Holy Virgin, it was only for you! 
‘The moment,’ said he, and his voice ran shiveringly through my 
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heart like a dagger, “the moment Morton Devereux discovers 
who is his rival, that moment his death-warrant is irrevocably 
sealed!’” , 

“Arrogant boaster!” I cried, and my blood burnt with the 
intense rage which a much slighter cause would have kindled from 
the natural fierceness of my temper. “Does he think my life is at 
his bidding, to allSw or to withhold? — Unhand me, Isora, un¬ 
hand me! 1 tell you I will «ek him this moment, and dare him to 
do his worst! ” 

“l)o so,” said Isora, calmly, and releasing her hold; “do 
so; hut hear me lirst: the moment you breathe to hint your suspi¬ 
cions you place an c!ern.ti harrier betwixt yourself and me! Pledge 
me your faith that you will never, while 1 live at least, reveal to 
him — to any one — whom yefi suspect—your reproach, your 
deliance, your knowledge — nay, not even 'jour lightest suspi¬ 
cion of his identity with my persecutor — [iromise me this, Mor¬ 
ton Devereux, or, I, % my turn, before that crucilix, whose 
sanctity we both acknowledge and adore — that crucilix which has 
descended to my race for three unbroken centuries — which, for 
my departed Father, in the solemn vow, and in the death agony, 
has still been a witness, a consolation, apd.a [hedge, between 
the soul and its Creator — by that crucilix which my dying mother 
clasped to her bosom, when she committed me, an infant, lo 
tlie care of that Heaven which hoars and records for ever our 
lighter,t word'— I swear that I will never be voius! ” 

“Isora! ” said I, awed and startled, yet struggling against the 
impression ber energy made upon me, “you know not to what you 
pledge yourself, oj what you require of me. If I do not seek out 
this man — if I do not expose R> him my knowledge of his pursuit 
and uuhallowed persecution of you — if 1 do not effectually pro¬ 
hibit and prevent their confmuance — think well, what security 
have I for your future peace of mind — nay, even for the safely of 
your honour or your life? A man thus bold, daring, and un- 
baillcd in his pursuit, thus vigilant and skilful in his selection of 
time and occasion — so that, despite my constant and anxious 
endeavour to meet him in your presence, ( have never been able 
lo do so — from a man, I say, thus pertinacious in resolution, 
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thus crafty in disguise, wliat may you not dread when you leave 
him utterly fearless hy the license of impunity? Think too, again, 
'lsora, that the mystery dishonours as inucljas the danger mena¬ 
ces. Is it meet that my betrothed and my future bride should be 
subjected to these secret and terrible visitations — visitations of a 
mau professing himself her lover, and evincing the vehemence of 
his passion by that of his pursuit? Isora * isora — you have 
weighed not these things — you k*iow not what you demand 
of me.” 

“1 do!” answered Isora, “I do know all that I demand of 
you — I demand of you only to preserve your life.” 

“How," saidl, impatiently, “cauhot my hand preserve my 
life? and is it for you, Site daughter of a line of warriors, to ask 
your lover aud yon husband to ijjtriiik from a single foe?” 

‘ 1 No, Morion f' answered Isora. ‘ 1 Were you going to battle, 
I would gird on yom»sword myself—were, too, this man other 
than he is, and you were about to meet him in open contest, I 
would not wrong you, nor degrade your betrothed, hy a fear. 
Jiut I know my persecutor well — fierce, unrelenting — dreadful 
in his dark and ungovernable passions as he is, he has not the 
. ourage, to confront you: I fear not the open foe, but the. lurking, 
and sure assassin. His? vei’y earnestness to avoid you; the pre¬ 
cautions lie has taken — nay, from me, the certainty lie has ob¬ 
tained to that effect — are alone sufficient to convince you that he 
dreads personally to oppose your claim, or to vindicate himself.” 

“Then what have 1 to fear?” 

“Every thing! Do you not know that from men, at once fierce, 
crafty, and shrinking from bold violence, (lie stuff for assassins 
is always made? And if I vvantad surer proof of his designs than 
inference, his oath — it rings iu my ears now — is sufficient: 
‘The moment Morton Dcvereui discovers who is his rival, (hat 
moment his death-warrant is irrevocably sealed.! Morton, I 
demand your promise; or, though my heartbreak, 1 will record 
tpy own vow.” 

“ Slay — stay,” I said, in anger, and in sorrow: “were I to 
promise this, and for my own safety hazard yours, what could 
you deem me?" 
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“Fear not for me, Morton," answered Isora; “you have no 
cause. I tell you that this roan, villain as he is, ever leaves me 
humbled and abased. Do ndt think that in all times, and ail 
scenes, I am the foolish and weak creature you behold me now. 
Remember, that you said rightly 1 was the daughter of a line of 
warriors; and I have that within me which will not shame my 
descent.” 

“But, dearest, your resolution may avail you for a time; but 
it cannot for ever baffle the hardened nature of a man. I know my 
own sex, and 1 know rny own ferocity, were it once aroused." 

“But, Morton, you do notknowwe,” saidlsora, proudly, 
and her face, as she spollc, was set, and even stern, “ I am only 
the coward when 1 think of you; a word — a look of mine — can 
abash this man; or, if it could not, I am never without a weapon 
to defend myself, or—or—” Isora’s voice,'before firm and col¬ 
lected, now faltered, and a deep blush flowed over the marble 
paleness of her face. 

“Orwhat?” saidl, anxiously. 

“Or thee, Morton!” murmured Isora, tenderly, and with¬ 
drawing her eyes from mine. ,, 

The tone, the look, that accompanied'these words, melted 
me at once. I rose — I clasped isora to my heart—and, pouring 
my kisses upon her soft lips, I said, — 

„ “Xou are a strange compound, my own fairy queen: but these 
lips — this cheek — those eyes — are not fit features for a heroine.” 

“Morton, if I ha^f less determination in my heart, I could not 
love you so well.” 

“But tell me,” I whispered, with a smile,* “where is this 
weapon on which you rely so strongly?” 

“Eere!” answered Isora, blushingly; and, extricating her¬ 
self front me, she showed me a small two-edged dagger, which 
she wore carefully concealed w ithin the folds of her dress. I looked 
tver the bright, keen blade with surprise, and yet with plcasum, 
it the latent resolution of a character seemingly so soft. I say w ith 
pleasure, for it suited well with my own fierce and wild temper. 

[ returned the weapon to her, with a smile and a jest. 
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“Ah!” said Isora, shrinking from my kiss, “1 should not 
have .been so bold if I only feared danger for myself.” 

But if, for n ryoment, we forgot, in the flushings of our affec¬ 
tion, the object of our converse and dispute, we soon returned to 
it again. Isora was the first to recur to it. She reminded me of 
the promise she required; and she spoke with a seriousness and a 
solemnity which I found mjsclf scarcely able lo resist. 

“But,” 1 said, "if he ever molftl you hereafter; if again I 
find that bright cheek blanched, and those deer eyes dimmed with 
tears, and 1 know that, in my own house, some one has dared 
thus to insult its queen, am I to be still torpid and inactive, lest a 
dastard and craven hand sbouldaveuge nfy assertion of yourhonour 
and mine?" * 

“No, Morton, after our marriage, whenever that be, you 
will have nothing fti apprehend from him on the same ground as 
before; my fear for you, loo, will not be what it is now; your 
honour will be bound in mine, and nothing shall induce me to 
hazard it — no, not even your safety. 1 have every reason to be¬ 
lieve that, alter that event, he will subject me no longer to his 
insults — Iionv^ indeed, can he, under your perpetual protection? 
o- , for what cause should (je attempt it, if he could? I shall be, 
limn yours — only aud ever yours — what hope could, therefore, 
then nerve bis hardihood, or instigate his intrusions? Trust to me 
at that lime, aud suffer me to — nay, I repeat, promise me that 
1 may — trust in yoq now! ” 

What could 1 do? I still combated her wish and her request; 
but her steadiness and rigidity of purpose nfttde me, though reluc- 
tuntly, yield t(» Iheimat last. Sosinccrc, Jndsostern, indeed, 
appeared her resolution, that 1 f?ared, by refusal, that she would 
lake the rash oath that would separaje us for ever. Added to this, 
I felt in her that confidence w hich, I am apt to believe, is far more 
akin to the latter stages of a real love, than jealousy and mistrust; 
and I could not believe that either now, or, still (less after our 
nuptials, she would risk aught of honour, or the sceinings of 
honour j from a visionary and superstitious fear. In spile, there¬ 
fore, of my keen and deep interest in the thorough discovery of 
this mysterious pei seculor; aud, still more, in the prevention of 
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all future designs from his audacity, I.constrained myself to pro¬ 
mise her that 1 would on no aecouot seek out the person 1 sus¬ 
pected, or wilfully betray to him, by word or dped, my belief of 
his identity with Barnard. 

Though greatly dissatisfied with my self-compulsion, I strove 
to reconcile myself to its idea, ludecd, there was much in the 
peculiar circumstances of Isora — much in the freshness of her 
present affliction — much iiv the unfriended and utter destitution 
of her situation — that, while, on the one hand, it called forth 
her pride, and made stubborn that temper which was naturally so 
gentle and so soft, on the other hand, made me yield even to 
wishes that 1 thought umVasonablc, and consider rather the de¬ 
licacy and deference due to her condition, than insist upon the 
sacrifices which, in more fortunate circumstances, X might have 
imagined due to myself. Still more indisposch to resist her wish 
and expose myself to its penalty was I, wlicil I considered her de- 
site was the mere excess and caution ofberloye, and when I felt 
that she spoke sincerely when she declared that it was only for me 
that she was the coward. Nevertheless, and despile of all these 
considerations, it was with a secret discontent that 1 look my leave 
of her, and departed homeward. 

X had just reached the eud of the street where ttie House was 
situated, when 1 saw there, yery imperfectly — for the night was 
extremely dark — the figure of a man entirely enveloped iu a long 
cloak, “Smell as*vvas commonly worn by gallants, in affairs of se¬ 
crecy or intrigue; and, in the pale light of a single lamp near which 
he stood, something like (lie brilliance of gems glittered on the 
large Spanish hat which overhung his brow, I immediately re¬ 
called the description'the woman kad given me of Barnard’s dress, 
and the thought flashed across me that it was he whom I beheld. 
“At all events," iboughll, “Imay confirm my doubts, ifXmay 
not communicate them, and ! may watch over hey safety, ifl may 
not avenge her injuries? ” 1 therefore took adv antage of my know¬ 
ledge of the neighbourhood, passed the stranger with a quick step,, 
and then, running rapidly, returned by a circuitous route to the 
mouth of a narrow and dark street, which was exactly opposite lo 
Isora’s house. Here I concealed myself by a projecting porch, 




ami 1 liad not wailed long before 1 saw the dim form of die stranger 
waU^slowly by tin. bouse, lie passed it three or four limes, and 
each time 1 thought — though the darknesj might well deceive 
me — that he loolfed up to the windows. He made, however, no 
attempt at admission, and appeared as if he had no other object 
than that of watching by the bouse. Wearied and impatient at 
last, t came from my concealment. “1 ma f ronjirm my suspi¬ 
cions," 1 repeated, recurring to my •ath, and I walked straight 
towards the stranger. 

“Sir!” 1 saoi, very calmly, “I am the last person in 1 he 
world to interfere with the amusements of any oilier gentleman ; 
lint I humbly opine that no man can pailde by this bouse upon so 
very cold a night, without giving just ground for suspicion to the 
friends of its inhab mts. 1 happen to be among licit happy num¬ 
ber: and I therefoi*, with all due humility and respect, venture 
to request you to see# some other spot for your noelurual peram¬ 
bulations." 

I made this speech purposely prolix,,in order to have lime 
fully io reconnoitre the person of the one I addressed. The dusk 
nf the night, and the loose garb of the stranger, certainly forbade 
any derided iftcecss t lo this scrutiny; but methought the ligure 
seemed, despite of my prepossessions, to want the stately height 
and grand proportions of Gerald Hevercux. 1 musl own, however, 
that the necessary inexactitude of my survey rendered this idea 
without just foundation, and did not by any meaifs diminish my 
linn impression that it was Gerald whom 1 beheld. While 1 spoke, 
lie retreated with a quirk step, but made, do answer — I pressed 
upon him — he^hackigi with a still quicker sjep; and when 1 had 
ended, lie fairly turned round, %uid made at fu(J speed along the 
dark street in which I had lived my previous post of watch. I 
lied after him, with a step as fleet as his own — his cloak encum¬ 
bered his flight — 1 gained upon him sensibly — he lurried a sharp 
corner — threw me out, and entered into abroad llioroughtare. 
A.s 1 sped after him, Bacchanalian voices burst upon my car, and 
presently a large band of those young men who, under (he name 
of Mohawks, were wont to scour the town nightly, and, sword in 
hand, to exercise their love of riot, under the disguise of parly 



zeal, became visible in the middle of the street. Through them 
my fugitive dashed headlong, and, profiling by their surprise, 
escaped unmolested 1 attempted to follow with equal speed, 
but was less successful. “Halloo 1 ” cried the foremost of the 
group, placing himself in my way. 

“No such haste! Art Whig orl'ory? — Under which king — 
Bezunian, speak of die?" 

“Have, a care.. Sir,” said I fiercely, drawing my sword. 

“Treason, treason!” cried the speaker, confronting me with 
equal readiness. “ Have a care, indeed — have at Hire." 

“Ila!” cried another, “'t is a Tory: ’t is the Secretary's po¬ 
pish friend, Dcwreuv — pike him, pike him.” 

1 had already run my opponent through the sword arm, and 
was in hopes that this act would intimidate (liefest, and allow my 
escape; hut at (he sound of my name and political bias, coupled 
with the draw n blood oftl^ir confederate, the patriots rushed upon 
me with that amiable fury generally characteristic of all true liners 
of their country. Two swords passed through my body simulta¬ 
neously , and I fell bleeding and insensible to the ground. When 
1 recovered I was in my own apartments, whither t\v of the gentler 
Mohawks had coin eyed me; the surgeons wfcrc by my bed-side; l 
groaned audibly when i saw them. If there is a thing in the world 
I hate, it is in any shape Ihe disciples of Hermes; they always re¬ 
mind me of that. Indian people (the I'adaii, 1 think ) mentioned by 
Herodotus, who sustained themselves by devouring the siek. “All 
is well,” said one, when my groan was heard. ‘ ‘ He will not die,” 
said another. “At least not till we have had more fees,” said a 
third, more candid than the rest. And thdfcupotf they seized me 
and began torturing my wounds anew', till I fainted away with the 
pain. However, the next day I was declared out of immediate 
danger; and the fust proof I gave of my convalescence was to make 
Dcsmarais discharge four surgeons out of five: the remaining one 
I thought my youth and constitution might enable mo to endure. 

That very evening, as I was turning restlessly iu my bed, and 
muttering, with parched lips, the name of “Isora,” I saw by my 
side a figure covered from head to fool iu a lung veil, and a voice 



low, soft, lint thrilling through my heart like a new existence, 
motqmrcd, “She is here!” 

1 forgot my wounds, 1 forgot my pain and my debility — I 
sprung upwards — the stranger drew aside the veil from her 
countenance, and I beheld lsora! 

“ Yes!” said she, in her own liquid and hogied accents, which 
fell like halm upon my wound, and my spirit, “yes, she whom 
i/oii have hitherto tended is come, inlior (urn, to render some 
slight, hut woman’s, sen ices In jnu. She has come to nurse, 
and to soothe, and to pray for you, and (o he, till yon yourself 
discard her, your haml-maid and your slave! ” 

I would ha\o answered but raising her linger lo her lips, she 
arose and vanished but from that hour my wound healed, my 
fever slaked , and whenever I bchfld her (lilting round my bed, or 
watching over me, or If It her cool lingers wiping the dew from my 
brow, or took from her hand my medicine, or my food, in those 
moments, the blood seemed to make a new struggle through my 
veins, and I felt palpably within me a fresh and delicious life — a 
life full of youth, and passion, and hope, replace the vaguer and 
duller being which 1 had hitherto borne. 

There arc some cxtraonlimfry incongruities in that very myste¬ 
rious thing si/i/ijifilh!/. One would imagine that, in a description 
of things must generally interesting to all men, the most general 
interest would he found; nevertheless, I believe few persons would 
hang breathless over The progressive history of a siek bed. Yet 
(hose gradual stages from danger lo recovery, how delightfully 
interesting they are to all who have crawled from one to the other! 
and who, at some time or other inrfiis journey through that land of 
diseases — civilized life — has not taken that gentle excursion? 
"1 would be ill any day for the pleasure of getting well,” said 
Fontencllc to me one morning with his usual naiveh'; hut who 
would not be ill for the mere pleasure of being ill, if he could he 
Unified by her whom lie most loves? 

I shall not therefore dwell upon that most delicious period of 
my life -1 my sick bed, and my recovery from it. T pass on to a 
certain evening in which 1 heard from lsora's lips the whole of her 
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histSFf, save what related to her knowledge of the real name of one 
whose persecution constituted the little of romance which haij^ct 
mingled with her inpocent and pure life. That evening— how well 
I remember it! wc were alone — still weak rf.id reduced, I lay 
upon the sofa beside the window, which was partially open, and 
the still air of an evening in the first infancy of spring, came fresh, 
and fraught, as it 'were, with a prediction of the glowing woods, 
and the reviving verdure, <o my cheek. The stars, one by one, 
kindled, as if horn of Heaven and Twilight, into their nightly 
being; and, through the. vapour and thick ether of the dense city, 
streamed their most silent light, holy and pure, and resembling 
that which the Divine Mtrcy stieds upon the gross nature of man¬ 
kind. But, shadowy and calm, theie rays fell full upon the face 
of Isora, as she lay on the ground beside my couch , and with otic 
hand surrendered to my clasp, looked upwanr* till, as she fell my 
gaze, she turned her check blushingly away. There was quiet 
around and above us; but beneath the window we heard at times 
the sounds of the common earth, and then insensibly our hands 
knit into a closer clasp, and we felt them thrill more palpably to 
our hearts; for those sounds reminded us.both of our existence, 
and of our separation from the great herd of our race! 

What is love but a division from'the world, and a blending of 
two souls, two immortalities divested of day and ashes, into one ? 
it is a severing of a thousand ties from whatever is harsh and self¬ 
ish, in ordet to knit them into a single and sacred bond! Who 
loves, hath attained the anchorite's secret; Imd the hermitage has 
become dearer than, the world. O respite from the toil and the 
curse of our social ijnd handed state, a little interval art thou, sus¬ 
pended between two eternities -> - the J’asl and the Future — a star 
that hovers between the morning and llie night, sending through 
the vast abyss one soljtary rtfy frpm heaven, hut too far and faint to 
illumine, while it hallows , the earth! 

There was nothing in lsora's laic which the reader has not al¬ 
ready learnt, or conjectured. Site had left her Andalusian home 
in her early childhood, but she remembered it well, and lingeringly 
dwell over it, in description. It was evident that little, in our 
•older and loss genial isle, had attracted her sympathy, or wound 



iSspif into her affection. Nevertheless, I conceive that her naturally 
dc»:>my and abstracted character bad received.from her residence 
ami her trials here much of the vigour and t(je heroism which it 
now possessed, brought up alone, music, and books — few, 
though not ill-chosen, for Shakspeare was one, and the one which 
had made upon her the most permanent impression, and perhaps 
had coloured her temperament with its latent,'but rich, lines of 
poetry — constituted her amusement a#d her studies. 

Hut who knows not that a woman's heart finds its fullest occu¬ 
pation witljiu itself? There lies its real study, and within that 
narrow orbit, the mirror of enchanted thought rellecls the whole, 
range of earth. There was it that loveline* and meditation nursed 
111- mood which afterwardsf with Isora, became love itself. Jtut 
I do not wish no so much to describe her character, as to abridge 
her brief history. #he lirst Knglish stranger, of the male sen, 
whom her father admitted to her acquaintance, was Hainan). This 
man was, as I had surmised, connected with him in certain poli¬ 
tical intrigue-,, the exact nature of which she did not know. I conti¬ 
nue to call him by a name which Isora acknowledged was lictitious. 
lie hid not, at lirst, by actual declaration, betrayed to her his 
affections: though, accompanied by a sort of fierceness which 
early revolted her, they sdbn Ifeeame visible. On the evening in 
which I had found her stretched insensible in the garden, and had 
myself made my lirst confession of line, I learnt that he had di- 
lulged to her lii» passion and real name; that her rt jectiou bad 
thrown him into a lier?e despair — that he had accompanied his 
disclosure with the most terrible threats against me, for whom lie, 
supposed himself rejected, and against the safety of her father, 
whom he said a word of Iris could b*tray; that her knowledge of his 
power to injure us! us — yes, Isora theu loved me, and then 
trembled for my safety! — bad terrified and overcome her — and 
dial in the very moment in which my horse’s hoofs were heard, and 
Jl the alternative of her non-compliance, the rude suitor swore 
deadly and sore vengeance against Alvarez and myself, she y ielded 
o the oath he prescribed to her — an oath that she would never ce¬ 
real the secret he had betrayed to her, or suffer me to know who 
>vas my real rival. 



This was all that I could gather from her guarded confidence! 
he heard the oath, and vanished, and she fell no more till she wps 
in my arms; then it was that she saw in the love and vengeance of 
my rival a barrier against our union; and then it was that her gene¬ 
rous fear for me conquered her attachment, and she renounced me. 
Their departure from the cottage, so shortly afterwards, was at 
her father’s choice end at the instigation of Barnard, for the fur¬ 
therance of their political projects; and it was from Barnard that 
the money came which repaid my loan to Alvarez. The same per¬ 
son, no doubt, poisoned her father against me, for henceforth 
Alvarez never spoke of me with that partiality he had previously 
felt. They repaired to Itondou; her father was often absent, and 
often engaged with men whom she had .never seen before! he was 
absorbed and uncommunicative, and she was still ignorant of the 
nature of his schemings and designs. 

At length, after an absccne of several weeks, Barnard re-ap¬ 
peared, and his visits became constant; he renewed his suit to 
her father as well as herself. TheD commenced that domestic per¬ 
secution , so common in this very tyrannical world, which makes 
us sicken to hear, and which, had Isora been wholly a Spanish 
girl, she, in all probability would never have resisted: so much 
of custom is there in the very air of & climaxe. But she did resist 
it, partly because she loved me — and loved me more and more 
for our separation — and partly because site dreaded and abhorred 
the ferocious and malignant passions of my rival, far beyond any 
other misery with which fortune could threaten her. “Your fa¬ 
ther then shall hang or starve! ” said Barnard, one day in uncon¬ 
trollable frenzy, aud left her. He did not appear again at the 
house. The Spaniard’s resources, fed, probably, alone by 
Barnard, failed. From house to house they removed, till they 
were reduced to that humble one in which I had found them. 
There, Barnard again sought them; there, hacked by the power¬ 
ful advocate of want, he again pressed his suit,’ and at that exact 
moment her father was struck with the numbing curse of his 
disease. “There and then,” said Isora candidly, “Imighthavc 
yielded at last, for my poor father's sake, if you had not saved 
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Oner only (I have before recorded the time), did Barnard vi¬ 
sit he-in the new abode I had provided for her, and the day alter 
oiir conversation on (hat event Isora watched ami watched for me, 
and I did not conn* From the woman of the house she at last 
learned the cause. -‘1 forgot,” she said timidly — and in con¬ 
clusion, “1 forgot womanhood, and modesty^ and reserve; I 
forgot the customs of your country, the decencies of my own;'I 
foigot every thing in this world, hut \m»— you suffering and in 
danger; my very sense of existence seemed to pass from me, and 
to lie, supplied by a breathless, confused, and overwhelming 
sense of impatient agony, which ceased not, till I was in your cham¬ 
ber, ami by your side! And — and now , Norton, do not despise, 
me for not inning rnnsiderrdSnorc, and loved you less." 

“Despise you ' I murmured,*aml 1 threw my arms around 
her, and drew her to »iy breast. I fell her heart beat against my 
own: those hearts spoke, though our lips were silent, and in 
their language seemed to say: “We are united now, and we will 
not part." 

'I he star- light, shining with a mellow and deep stillness, was 
the oidy light by which wc beheld each other— it slmne, the, wil- 
n -s and the. sanction of that internal voice, which we owned, but 
In aril mil. Our lips drew*closer and rloser together, till they 
met! and in that kiss was the type and promise of the after ritual 
which knit, two spirits into one. Silence fell around us like a cur¬ 
tain, and the eternal Night, with her fresh dews aml*iincloude<l 
stars, looked alone upon the compact of our heaits — an emblem 
of the eternity, the freshness, and the unearthly, though awful 
biighlness of Ihe lo.ve which il hallowed and bcbcM ! 
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BOOK III. 


CHAPTER I. 

Wherein ihe History makes greal Progress, and is marked by one 
important Event in Human Life. 

Spin os \ is said ItMiave loved, above all other amusements, to 
put flies into a spider's web; and the - struggles of the imprisoned- 
inserts were wont to bear, ii\ the eyes of this grave philosopher, 
so facetious and hilarious an appearance, that he would stand and 
laugh thereat until the tears “coursed rtae another down his in¬ 
nocent nose.” Now it so happcnclh that Spinosa, despite the 
general (and, in my most meek opinion, the just) condemnation 
of his theoretical tenets,* was, in character and in nature, ac¬ 
cording to the voices of all who knew him, an exceedingly kind, 
humane, and benevolent biped; and it doth>■ therefore, seem a 
little strange unto us grave, sober mehibers of the unpliilosopln- 
cal Many, that the struggles aud terrors or these little, winged 
creatures should strike the good subtleist in a point of view so 
irrcsistiblfludicrous and delightful. Jlut, for my part, I believe 
that that most imaginative and wild speculator beheld in the en¬ 
tangled flics nothing more than a living simile — an animated illus¬ 
tration — of his own beloved vision of Necessity; and that lie is 
no more to he considered ertrd for the complacency with which he 
gazed upon these agonized types of his system than is Lucan for 
dwelling, with a poet’s pfeasure, upon the many ingeuious ways 
with which that Grand Inquisitor of Verse has cpntrived to vary the 

One ought, however, to be very cautious before one condemns a 
philosopher. The master’s opinions are generally pore — it is the.co-i- 
elusions and corroilaries of his disciples that “draw the honey foilh 
th.it drives men mad." Schlegel seems to have studied Spimfta de fnntc , 
and vindicates him very earnestly from the charges brought againS^Jjyn 
- atheism, Ac. — L’, 11 . 
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simple operation of dying. To the bard, the butchered soldier 
was only an epic ornament; to the philosopher, the murdered lly 
was only a metaphysical illustration. For, without being a Fata¬ 
list, or a disciple ol'Baruch de Spinosa, I must confess that 1 
cannot conceive a greater resemblauce to our humau and earthly 
state than the penible predicament of the devoted Hies. Suddenly 
do we find ourselves plunged into that Vast Web -- the World; 
and even as the insect, when he first uiftlergoelli a similar accident 
of necessity, slaudcth amazed and still, and only, by little and 
little, awake.neth to a full sense of his situation; so also at the 
first, abashed and confounded, we remain on the mesh we are 
urged upon, ignorant, as yet, of the toils around us, and the 
sly, dark, immitigable fo£, that belli in yonder nook, already 
feasting her imag.nation upon ourwdeslruction. Presently w e re¬ 
vive — we stir — wMutter — and Fate, that foe — the old arch¬ 
spider, that hath no moderation in her maw — now liseth one of 
her many eyes upon us, and giveth us a partial glimpse of her 
laidly and grim aspect. We pause in mute terror — we gaze upon 
the ugh spectre, so imperfectly beheld- the net ceases to tremble, 
and the wily enemy draws gently back into her nook. Now we be¬ 
gin to bi'eathe.aj£lin — jve souiyd the strange footing on which we 
tread — we move tenderly along it, and again the grizzly monster 
advances on us; again we pause — the foe retires not, hut re¬ 
mains siill, and stirvcyelh us; — we sec every step is accompanied 
with danger — we look round and above in despair — suddenly 
wc feel within us a new impulse and a new power! - we feel a 
vague sympathy with that unknown region which spreads beyond 
this great net; — (Jtal limitless beyond hath a mystic affinity with 
a part of our own frame — wc unconsciously exleud our wings 
(for the soul to us is as the wings lo t tlie fly!) — we attempt to 
rise — to soar above this perilous snare, from which we are un¬ 
able to crawl. The old spider watchelh us in self-hugging quiet, 
and, looking up to our native ■air, we think — now shall we 
escape thee. — Out on it! We rise not a hair’s breadth — we have 
the u>i.ngs x it is true, but 111 ej'eel are fettered. Wc strive desperate¬ 
ly again — the whole web vibrates with the effort — it will break 
beneath our strength. Not a jot of it! ■—wc cease — wc arc more 

11 



164 


entangled Ilian ever! wings — feet — frame — the foul slime is 
over all! — where shall we turn? every line of the web leads to the 
one den, -we know not — we care not — we grow blind — con¬ 
fused — lost. The eyes of our hideous foe gloat upon us — she 
wetteth her insatiate maw — she leapelh towards us — she lixcth 
her fangs upon us - and so cudclh my parallel! 

But what has this to do with my tale? Ay, Reader, that is 
thy question; and I will answer it by one of mine. When thou 
hearesl a man moralize and preach of Fate, art thou not sure that 
he is going to tell thee of some one of his peculiar misfortunes? 
Sorrow lotos a parable as much as mirth loves a jest. And thus 
already and from afar, 1 prepare thee, at the commencement of 
this, the third of these portions into which the history of my various 
and wild life will he divided, foF that event with which I purpose 
that the said portion shall be concluded. 

It is now three months after my entire recovery from my wounds, 
and 1 am married to Isora! — married — yes, hut privately mar¬ 
ried, and the ceremony is as yet closely concealed. I will explain. 

The moment lsora’s auxiety for me led her across the threshold 
of my house it became necessary for her honour that our wedding 
should take place immediately on my recovery — so far 1 was de¬ 
cided on the measure — now for the method. During my illne-s, 
I received a long and most affectionate letter from Aubrey, who 
was then at Dcvcrcttx Court, —so affectionate was the heart-brea¬ 
thing spirit of that letter— so steeped in all “tir old household re¬ 
membrances and boyish feelings, that, coupled as it was witli a 
certain gloom when he spoke of himself and of worldly sins and 
trials, it brought tears to my e^es wheue.er I mured to it; — 
and many and many a time afterwards, when I thought his affec¬ 
tions seemed estranged from me, I did recur to it to convince 
myself that I was mistaken. Shortly afterwards I received also a 
brief epistle from my uncle; it was as kind as usual, and it 
mentioned Aubrey's return to Devereux Court: “Thatunhappy 
boy,” said Sir William, “is more than ever devoted to his reli¬ 
gious duties; nor do I believe that any priest-ridden poor deni, 
in the dark ages, ever made such use of the scourge aud the 
penance.” 
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Now, I have before stated that my uncle would, 1 knew, be 
averse to my intended marriage; and on bearing that Aubrey was 
then with him, 1 resolved, in replying to hlsjclter, to entreat the 
former to sound^ir William oil the subject I had most at heart, 
and ascertain the exact nature and extent of the opposition l should 
have to encounter in the step l was resolved to take. By the same 
post 1 wrote to the good old knight in as artTuI a strain as b was 
able, dwelling at. some length upomny passion, upon the high 
birth, as well as the numerous good qualities of the object, hut 
mentioning not hcruame; and J added every thing that J thought 
likely to enlist my uncle's kind and warm feelings on my behalf. 
These letleis produced the following one*: 

From Mr U'iUium l)urrrrn.r. 

“ 'Skk.vtii ! nupliew Morton — hull won't scold thee, though 
thou deservesl it. Lit me see, thou art now scarce twenty, and 
thou tallies! of marriage, which is the exclusive business of middle 
age, as familiarly as ‘ girls of thirteen do of puppy dogs.’ Marry! 
— go hang thyself rather. Marriage, my dear boy, is at the best 
a treacherous proceeding: and a friend — a true friend, will never 
counsel anothi* to acjppt it rashly. Look you — I have had ex¬ 
perience iu those matters: and, I think the. moment a woman is 
wedded some terrible revolution happens in her system; all bet 
forme, good qualities vanish, hey presto, like eggs out of a con¬ 
juror's box, — ’l is true they appear on t’other side ill' the box, the 
side turned to other*people, but for the poor hush,md they arc 
gone for ever. Odsfish, Morton, goto! > tell thee again that 1 
have had experience, iq these matters, vvhichythou never hast had, 
clever as thou tliinkest thyself. *lf now it were a good marriage 
tlinu wert about to make—if lliou werl goiug to wed power, anil 
money, and places at Court, why, ‘something might be said foi 
thee. As it is, there is no excuse — none. And I am astonished 
how a boy of thy sense could think of such nonsense. Birth, Mor- 
top, what the devil does that signify, so long as it is birth in an¬ 
other country? A foreign damsel, and a Spanish gii I, loo, above 
all others! ’Sdeath, man, as if there was not quicksilver enough 
iu the English women for you, you must make a mercurial expor- 
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tntion from Spain, must you! Why, Morton — Morton, the 
ladies in that country arc proverbial. I tremble at the very thought 
of it. But as for my consent, I never will give it — never; and 
though 1 threaten thee not with disinheritance ahd such like, yet 
1 do ask something in return for the great affection I have always 
borne thee; and I make no doubt that thou wilt readily oblige me 
in such a trifle as giving up a mere Spanish donna. So think of 
her no more. If thou wan lest to make love, there are ladies in 
plenty whom thou ucedest not to marry. And for my part, 1 
thought that thou wert all in all with the Lady Hasselton — Heaven 
bless her pretty lace! Now don’t think I want to scold thee — and 
dou’t think thine old unde harsh — Ood knows he is not; hut, my 
Jear, dear hoy, this is quite out of the question, and thou must 
et me hear no more about it. The gout cripples me so that I must 
eave off. Ever thine own old uncle, i 

“ William Dkvkrkux.” 

“P.S. Upon consideration, I think, my dear boy, that thou 
nust want money, and thou art ever too spariug. Messrs. Cluld, 
>r my goldsmiths in Aidersgale, have my orders to pay to thy 
laud's-writing whatever thou may’s! desire; and 1 do hope that 
,hou wilt now want nothing to make thee merj y-withal. Why dost 
thou not write a comedy ? is it not the mode still?” 

LC.TTK.ll FROM AUBREY llEVEIIKIX. 

“ I. hvve sounded my uncle, dearest Morton, according to 
your wishes; and I grieve to say thatl have found him inexorable. 
He was very much hurt by your letter to him, and declared he 
should write to you forthwith upon the subject. I represented to 
him all that you have said upon the virtues of your'intended bride; 
and J also insisted upon your clear judgment and strong sense upon 
most points, being a sufliciefit surety for your prudence upon this. 
Hut you know the libertine opinions, and the depreciating judg- 
neut, of women, entertained by my poor uncle; and he would, 

I believe, have been less displeased with the heinous crime of an 
llicct connexion, than the amiable weakness of an imprudent mar¬ 
riage — I might say of any marriage, until it was time to provide 
heirs to the estate. ” 
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Here Aubrey, in the most affectionate and earnest manner, 
broke off, to point out to me the extreme danger to my interests 
that it would be to disoblige my uncle; who,.despite his general 
kindness would, *upon a disagreement on so tender a matter as 
bis sore point, and his most cherished hobby, consider my diso¬ 
bedience as a personal affront. lie also recalled to me all that my 
unde had felt and done for me; and insisted, at all events, upon 
the absolute duty of my delaying, eve* though I should not break 
off, the intended measure. Upon these points he enlarged much 
and eloquently; and this part of his letter certainly left no cheer¬ 
ing or comfortable impression upon my mind. 

Now my good uncle knew as much of fcte, as L. Mummius did 
of the line arts,* and it vfas impossible to persuade him that if 
True wanted to n.Julge the leudegpassion, one woman would not 
do exactly as well #> another, prodded she were equally pretty. 
1 knew therefore that lit was incapable, on the one band, of under¬ 
standing my love for Isora, or, on the other, of acknowledging 
bet claims upon me. Iliad not, of course, mentioned to him the 
genetous imprudence which, on the news of my wound, had 
brought Isora to my house: for if I had done so, my uncle, with 
the eye of a coftrtier of Charles II., would only have seen the ad¬ 
vantage to be derived from the impropriety, not the gratitude, due 
to die devotion; neither had I mentioned this circumstance to 
Aubrey, — it seemed to me too delicate for any written communi¬ 
cation ; and therefore^ in his advice to delay my marriage, he was 
unaware of that necessity which rendered the advice unavailing. 
Now then was I in this dilemma, either to marry, and that m- 
sltinier, and so, seemingly, with the most Jasty and the most 
insolent indecorum, incense, w&und, and in his interpretation 
of the act, contemn one whom I loved as I loved my uncle, — or, 
to delay the marriage, to separate from Isora, and to leave my 
future wife to the malignant consequences that W'ouid necessarily 
he drawn from a sojourn of weeks iu my itouse. This fact there 
was no chance of concealing; servants — the rascals, how X loathe 

A lfoman consul, who, removing the most celebrated remains of 
Grecian antiquity to Rome, assured the pci son. charged with conveying 
them that if they injured an; , they .should make others to rrjduce them. 
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them! — have more tongues than Argus had eyes, and my youth¬ 
ful extravagance had filled my whole house with those pests ef 
society. The latter measure was impossible, the former was most 
painful. Was there uo third way? — there wSs that of a private 
marriage. This obviated not every evil; but it removed many: it 
satisfied my impatient love, it placed lsora under a sure pro¬ 
tection, it secured and established licr honour the moment 
the ceremony should he declared, and it avoided the seeming 
ingratitude and indelicacy of disobeying my uncle, without an 
cfl'ort of patience to appease, him. 1 should have time and oc¬ 
casion then, 1 thought, for soothing and persuading him, and 
ultimately winning tliaf'ennsenl which X firmly trusted I should 
sooner or later extract from his kindliest* of heart. 

That some objections existed to this mediatory plau, was (re.. 
enough: those objections related to lsora raUior than to myself, 
and she was the first, on my hinting at the <v proposal, to overcome 
its difficulties. The leading feature iu Isora's character was ge¬ 
nerosity; and, in truth, 1 know not a quality more dangerous, 
either to man or woman. Herself was invariably the last human 
being whom she seemed to consider: and no sooner did she as¬ 
certain what measure was the most prudent for nre to adopt, than 
it immediately became that, upon which she insisted. Would it 
have been possible for me — man of pleasure, and of the world as 
I was thought to he - no, iny good uncle, though it went to my 
heart to wo ill id thee so secretly — it would /ml have been possible 
for me, even if I had not coined my whole natuie into love: even 
if lsora had not been to me, what one smile of Isora’s really was— 
it would not have peen possible to have sacrificed so noble and so 
divine a heart, and made mySfclf, in that sacrifice., a wretch for 
ever. No, my good uncle, I eould not have made that surrender 
to thy reason, much less to thy prejudices. Hut if 1 have not done 
great injustice to the knight’s character, J doubt whether even the 
youngest reader will not forgive him for a want of sympathy w ith 
one feeling, when they consider how susceptible that charming 
old man was to all others. 

And herewith I could discourse most excellent wisdom upon 
that most mysterious passion of love. 1 could show, by traeiug 



its causes, and its inseparable connexion with the imagination, 
that it is only in certain slates of society, as well as in certain pe¬ 
riods of life, that love — real, pure, high love can be born. 
Yea, I could prove, to the nicely of a very problem, that, in 
the court of Charles II., it would have, been as impossible for 
such a feeling to find root, as it would be Jor myrtle trees to 
effloresce from a Duvillier perrivvig. And we are not to expect 
a man, however tender and afl'ectitlnatc he may be, to sym¬ 
pathize with that sentiment in another, which, from the accidents 
of birth and position, nothing short of a miracle could ever have 
produced in himself. 

We were married then in private by a rainolic priest. St. John, 
and one old lad' who half been my father's godmother — for I 
Ttblicd for a female assistant incite ceremony, and this old lady 
could tell no secreft, for, being excessively deaf, no body ever 
talked to her, and indeed she scarcely ever went abroad — were 
the sole witnesses. I took a small house in the immediate ncigh- 
houihooil of London; it was surrounded on all sides with a high 
wall which deiied alike curiosity and attack. This was, indeed, 
the sole reason which had induced me to prefer it to many more 
gaudy or mure graceful dwellings, lint within, I had furnished 
it with every luxury that wealth, the most lavish and unsparing, 
could procure. Thither, under an assumed name, 1 brought my 
bride, and there was the greater part of my time spent. The people 
I had placed in the lupisc believed J was a rich merchant, and (his 
accounted for my frequent absences — (absences which Prudence 
rendered necessaryJ for the wealth which I lavished, and for the 
precautions of b«lt, bar, and wall, which they imagined the re¬ 
sult of commercial caution. 

O! the intoxication of that sweek Elysium, that Tadmor in 
life's desert — the possession of the one whom we have tirst loved! 
It is as if poetry, and music, and light, and the fresh breath of 
flowers, were all blent into one being, aud from that being rose 
out existence! It is content made rapture — nothing to wish for, 
yet everything to feci! Was that air — the air which 1 had breathed 
hitherto? that earth — the earth which I had hitherto beheld? No, 
my heart dwelt in a new world, and all these motley and restless 
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senses were melted into one sense — deep, silent, fathomless 
delight! 

Well, too murlrof this species of love is not lit for a worldly 
talc, and I will turn, for the reader’s relief, to worldly affections. 
From my first re-union with Isora, I had avoided all the former 
objects and acquaintances in which my time had been so charm¬ 
ingly employed. Tarleton was the first to suffer by my new pur¬ 
suit; “What has altered ytfa?” said he; “you drink not, neither 
do you play. The women say you are grown duller than a Norfolk 
parson, and neither the Puppet-Show, nor the Water-Theatre, 
the Spring Gardens, nor the King, Wills's, nor the Kit-Cat, 
the Mulberry Garden, nllr the New Eschangc, witness any longer 
your homage and devotion. — Whift has come over vou? — 
speak! ” 

“Apathy!” 

“Ah! — I understand — you are lirctfof these things “pish, 
man! — go down into the country, the green fields will revive 
thee, and send thee hack to London a new maml One would in¬ 
deed lind the town intolerably dull, if the country were not, hap¬ 
pily, a thousand times duller, — go to the country, Couut, or I 
shall drop your friendship.” 

“Drop it!” said I, yawning, audTarleton took pet, and did 
as I desired him. Now had I got rid of my friend as easily as I 
had found him, — a matter that would not have been so readily 
accomplished had not Mr. Tarleton owed me certain monies, con¬ 
cerning which, from the moment he had “dropped my friend¬ 
ship,” good breeding effectually prevented his saying a single 
syllable to me cveri aftcr. There is no ki'owing the blessings of 
money until one has learnt to mhnage it properly. 

So much, then , for the friend; now for the mistress. Lady 
Hasselion had, as Tarleton hinted before, resolved to play me a 
trick of spite; the reasons of our rupture really were, as I had 
stated to tarleton, the mighty effects of little things. She lived in 
a sea of trifles, and she was desperately angry if her lover was not 
always sailing a pleasure boat in the same ocean. Now this was 
expecting too much from me, and, after twisting our silken 
strings of attachment into all manner of fantastic forms, we fell 
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fairly out one evening and broke the little ligatures in two. No 
sooner bad I quarrelled with Tarletou, than Lady llasselton re¬ 
ceived him in my place, and a week alter wauls 1 was favoured with 
an anonymous Tetter informing me of the. violent passion which a 
certain dame dc la cow had conceived for me, aud requesting me 
to meet her at an appointed place. I lookejl twice over the letter 
and discovered in one corner of it, two g’s’ peculiar to thc'catli- 
graphyofLady llasselton, though tlfc rest of the letter (had spell¬ 
ing excepted) was pretty decently disguised. .Mr. Fielding was 
with me at the time; “ What disturbs you?” said he, adjusting 
Ins knee buckles. 

“Head it!” said I, handing him the letter. 

“ lludy of n'", you ate a lueky dog! ” cried the beau. “You 
‘will hasten Ihitncr on the wingswf love.” 

“Not a whit 8f it,” said I; “I suspect that it comes from a 
rich old widow, whotu I hale mortally.” 

“A rich old widow!” repealed Mr. Fielding, to whose eyes 
there was something very piquant in a jotnline, and who thought 
consequently that there were few virginal (lowers equal to a wi¬ 
dow's weeds. “ A rich old widow — you are right, Count, you 
are right Dotl’t go,,don’t (hiuk of it. 1 cannot abide those de¬ 
praved creatures. Willow, indeed — quite an affront to your 
gallantry'.” 

Very true," said I. “Suppose you supply my place?” 

“I’d sooner behind lirst," said .Mr. Fielding, taking his de¬ 
parture, and begging me for the letter to wrap some sugar plums in. 

Need I add, that Mr. Fielding repaired fit the place, ol assigna¬ 
tion, where he»received, in the shape of a Jiearty drubbing, the 
kind favours intended for me?*lhe story was now left forme to 
tell, not for the Lady llasselton —, aud that makes allllic dif¬ 
ference iu the maimer a story is told -- me narrantc, it is detc 
tabula narratur — 1e uarrante, and it is de me falmla, Ac. Poor 
Lady llasscltuu! to be laughed at, aud have Tarletou fora lover! 

• 1 have gone back somewhat in the progress of my history, in 
order to make the above honourable mention of my friend and my 
mistress, thinking it due to their own merits, and thinking it may 
also be instructive to young gentlemen , who have not yet seen the 
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world, lo' testify the exact nature aud the probable duration of all 
r the loves and friendships they are likely to find in that Great Mon¬ 
mouth Street of glittering and of damaged affeetjous! 1 now re¬ 
sume the order of narration. 

1 wrote to Aubrey, thanking him for his intercession, but con¬ 
cealing, till we met,,the measure I had adopted. 1 wrote also to 
my unde, assuring him that I would take an early opportunity of 
hastening to Devereux Court,’and conversing with him on the sub¬ 
ject of his letter. And after an interval of some weeks, I received 
the two following answers from my correspondents; the latter ar¬ 
rived several days after the former. 

From Aubrey Devcreux. 

“I am glad to understand from your letter, uncxplanatory as 
• it is, that you have followed my advice. 1 will shortly write to 
you more at large: at present 1 am on the eVe of my departure for 
the North of Eugland, aud have merely time lo assure you of my 
affection. 

“Aubrkv Dkvkrkux." 

P. S. ‘Gerald is in London — have you seen him? O this 
world! this world! how it clings to ns, dev pile our education — 
our wishes, our conscience, our knowledge of the Dread Here¬ 
after ! ” 

. Letter from Sir It m. lleeereu.r. 

Mv iikak Nki’hkw, 

“Thank thee for thy letter, and the new plays thou senlcst me 
down, and that droll i«:w paper, the Spectator; it is« pretty shallow 
thing enough, — though it is not so racy as Rochester or little Sid 
would have made it; hut I thank thee for it, because it shows thou 
wast not angry with thine old uncle for opposing thee on thy love 
whimsies (iu which most young men are drftadfully obstinate ), 
since thou didst provide so kindly for his amusement. Well, but, 
Morton, I hope thou hast got that crotchet clear out of thy mind, 
and prithee now don’t talk of it when thou comest down to sec me. 
I hate conversations on marriage more than a boy does flogging — 
odslish, I do. So you must humour me on that point. 
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““Aubrey has left me agaio, aDd I am quite alone — not that I 
■was much belter oif when he was here, for he was wont, of late, 
to shun my poor room like a Mazar house,’ and when 1 spoke to 
bis mother alxyil it, she muttered sometWng about ‘example,’ 
and‘corrupting.’ ’Sdeath, Morton, is your old uncle, who loves 
all living things, down to poor Ponlo the dog, the sort of mau 
whose example corrupts youth? As for th^ mother, she grows 
more solitary every day; and I dou’l know how it is , but I am not 
so fond of strange faces as l used t<Pbe. ’T is a new thing for me 
to be avoided and alone. Why, 1 remember even little Sid, who 
bad as much venom as most men, once said it was impossible 
to — Fie now — see if I was not going to preach a sermon from a 
text in favour of myself! But come, Morton, come, 1 long for 
your face aga : ; it is not so soft as Aubrey's, nor so regular as 
"tjerald's, hut iMs twice as kBid as either. Come, before it is 
too late; I feel myself going; and, to tell thee a secret, the doc¬ 
tors tell me 1 may not last many months longer. Come, and laugh 
once more at the old knight’s Stories. Come, and show him that 
there is '-till some one not too good to love Inin. Come, and 1 will 
tell thee a famous thing of old Kovvley, which 1 am too ill and too 
sad to tell Ihci 1 now. 

“Wh. l)KVKRKt!X.” 

• Need 1 say mat, upon receiving this letter, I resolved, without 
any delay, to set out for Devcreux Court? 1 summoned Hesmarais 
tome; he answered not my call: lie was from home — an (infre¬ 
quent occurrence vwilli the necessitarian valet. 1 waited his return, 
which was not lor some hours, in order to give him sundry orders 
for my departure. The exquisite Desmafais hemmed tliriee — 
“Will MotisiSur bc*so very kiinias to excuse my accompanying 
him ?” said he, with his usual air and tone of obsequious respect. 

“And why?” The valet explained. A relation ol'bis was in 
England only for a few days — the philosopher was most anxious 
to enjoy his society — a pleasure which fate might not again 
allow him. 

Though I had grown accustomed to the man’s service-, and 
did not like to lose him even for a time, yet I could not rcliise his 
request; aud 1 therefore ordered my groom of the chambers to 
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supply his place. This change, however, determined me to 
adopt a plan which f had before meditated, viz. the conveying of 
my own person to Devercux Court on horseback, and sending my 
servant with my luggage in my post-chaise. Theeequestrian mode 
of travelling is, indeed, to this day, the one most pleasing to me; 
and the reader will find me pursuing it many years afterwards, 
and to the same spot. 

I might us well observe here that I had never entrusted l)es- 
marais, no, nor one of my own servants, with the secret of my 
marriage with, or my visits to, lsora. I am a very fastidious per¬ 
son on those matters, and of all confidants, even in the most 
trifling affairs, I do most eschew those base, lie-coining, grasping, 
selfish, alley-souled animals, by who pi wc have the miserable 
honour to lie served, liven Dcsiuarais, whose air was that of 
a nobleman, and whose intellect was that of a scholar, was ruined 
in my eyes by his profession. There is altogether something so 
debasing, so demoralizing in that same profession, that if l wanted 
anything to convince me of the necessity there is lor a reform in 
the various constitutions of society, it would be the relation be¬ 
tween master and sen ant. 

In order, tlicit, to avoid having iny horse brought me to 
Isora's house by any of these menial spies , t’took the steed which 
I had selected tor my journey, and rode, to Kora's, with the inten¬ 
tion of spending the eveuing there, and Ihciieo commencing my 
excursion willi the morning light. 

CllAfTKR II. 

Love l*arlmg--n llealh Beil. Af'*r all. Human Nature is a beauti¬ 
ful Fabric; ami even its imperfections are not odious to him who lias 
studied the Science of its Architecture, and formed a reverent Esti¬ 
mate of its Creator. 

It is a noticeable thing how much fear increases love. 1 mean 
— for the aphorism requires explanation - how much we love, in 
proportion to our fear of losing (or even to our fear of injury done 
to) the beloved object. 'T is an instance of the reaction of the feel¬ 
ings — the love produces the fear, and the fear reproduces the 
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Jove. "This is one reason, among many, why women love so mnen 
more tenderly and anxiously than we do; and it is also one reason 
among many, why frequent absences are, in all stages of love, 
the most keen exciters of the passion. I rieyvr breathed , away 
fiom Isora, without trembling for her safety. I trembled lest 
this Barnard, if so I should still continue to call her persecutor, 
should again discover and again molest her. Whenever (and that 
was almost daily) 1 rode to the quiet and remote dwelling I had 
procured her, my heart beat so vehemently, and my agitation 
was so intense, that on arriving at the gate i have frequently been 
unable, for several miuulcs, to demand admittance. There was, 
therefore, in the mysterious danger which ever seemed to hang 
over isora, a perpetual irritation to a ♦nve otherwise but iittie 
inclined to slum! r; and this constant excitement look away from 
~ifFe torpor into w uich domestic affection generally languishes, and 
increased my passiAi even while it diminished my happiness. 

On my arrival »ovv*al Isora’s, I found her already stationed at 
tlie window, watching for my coming, llow Iter dark eyes lit into 
lustre when they saw me! How the rich blood mantled up under 
the soft cheek which feeling had refined of late into a paler hue, 
than it was wont, when I first gazed upon it, to wear! Then how 
fled her light Sep to,meet me! How trembled her low voice to 
welcome me! Howspakli, from every gesture of her graceful and 
modelled form, the. anxious, joyful, all-animating gladness of 
her heart! it is a melancholy plealhre, to the dry, harsh, after¬ 
thoughts of later life 4 to think one has been thus Imed; and one 
marvels, when one considers what one, is now, how it could have 
ever been! That love of ours was never made for after years! It 
could never haw flowed into the common, arid cold channel of 
oidinary affairs! It could never have been mingled with tin* petty 
cares and tiic low objects with which the loves of all who live long 
together in this sordid and most eartBiy earth, arc sooner or later 
blended! We could not have spared to others an atom of the great 
wealth of our affection. We.'were misers of every coin in that 
enhaustless treasury. It would have pierced me to the soul to have 
seen Isora smile upon another. 1 know not even, had wc had 
children, if I' should not have been jealous of my child! Was this 
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selfish love? yes, it was intensely, wholly selfish; but it was a 
love made so only by its excess; nothing selfish on a smaller scale 
polluted it. There was not on earth that which the one would not 
have forfeited at Hie lightest desire of the othefc So utterly were 
happiness and Isora entwined together that I could form no mo¬ 
mentary idea of the former with w hich the latter was not connected. 
"Was this love made for the many and miry roads through with h 
man must travel? Was it made for age, or, worse than age, for 
that middle, cool, ambitions, scheming period of life, in which 
all the luxuriance aud verdure of things are pared into tame shapes 
that mimic life, hut a life that is estranged from nature, in which 
art is the only beauty, (And regularity the only grace? No, in my 
heart of hearts, 1 feel that our love was not meant for the stages of 
life through which [ hare already passed; it would have made j ,r 
miserable to see it fritter itself'away, and k» remember what it 
once was. Belter as it is! better to mourn over the green bough 
than to look upon the sapless stem. You who now glance over 
these pages, are you a mother? if so, answer me one question — 
Would you not rather that the child whom you have cherished with 
your soul’s care, whom you have nurtured at your lmsoni, whose 
young joys your eyes have sparkled to behold f wlirvse lightest grief 
you have wept to witness, as you Would have wept not for your 
own; over whose pure and unvexed sleep you have watched am! 
prayed, and, as it lay befor* you thus still and unconscious of 
your vigil, have shaped out, oh, such bright hopes for its future 
lot; would you not rather that, while thus' young and innocent, 
not a care tasted, not a crime incurred, it went down at once into 
the dark grave? \\ r ould you not rather suffer this grief, bitter 
though it he, than'watch the predestined victim grow and ripen, 
and wind itself more and more around your heart, and when it is 
of full and mature age, and you yourself arc stricken by years, 
and can form no new tics to replace the old that are. severed, when 
woes have already bowed the darling of yourhope, whom woe never 
was to touch; when sins have already darkened the bright, seraph, 
unclouded heart which sin never was to dim; behold it sink day 
by day altered, diseased, decayed, into the tomb wJiicli its child¬ 
hood had in vain escaped? Answer me: would not the earlier fate 
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be far gentler than the last? And if yon have known and wept over 
that early tomb — if you have seen the infant flower fade away from 
the green soil of your affections—if you have missed the bounding 
step, and the laughing eye, and the winning mirth which made 
this sterile world a perpetual holiday — Mother of the I.osl, if you 
have known, and you still pine for these, answer me yet again! — 
Is it not a comfort, even while you mourn* to think of all that 
that breast, now so silent, has escaped ? The cream, the sparkle, 
the elixir of life, it had already quaffed; is it not sweet to think it 
shunned the. wormwood and the dregs? Answer me, even though 
the answer be in tears! Mourner, your child was to you what nty 
early and only love was to me; and could you pierce down, down 
through a thousand falhqm of ebbing thought, to the far depths 
of my heart, >u would there behold a sorrow and a cu/isolalio/t, 
that have something in unison with your own! 

When the light oyiie next morning broke into our room, Isora 
was still sleeping. Have you everobseived that the young, seen 
asleep and by the morning light, seem much younger even than 
they are? partly because the air and the light sleep of dawn, bring 
a fresher bloom to the cheek, and partly, because the careless 
negligence au4 llie graceful postures exclusively appropriated lo 
youth, are I'orbiddefi by custom and foimalily through the day, 
alid, developing themselves unconsciously in sleep, they stuke 
the i ye like the ease ami freedom of childhood itself. There, as l 
looked upon Isora’s tranquil and most youthful beauty, over which 
circled and hreallieikan ineffable innocence — even as the liner and 
subtler air, which was imagined hy those (Jreainy hards who kin- 
died the soft creations of naiad and of nymph, to Hoot around a 
goddess — 1 could nof believe thjl aught evil {waited one lor whom 
infancy itself seemed to linger, — linger as if uo elder shape an i 
less delicate hue were meet lo he the garment of so much guilc- 
lessness and tenderness of heart. I felt, indeed, while I bent 
over her, and her regular and quiet breath came upon my cheek, 
that feeling which is exactly the reverse to a presentiment oi ill- I 
felt as if, secure in her own purity, she had nothing to dread, so 
that ovbn the pang of pal ling was lost in the confidence which stole 
over me as I then gazed. 

Vtvtieux. 12 



I rose gently, went to the neit room and dressed mystrii — I 
heard my horse neighing beneath, as the servant walked him lazily 
to and fro. 1 re-entered the bed-chamber, in order to take leave 
oflsora; she was already up. “What!” said I it is but three 
minutes since 1 left you asleep, and I stole away as gently as time 
docs when with you.” 

“Ah!” saidisopa, smiling amd blushing too, “but for my 
part, I think there is an instinct to know, even if all the senses 
were shut up, whether the v/ue we love is with us or not. The 
moment you left me, 1 felt it at once, even in sleep, andlwoke. 
Hut you will not, no, you will not leave me yet!” 

I think 1 sec lsora now, as she stood by the window which she 
had opened, with a woman's minute anxiety, to survey even the 
aspect of the clouds, and beseech cautidn against the treachery of 
the skies. 1 think I see her no\v<, as she stood the moment after" 
1 had torn myself from her embrace, and had'iooked hack, as I 
reached the door, throne parting glance — hdr eyes all tenderness, 
her lips parted, and quivering with the attempt to smile,— the 
long, glossy ringlets (through whose raven hue the ji/irjiurei/m 
lumen broke like an imprisoned sunbeam), straying in dishevelled 
beauty over her transparent neck; the throat Lent in mute despon¬ 
dency; the head drooping; the arms half extended/"and dropping 
gradually as my steps departed; the sunken, absorbed expression 
of lace, form, and gesture, so steeped in the very bitterness of 
dejection — all are before me now, sorrowful, and lovely in sor¬ 
row, as they fVere beheld years ago, by the grey, cold, com¬ 
fortless light of morning! 

“God bless you—my own, own love,” I said; and as my 
look lingered, 1 addtyd, with a full but an ,assured heart; “and 
He will!" I tarried no more — I'llung myself on my horse, aud 
rode on as if I were speeding to , and not./row, my bride. 

The noon was far advanced, as, the day after I left lsora, I 
found myself entering the park in which Hcvcreux Court is situated. 

I did not enter by one of the lodges, but through a private gate. 
My horse was thoroughly jaded; for the distance I had come war 
great, and I had ridden rapidly; aud as I entered the park, I dis¬ 
mounted, and throwing the rein over my arm, proceeded slowly 
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on foot. I was passing through a thick, long plantation, which 
pelted the park and in which several walks and rides had been cut, 
when a man crossed the same road which l^took, at a little di¬ 
stance before me# He was looking on the ground, and appeared 
wrapt in such earnest meditation that, he neither saw nor heard me. 
Hut I had seen enough of him, in that brief space of time, to feel 
convinced that it was Montreuil whom 1 belief!. What brought 
him hither, him, whom I believed i^i Loudon, immersed with 
Gerald in political schemes, and for whom these woods were not 
(oily interdicted ground, hut to whom they mud have also been 
hut a lame held of interest, after his audiences with ministers aud 
nobles? I did not, however, pause to ci*isidcr on his apparition; 
I rather ipiirkened my pacg towards the house , ill the expectation 
.of there aseertai- ng the cause of his visit. 

The great gates 4 ) I' the outer court were open as usual: I rode 
uiiiicedingly through (pent, and was soon at the door of the hall. 
Ttie porter, who unfolded to my summons the ponderous door, 
uttcicd, when lie saw me, an exlamatmn that seemed to my car to 
have m it more of sorrow than welcome. 

"How is jour master?" I asked. 

The man sh'jjik his head, hut did not hasten to answer: and 
impressed with a vagudalarin* 1 hurried mi without repeating the 
question. On the si.mease i met old Nicholls, my uncle's valet: 
I slopped and questioned him. My unde had been seized on tile 
preceding day with the gout in his stomach, medical .'lid had been 
procured, *but it was feared itidfeclually, aud the physicians had 
declared, about an hour before. 1 arrived, tpal he could not, in 
human probability, outlive the night. Stilliqg the rising at my 
heart, 1 waited t?> lieartio more ,1 Hew up thl stairs — X was at 
the door of my uncle's chamber— I stopped there, and listened; 
ail was still — 1 opened the door gently - 1 stole in , and, creep¬ 
ing to the bed-side, knelt down and covered my face with my 
hands; for 1 required a pause .for self-possession, before I had 
courage to look up. When I raised my eyes, I saw my mother on 
llu?opposite side; she sal on a chair with a draught of medicine iu 
one hand, and a walfh in the other. She caught my eye, but did 
not speak; she gave me a sign of rccoguiliou, and looked down 
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again upon the watch. My uncle’s back was turned to me, and 
he lay so still that, (or some moments, I thought he was asleep; 
at last, however, lie moved restlessly. 

“it is past noon: ” said he to my mother, “is it not?" 

“Itis three minutes and six seconds after four,” replied my 
mother, looking closer at the watch. 

My uncle sighei. “They have sent an express for the dear 
boy, Madam?” said he. 

“ Exactly at half-past nine last evening,” answered my mother, 
glancing at me. 

“He could scarce be hereby this time,” said my uncle, and 
lie moved again in the bed.. “Pish — how the pillow frets one.” 

“Is it too high?” said my mother. tt 

“No,” said my uncle, faintly, “no—no—the discomfort 
is not in the pillow, after all — ’r is a fine day is it not?” 

“Very!” said my mother; “ I wish yotj could go out.” 

My uncle did not answer: there was a pause. “Odslish, Ma¬ 
dam , arc those carriage wheels?” 

“No, Sir William — but — ” 

“There are. sounds in my ear — my senses grow dim,” said 
my uncle, unheeding her, — “would that I mifjht live another 
day — 1 should not like to die without seeing him. ’Sdeath, 
Madam, 1 do hear something behind! — Sobs, as 1 live ! — Who 
sobs for the old knight?” and my uncle turned round, and 
saw me. 

“My dear — dear uncle! ” I said, and could say n8 more. 

“Ah, Morton,” cried the kind old man, putting his hand 
affectionately upon mine. “ Heshrcw me, hut 1 think I have con¬ 
quered the grim enemy now that, you are conic. But what's this, 
my boy? — tears — tears, — why little Sid — no, nor Rochester 
cither, would ever have believed this if I had sworn it! Cheer up 
— cheer up.” 

But, seeing that I wept and sobbed the more, my uncle, after 
a pause, continued in the somewhat figurative strain which the 
reader has observed he sometimes adopted, ami which perhaps 
his dramatic studies had taught him. 

“Nay, Mortou, what do you grieve for? — that Age should 
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throw off its fardel of aches and pains, and no longer groan along 
Us weary road, meeting cold looks and unwilling welcomes, as 
both host and comrade grow weary of the fame face, and the 
spendthrift heart (las no longer quip or smile wherew ith to pay the 
reckoning? No — no — let the poor pedlar shuffle off his dull 
pack, and fall asleep. But 1 am glad you arc come: I would 
sooner hate one of your kind looks at your uncle’s stale saws or 
jests than all the long faces about me, .saving only the presence of 
your mother;" and with his characteristic gallantry, my uncle 
turned courteously to her. 

“Dear Sir William!” said she, “il is time you should take 
your draught; and then would it not be Ufcltcr that you should see 
the chaplain — h ■ waits without.” 

-* “Odslish,” ,iaid my uncle,,turning again to me, “’lis the 
way with them all when the body is past hope, comes the phy¬ 
sician, and when tint soul is past mending, conics the priest. 
No, Madam, no, 't is too late for either. — Thank ye, Morton, 
thank ye,” (as I started up — took the draught from my mother’s 
hand, and besought him to drink il) “’t is of no use; but if it 
pleases dice, I must,” — and he drank the medicine. • 

My mother Wise, ,yid walked towards the door -- it was ajar, 
and, as my eye followW her figure, 1 perroned, through the 
opening, the black garb of the chaplain. 

“Not yd,” said she, quietly; “wail. And then gliding 
away, she seated herself by the window in silence? and told her 
beads. 

My uncle continued: — “They have been at me, Morton, as 
if I had been a pagan ; .and 1 believe, in theiijhcarts, they are not 
a little scandalized that I don’t trj»lo win the next world , by trem¬ 
bling like an ague. Faith now, 1 never could believe that Jleaven 
was so partial to cowards; nor can I’think, Morton, that Salva¬ 
tion is like a soldier’s muster-roll, and that we may play the devil 
between hours, so that, at the last moment, we whip in, and 
answer to our names. Odslish, Morion, I could tell thee a tale 
of thatbut’t is a long one, and wc have not time now. Well, 
well, for my pari, 1 deem reverently and gratefully of God, and 
do not believe, lie will he very wrath with our past enjoyment of 
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life, if we have taken care that others should enjoy it too; nor do 
] think* with thy good mother, and Aubrey, dear child! that an 
idle word has the same weight in the Ahmighty's scales as a wicked 
deed.” * 

“Blessed, blessed are they,” 1 cried, through my tears, “on 
whose souls there is as little stain as there is od yours! ” 

“faith, Morton, that’s kindly said; and thou knowest not 
how strangely it sounds, after their exhortations to repentance. I 
know 1 have had my faults, and walked on to our common goal in 
a very irregular line: hut 1 never wronged the living, nor slan¬ 
dered the dead, nor ever shill my heart to the poor—’t were a 
burning sin if 1 had; and 1 have loved all men and all things, and 
1 never bore ill-will to a creature. Poor Ponto, Morton, thou 
wilt take care of poor Ponto, when 1 ’in dead ( —nay, nay, don't 
take on so. Go, my child, go — compose thyself while 1 see the 
priest, for'twill please thy poor mother; and though she thinks 
harshly of me. now, 1 should not like her to do so to-morrow ! Go, 
my dear boy, go.” 

I went from the room, and waited by the door, till the office 
of the priest was over. My mother then came ot't, and said Sir 
William had composed himself Un'skep/ While she was yet 
speaking, Gerald surprised me by his appearance. I learned (hat 
he had been in the house for the last three days and when 1 helfrd 
this, I involuntarily accounted for the appearance of .Monticoil. 
I saluted him distantly, and lie returned my'greeting with the like 
pride. He seemed, however, though in a less degree, to share 
in my emotions; and tny heart softened to him for it. Mevcrlhe- 
less we stood apart, 1 and met not as brothers should have met hv 
the death-bed of a mutual benefactor. 

“ Will you wait without?” said my mother. 

“>’o,” answered 1, “I will watch overliim." So I stole in, 
with a light step, and seated myself by my uncle’s bed-side. He 
was asleep, uud his sleep was as hushed and quiet as an infant’s. 
I looked upon his face, and saw a change had come over it, and 
was increasing sensibly: hut there was neither harshness nor 
darkness in the change, awful as it w as. The soul, solougnur- 
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tured on benevolence, could not, in parting, leave a rude stamp 
-on the kindly clay which had seconded its impulses so well. 

The evening had just set in, when my unde woke; he turned 
very gently, aud%miled when he saw me. 

“It is late?” said he, and 1 observed, with a wruug heart, 
that his t oice was fainter. 

“No, Sir, not very,” saidl. 

“late enough, my child; the wayn sun has gone down; and 
T is a good time to close one's eyes, when all without looks grey 
and chill: incthinks it is easier to wish thee farewell, Morton, 
when I see thy face indistinctly. J am glad I shall not die in the 
day time. Give me thy hand, my child* and tell me that thou art 
not angry with t* ine old u*cle for thwarting thee, in that love busi- 
.Xss. 1 have heard talcs of the # girl, too, which make me glad, 
for thy sake, that ft is all off, though I might not tell thee of them 
before. ’T is very da»k, Morton. I have had a pleasant sleep.— 
Odslish, 1 do not think a bad man would have slept so well. — The 
lire burns dim, Alortou — it is very cold. Cuter me up — double 
the counterpane over the legs, Morton. I remember once walking 
in the Mall — little Sid said ‘Dcvereui.’ — It is colder and colder. 
Morion — raitft the blankets more over the back. ‘Devercux,’ 
sajd little Sid — faith, Afbrton, 't is ice now — where art thou? — 
is^thc lire out, that I can’t see thee? Remember thine old uncle, 
Morton — and — and — don’t forget poor — Ponlo - Rless thee, 
my child bless you all! ” 

And my uncle died I 


, CHAPTER III. 

A great Change ot Prospects. 

1 shi t myself up in the. apartments prepared for me (they 
were not those I had formerly oecuppicd), and refused all partici¬ 
pation in my solitude, till, after an interval of some days, my 
nyvthcr came to summon me to the opening of the will. She was 
more moved than I had expected. “It is a pity,” said she, as we 
descended the stairs, “that Aubrey is not here, and that we 
should he so unacquainted with the exact place where he is likely 
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to V, that 1 fear the letter 1 sent him may be long delayed, or, in¬ 
deed, altogether miscarry." 

“Is not the Abbd here?” said I, listlessly. 

“No!” answered my mother, “ to be sure not.” 

“lie has been here,” saidi, greatly surprised. “I certainly 
saw him on the day of my arrival.” 

“ Impossible!' said my mother, in evident astonishment; and 
seeing that, at all events, f-bc was unacquainted with the circum¬ 
stance, I said no more. 

Tlio will was to be read in the little room, where my uncle had 
been accustomed to sit. I felt it as a sacrilege to his memory to 
choose that spot for such an office, but I said nothing. Herald 
and my mother, the lawyer, (a neighbouring attorney, named 
Oswald,) and myself, were the.pnly persons present; — Mr. Os¬ 
wald hemmed thrice, and broke the seal. After a preliminary, 
strongly characteristic of the testator, he c..mc to the disposition 
of the estates. I had never once, siucc my poor uncle's death, 
thought upon the chances of his will — indeed, knowing myself so 
entirely his favourite, I could not, ifl had thought upon them, have 
entertained a doubt as to their result. What then was my asto- 
nishmculvvhcn, couched in terms of the strongest affection, the 
whole bulk of the. property was bequeathed to Gerald; — to Au¬ 
brey the sum of forty, to myself that of twenty, thousand pounds 
(a capital considerably less than the yearly income of my uncle’s 
princely estate’s), was allotted. Then followed a list ot minor be¬ 
quests , — to my mother an annuity of three thousand a-year, with 
the privilege of apartments in the house during her life; to each of 
the servants legacies'sufficient for independ‘*nee; to a few friends, 
and distant connections of the family, tokens of the testator's re¬ 
membrance , — even the horses to his carriage, and the dogs that 
fed from his menials’ table, were not forgotten, but were to be set 
apart from work, and maintained in indolence during llicir re¬ 
maining span of life. The will was concluded — I could not be¬ 
lieve my senses : not a word was said as a reason for giviug tieridd 
the priority. 

I rose calmly enough. “Suffer me, Sir,” said I to the lawyer, 
“to satisfy my own eyes.” Mr. Oswald bowed, and placed the 
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will in my hands. I glanced at Gerald as I took it: his eonnlc- 
•ii. nice betrayed, or feigned, an astonishment equal to my own. 
With a jealous, searching, scrutinizing eye, ^examined the words 
of the bequest; 1 examined especially (for I suspected that the 
names must have been exchanged ) the place in which my name and 
Gerald's occurred. In vain: all was smooth and fair to the eye, 
not a vestige of possible erasure or alteration vvfis visible. 1 looked 
next at the wording of the will: it was evidently my uncle’s — no 
one could have feigned or imitated the peculiar turn of his expres¬ 
sions; and, above all, many parts ol the will, (the atlectionate 
and peisoual parts) were in his own hand-writing. 

“The date,” saidl, “is, 1 perceive, of very recent period ; 
the. will is signe ’ by two witnesses besides yourself. Who and 
..here are they? 

“Hubert Ustci», the first signature, my clerk, be is since 
dead, Sir.” 

“Dead ! ” said 1; “and the other witness, George Davis?” 

“Is one of Sir William’s tenants, aud is below, Sir, iti wait¬ 
ing.’’ 

‘Let him conic up,” and a middle-sized, stout man, with a 
blunt, bold, open countenance, was admitted. 

.“Did you witness this wifi?” said 1. 

“I did , your honour!” 

“And this is your hand-writing?” pointing to the scarcely le¬ 
gible scrawl. 

“Yees, your honour,” said the man, scratching his head. 
‘ I think it lie, they are my ee.v, and (1, au(l/>, sine enough.” 

“And do you knovv^the purpoit cTthe will *ou signed?” 

“Amin! ” 

“I mean, do you know to whom Sir William — slop, Mr. Os¬ 
wald — suiter the man to answer me — to whom Sir William left 
his properly?” 

“Ada, to he sure, Sir; llie will was a woundy long one, and 
Master Oswald there told me it was no use to read it over to me, 
but merely to.sign, as a witness to Sir William’s band-writing.” 

■“Enough : you may retire; ” aud George Davis vanished. 

“Mr. Oswald," said 1, approaching the attorney, “I may 
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wrong you, and, if so, I am sorry for it, but I suspect there has 
been foul practice in this deed. I have reason to be convinced that 
Sir William Deicrcux could never have made this devise. I give 
you warning, Sir, that I shall bring the businesk immediately be¬ 
fore a court of law, and that if guilty —ay, tremble, Sir — of 
what l suspect, you will answer for this deed at the foot of the gal¬ 
lows.” 

1 turned to Gerald, wliQ.rose while I was yet speaking. Before 
1 could address him, he exclaimed, with evident and extreme agi¬ 
tation : 

“ You cannot, Morton — you cannot — you dare not insinuate 
that I, your brother, have been base enough to forge, or to insti¬ 
gate the forgery of, this will?” • 

Gerald’s agitation made me spill less doubtful ofhisguilt. .% 

“The case, Sir," J answered coldly, ‘''stands thus: my 
uncle could not have made this will — it is a'tlevisc that must seem 
incredible to all who knew aught of our domestic circumstances, 
fraud Ifas been practised, how I know not! by whom I do kuow." 

“Morion, Morton — this is insufferable — I cauuot bear such 
charges, even from a brother.” 

“Charges'.- your conscience speaks, Sir-" noli; no one 
bcuclits by this fraud but you: pardon me if 1 draw an inference 
from a fact.” 

So saying, I turned on my heel, and abruptly left the apart¬ 
ment. I ascended the stairs which led to my own: there I found 
my servant preparing the paraphernalia in which that very evening 
I was to attend my uikIc’s funeral. 1 gave him, with a calm aud 
collected voice, the necessary instructions for following uic to 
town immediately alter that event, and then I passed on to the 
room where the deceased lay in slate. The room was hung with 
black — the gorgeous pall, wrought with the proud heraldry of our 
line, lay over the coffin, and by the lights wiiich made, in that old 
chamber, a more brilliant, yet more ghastly, day, sal the hired 
watchers of the dead. 

I bade them leave me, and kneeling down beside the coffin, I 
poured out the last expressions of my grief, i rose, and was re¬ 
tiring once more to my room, when I encountered Gerald. 
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“Morton,” said lie, “I own to you, I myself am astounded 
by my uncle's will. 1 do not come to make you oilers — you would 
■lot accept them — 1 do not come to vindicate myself, it is beneath 
me; and we have never been ns brothers, and \vc know not their 
language -- hut I do come to demand you to retract the dark and 
causeless suspicions you have vented against me, and also to as¬ 
sure you that, if you have doubts of the authenticity of the willy so 
far from throwing obstacles in your waj^, 1 myself will join in the 
inquiries you institute, and the expenses of the law,” 

1 fell some difficulty in curbing my indignation while Gerald 
thus spoke. I saw before me the persecutor oflsora — the frau¬ 
dulent robber of my rights, and I heard tWs enemy speak to me of 
aiding in the inqiries which were to convict himself of the basest, 
if m>t the blackes., of human cringes; there was something too in 
the reserved and yefcinsolent tone of his voice which, reminding 
me as it did of our longaiversion to each oilier, made my very blood 
creep with abhorrence. I turned away, that I might not break my 
oath to Isora, for i fell strongly templed to do so; and salH in as 
calm an accent as I could command ,• “The case will, 1 trust, re¬ 
quire no king’s evidence; and, at least, I will not lie beholden to 
the man whom n* reason condemns for any assistance in bringing 
upon himself the ultimate Condemnation of the law.” 

Gerald looked at me sternly: “Were you not my brother,” 
said lie, in a low tone, “I would, for a charge so dishonouring 
my fair name, strike you dead at my feet.” • 

“ It is a wonderful Exertion of fraternal love,” I rejoined, with 
a scornful laugh, bul an eye flashing with passions a thousand 
times more fierce Jhan sjorn, “ that prevents yjur adding that last 
favour to those you have already bestowed on me.” 

Gerald, with a muttered curse, placed his hand upon his sword; 
my own rapier was instantly half dravfn, when, to save ns from 
tile great guilt of mortal contest against caeii other, steps were 
heard, and a number of the domestics charged with melancholy 
duties at the approaching rite, were seen slowly sweeping in black 
robes along the opposite gallery. Perhaps that interruption re¬ 
stored both of us to our senses, for we said, almost in the same, 
breath, and nearly in the same phrase, “This way of terminating 
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strife is not for us;” and, as Gerald spoke, he turned slowly away, 
descended the staircase, and disappeared. 

The funeral toolrtplacc at night: a numerous procession of the 
tenants and peasantry attended. My poor uncle'! there was not a 
dry eye for thee, but those of thine own kindred. Tall, stately, 
erect in the power and majesty of his unrivalled form, stood Gerald, 
already assuming the dignity and lordship which, to speak frankly, 
so well became him; my mother's face was turned from tnc, hut 
her attitude proclaimed her utterly absorbed in prayer. As for 
myself, my heart seemed hardened: I could not enfeoff to the ga«* 
of a hundred strangers the emotions which I would have hidden 
from those whom I lovell the most; wrapped in my cloak, with 
arms folded on my breast, and eyes bent to the ground, 1 leaned 
against one of the pillars of the chapel, apart, and apparently un¬ 
moved. ‘ 

But when they were about to lower the body into the vault, a 
inome^ary weakness came over me. 1 made an involuntary step 
forward, a single but deep groan of anguish broke from me, and 
then, covering my face with my mantle, I resumed my former at¬ 
titude, and all was still. The rite was over; in many aud broken 
groupcs the spectators passed from ‘.he chapel: some lo speculate 
on the future Lord, some to mourn over the late, and all to return 
the next morning to their wonted business, and let the glad sun 
teach them to„ forget the past, until for themselves the sun should 
be no more, and the forgetfulness eternal. 

The hour was so late that 1 relinquished my intention of leaving 
the house that night, I ordered my horse to be in readiness at day¬ 
break, and, before 1 retired to rest, I went to my mother’s apart¬ 
ments: she received me wilh more feeling than she had ever 
testified before. 

“Believe me, Morton,” said she, and she kissed my forehead; 
“believe me, I can fully enter into the feelings which you must 
aaturdlly experience on an event so contrary to your expectations. 

I cannot conceal from you how much I am surprised. Certainly 
Sir William never gave any of us cause to suppose that he liked 
;ither of your brothers — Gerald less than Aubrey — so much as 
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yourself; nor, poor man, was he in other things at all addicted 
to conceal his opinions.” 

“It is true, ny mother,” said I; “it is true. Have you not 
therefore some suspicions of the authenticity of the will?” 

“Suspicions!” cried my mother. “No! — impossible! — 
suspicions of whom? You could not think Gerald so base, and 
who else had an interest in deception? — Besides, the signature 
is undoubtedly Sir William’s hand-writing, and the will was re¬ 
gularly witnessed; suspicions, Morton—no, impossible! Be¬ 
lled too, how eccentric aud humoursomc your uncle always was ; 
suspicions! — no, impossible! ” 

■Such things have been, my mother, ^ior arc they uncommon: 
men will hazard neir soul#, ay, and what to some ts more pre- 
cirfhs still, their lives too — for the vile clay we call money. But 
enough of this now; the Law — that great arbiter — that cater of 
the oyster, and divider*of its shells — the Law will decide between 
us, and if against me, as I suppose, aud fear the decision will 
he — why I must he a suitor to Fortune, instead of her com¬ 
mander. Give me your blessing, my dearest mother; 1 cannot 
day longer in this house: to-morrow 1 leave you.” 

And my muffler did bless.mc, and X felt upon her neck aud 
clung to it. “Ah!” thought X, “this blessing is almost worth 
my nut le's fortune. ” 

X returned to my room — there X saw on the table the case of 
the sword sent me by fjie French king. I had left it w*iih my uucle, 
on my departure to town, aud it had been found among his effects, 
and reclaimed by me. I took out the sword, ^tud drew it from the 
scabbard. * • » 

“Gome,” said I, and X kinSlcd with a melancholy, yet a 
deep, enthusiasm, as! looked along tip? blade, “come, my bright 
friend, with thee through this labyrinth which we call the world, 
will 1 carve my way! Fairest .and speediest of earth’s levellers, 
thou makes), the path from the low valley to the steep hill, and 
shadiest the soldier's a\e into the monarch's sceptre! The laurel 
and the fasces , and the curulc car, aud the emperor’s purple — 
whar are these but llty playthings, alternately thy scorn and thy 
toward? Founder ol all Umpires, propagator of all creeds, thou 
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leddcst the Gaul and the Goth, and the gods of Rome and Greece 
crumbled upon their altars! Beneath thee, the fires of the Ghebcr 
waved pale, and oq thy point the badge of the camel-driver blazed 
like a sun over the startled East! Eternal arbiteV, and unconquer¬ 
able despot, while the passions of mankind exist! Most solemn 
of hypocrites — circling blood with glory as with a halo, and con¬ 
secrating homicide and massacre with a hollow name, which the 
parched throat of thy votary,, in the battle, and the agony , shout¬ 
ed) out with its last breath! Star of all human destinies! 1 kneel 
before thee, and invoke from thy bright astrology an omen and a 

(tmilp ” 


CHAPTER IV. 

An Episode. — Hie Son of the Greatest Man who (one only excepted) 
ever lose to a Throne , but by no means of lh.‘ Greatest Man (save one) 
who ever existed. 

BkP'okk sunrise the nest morning, I had commenced my re¬ 
turn to London. 1 had previously entrusted to the locum tcm /is 
of the sage Desmarais, the royal gift, and (singular conjunction !) 
poorPonlo, my uncle’s dog. Here let nif,pause , as 1 shall have 
no other opportunity to mention him, to record the fate of,the 
canine bequest. He accompanied me some years afterwards to 
France, and he died there in extreme age. I shed tears, as 1 saw 
the last relic iff my poor uncle expire, and I w as not consoled even 
though he was buried in the garden of the gallant Vdlars, and im¬ 
mortalized by an cpifciph from the pen of the courtly Chaulicu. 

Leaving my horse, to select his own pace, I surrendered myself 
Ao relleeiion upon the strange Alteration that hud taken place tn 
my fortunes. There did not, in my own mind, rest a doubt but 
that some villany had been practised w ith respect to the will. My 
uncle's constant aud unvarying favour towards me; the unequi¬ 
vocal expressions he himself from time to time had dropped indi¬ 
cative of his future intentions on my behalf; the easy and natural 
manner in which lie had seemed to consider, as a thiug of course, 
my heritage and succession to his estates; all, coupled with Ins 
own frank aud kiudly character, so little disposed to raise hopes 
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■which he mean! to disappoint, might alone have been sufficient to 
.arouse my suspicions at a devise so contrary to all past experience 
of the testator. Jfut when to these were linked the hold temper, 
and the daring intellect of nay brother, joiued to his personal hatred 
to myself; his close intimacy with iUonlreuil, whom 1 believed 
capable of the darkest designs; the sudden and ft ideally concealed 
appearance of the latter on the day my uncle died; the agita'tion 
ami paleness of the attorney; the entftmous advantages accruing 
toticrald, and to no one else, from the terms of the devise; when 
Hose were all united into one focus of evidence, they appeared to 
me to leave no doubt of the forgery of the testament, aud the crime 
id Gerald, Nor was there any thing in*my brother’s bearing and 
maimer caleufal ■ i to ahate’my suspicious, ilis agitation was real; 
In* surprise might have been feifcncd; his offer of assistance in 
iincsiig.ition was an unmeaning bravado; his conduct to myself 
testified his continued til will towards me — an ill will which might 
possibly hate instigated him in the fraud, scarcely less than the 
whispers of interest aud cupidity. 

But while this was the natural and indelible impression on my 
mind, 1 could not disguise from myself the extreme dillicuity I 
should experience in resisting my brother’s claim. As far as my 
ut;cr want of all legal knowledge would allow me to decide, I could 
peieei'e nothing in the will itself which would admit of a lawyer's 
successful catil: iny reasons for suspicion, so conclusive to my- 
-clf, would seem nugatory to a judge. My uncle was known as a 
liumoulist; and prove that a man differs from others in one thing, 
uid the world will believe that he differs fron^them in a thousand. 
Ilis favour to mfl would he, in the popular eye, only an ecccntri- 
:.ity, and the unlooked for disposition of his will only a caprice? 
Possession, too, gave Gerald a proverbial vantage ground, which 
ny whole life might he wasted in contesting; while his command 
-f an immense wealth might,. more than probably, exhaust my 
>piril by delay, and my fortune by expenses. Precious prero- 
jafitc ol law to reverse the attribute of the Almighty! to fill the 
•ic/i with good things, but to send the poor empty away! In cor- 
•iijifiMima rrpuhltt'ti phirimw hprx, Legislation perplexed is 
•ynouymous with crime unpunished. A reflection, by the way. 
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I should-never have made, if I had never had a law-suit — suf¬ 
ferers are ever reformers. 

Revolting, then, these anxious and unpleasing thoughts, in¬ 
terrupted, at times, by regrets of a purer and^ess selfish nature 
for the friend I had lost, aud wandering, at others, to the brighter 
anticipations of rejoining Isora, aud drinking from her eyes inv 
comfort for the past, and my hope for the future, I continued and 
concluded my day’s travel, o 

The next day, on resuming my journey, and on feeling the 
time approach that would bring me to Isora, something like joy 
became the most prevalent feeling on my mind. So true it is that 
misfortunes little affect t.s so long as we have some ulterior object, 
which, by arousing hope, steals us from affliction. Alas! the 
pang of a moment becomes intolerable when we know of nolhfflg 
beyond the 'moment which it soothes us to anticipate! llappiuess 
lives in the light of the future: — attack lift Present — she defies 
you! Darken the Future, aud you destroy her! 

It was a beautiful morning: through the vapours, which rolled 
slowly away beneath his beams, the sun broke gloriously forth; 
and over wood and hill, and the low plains, which, covered with 
gulden corn, stretched immediately before me,-his smile lav in 
stillness, but in joy. And ever from out the brake aud the scat¬ 
tered copse, which at frequent intervals beset the road , tin* merry- 
birds sent a fitful and glad music to mingle with the sweets and 
freshness of the air. 

I had accomplished the greater part of my journey, and had 
entered into a more vfooded and garden-like description of country, 
when I perceived attoldman, in a kind of»iovv chaise, vainly en¬ 
deavouring to hold in a little, but spirited hoise, which had taken 
alarm at some object on the road, and was running away vvitli its 
driver. The age of the gentleman, and the lightness of the chaise, 
gave me some alarm for the safety of the driv er; so, lying my own 
horse to a gate, lest the sound of his hoofs might only increase 
the speed and fear of the fugitive, 1 ran with a swift and noiseless 
step along the other side of the hedge, and coining out.into the 
road, just before the pony’s head, I succeeded in arresting him, 
at rather a critical spot and moment. The old gentleman veiy 
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soon recovered his alarm; and, returning me many thanks for my 
interference, requested me to accompany him to his house, which 
he said was two or three miles distant. 

Though I had ^10 desire to be delayed In my journey, for the 
mere sake of seeing an old gentleman's house, 1 thought my new 
acquaintance’s safety required me, at least, t(^ofTer to act as his 
charioteer till we readied his house. To rnj secret vexation at that 
time, though 1 afterwards thought th« petty inconvenience was 
amply repaid by a conference with a very singular and once noted 
character, the offer was accepted. Surrendering my own steed to 
the care of a ragged boy, who promised to lead it with equal judg¬ 
ment and zeal, I entered the little car, aifd, keeping a firm hand 
and constant eye o . the reftis, brought the offending quadruped 
ini* a very equable and sedate pace. 

“Poor Pob,” said the old gentleman, apostrophizing his 
horse; “poor Pob, lik*e thy betters, thou knowest the weak hand 
from the strong; and when thou art not held in by power, thou 
wilt chafe against love; So that thou reuewest in my mind the re¬ 
membrance of its favourite maxim, viz., ‘The only preventative 
to rebellion is restraint! ’ ” 

“Your observation* Sir,"* said I, rather struck by this ad¬ 
dress, “makes very little in favour of the more generous feelings 
by which we ought to be actuated. It is a base wind which always 
requires the bit and bridle.” . 

“It is. Sir," ansvfcred the old gentleman; “I allow it; but, 
though 1 have some love for human nature, \have no respect for 
it; and while 1 pity its infirmities, 1 cannot bul confess them.” 

“Mcthiuks, Sir," replied 1, *‘thatyou have uttered in that 
short speech more sound philosophy than I have heard for months. 
There is wisdom in not thinking too Ibftily of human clay, and 
benevolence in not judging it too harshly, and something, loo, of 
magnanimity in this moderation ; Tor we seldom contemn mankind 
till t^iey have hurl us, and when they have hurl us, we seldom do 
any thing but detest them for the injury. ” 

“You speak shrewdly, Sir, for one so young,” returned the 
old man, looking hard at me; “and I will he sworn you have 
Dtvertux . 13 
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suffered some cares; for we never begin to think, till we are a 
little afraid to hope.” 

I sighed as I answered, “There ere some men, 1 fancy, 16 
whom constitution supplies the office of care: vflio, naturally me¬ 
lancholy, become easily addicted to reflection, and reflection is a 
soil which soon repays us for whatever trouble we bestow upon its 
culture.” 

“True, Sir!" said mp companion — and there was a pause. 
The old gentleman resumed: “ We are not far from my home now 
(or rather my temporary residence, for my proper and general 
home is atCheshunt, in Hertfordshire); and, as the day is scarcely 
half spent, I trust you 'will not object to partake of a hermit’s 
fare. Nay, nay, no excuse: I assure you that I am not a gossip 
in general, or a liberal dispenser of imitations; and I think, if 
you refuse me now, you will hereafter regret it.” 

My curiosity was rather excited by thisfthreat: and, reflecting 
that my horse required a short rest, I subdued my impatience to 
return to town, and accepted the invitation. We came presently 
to a house of moderate sire, and rather antique fashion. This, 
the old man informed me, was his present abode. A servant, 
almost as old as his master, came to thy. ddoi, and, giving his 
arm to my host, led hint, for he waS rather laine and otherwise 
infirm, across a small hall into a long, low apartment. I followed. 

A miniature, over the chimncy-piece, of Oliver Cromwell," 
forcibly arrested my attention. 

“It Is the only portrait I ever saw,” saiil I, “of the Protector, 
Which impresses oh me the certainty of a likeness; that resolute, 
gloomy brow — that stubborn lip — Ihpt heavy, yet not stolid, 
expression — all seem to warrant resemblance to that singular and 
$>rtttuate man, to whom folly appears to have been as great an 
Instrument of success as wisdom, and who rose to the supreme 
jjjjOjwr, perhaps, no less -from a pitiable fanaticism than an ad¬ 
mirable genius.. So true is it that great men often soar to their 
height, by qualities the least obvious to the spectator, and (to 
stoop to a low comparison,) resemble that animal * in which a 
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common ligament supplies the place and possesses the property 

Of VVingS.” 

The old man smiled very slightly, as T'madc this remark. “If 
this be true,” dSid he, with an impressive lone, “though we 
may wonder less at the talents of the Protector, we must be more 
indulgent to his character, nor condemn l|im for insincerity, 
w hen at heart he himself was deceived.” 

“It is in that light,” said I, “that I have always viewed his 
conduct. And though myself, by prejudice, a cavalier and a 
lory, I own that Cromwell (hypocrite as lie is esteemed) appears to 
me as much to have exceeded his royal antagonist and victim, in 
the iirtue of sincerity, as he did in tin?grandeur of his genius, 
and the profound onsistedty ofhis ambition." 

, “Sir,” said my host, with a vmrmlli that astonished me, “you 
seem to hate knowft that man, so justly do you judge him. Yes,” 
said lie, after a paus#, “yes, perhaps no one ever so varnished 
to hi- ow n breast his designs — no one, so covetous of glory, was 
ever s u duped by conscience — no one ever rose to such a height, 
through so few acts that seemed to himself w orthy of remorse.” 

At this part of our conversation, the sonant, entering, nn- 
nomin d dinner!* We*id|ourged to another room, and partook of 
a homely yet not uninviting repast. When men arc pleased with 
each other, conversation soon gets beyond the ordinary surfaces 
to tall.; and an exchange of deeper opinions is speedily effected by 
wlint old Hornes* qiiajntly enough terms, “The Gentleman Usher 
of all Knowledge — Sermocination! ” t 

ft was a pretty, though small room, whVre we dined; and I 
observed that iu«tliis apartment, as in the oilier into which 1 had 
been first ushered, there were sfteral books scattered about,, in 
that confusion and number which shtjw that they have become to 
their owner both the choicest luxury and the least dispensable ne¬ 
cessary. So, during dinner tijne, we talked principally upon 
books, and 1 observed that those which my host seemed to know 
(hottest were of the elegant and poetical order of philosophers, 
who, more fascinating than deep, preach up the blessings of a 
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solitude which is useless, and a content, which, deprived of 
passion, excitement, and energy, would, if it could ever exist, 
only be a dignified mime for vegetation. 

“So," said he, when, the dinner being refhoved, we were 
left alone with that substitute for all society — wine! “so you are 
going to town: in 'our hours more you will be ip-that great focus 
of noise, falsehood, hollow joy, and real sorroM Do youjxnow 
that I have become so wedded to the country that I cannot but con¬ 
sider ali those who leave it for the turbulent city, in the same light, 
half wondering, half compassionating, as that in which the an¬ 
cients regarded the liard^ adventurers who left the safe land and 
their happy homes, voluntarily to expose themselves in a Irail 
vessel to the dangers of an uncertain se4. Here, when I look out 
on the green fields, and the bin.: sky, the quiet herds, basking 
in the sunshine, or scattered over the unpolluted plains, ! cannot 
but exclaim with I'liuy, ‘This is the true Munanm.' this is the 
source whence flow inspiration to the mind and free juillit- in the 
heart! And in my love of nature — more coulmo.g and i it 
than ever is the love we bear to women — I cry w.-i (he tendci 
sweet Tibullus — 

‘Ego composite, sri’urus ncervo'” 

Despiciam elites — elespieiamqiie famcm.’” 

“These,” said I, “arc the sentiments wet all (perhaps (lie 
most restless, of us the most passionately) at times experience. 
Bnl there is in our hearts some secret, but irresistible, principle, 
that impels us, as a rolling circle, onward, onward, inthegre.it 
orbit of our destiny* nor do we find a respite until the wheels on 
which we move are broken — at the tomb.” 

“Yet," said my host, “the internal principle you speak of 
cgfl be arrested before the grave: at least stilled and impeded. 

will smile incredulously, perhaps (fori see you do not know 
wfco I am), when I tell you that I might once 1m e been a monarch, 
and that obscurity seemed to me more enviable than empire; I re¬ 
signed the occasion: the tide of fortune rolled onward, stod *eft 
me safe, but solitary and forsaken, upon the dry land. If you 
wonder at my choice, you will wonder still more when I tell you 
that I have never repented it.” 



Greatly surprised, and even startled., I heard my host make 
this strange avowal. “Forgive me,'^said I, “hut you have 
powerfully excited my interest; dare I inquire from whose ex¬ 
perience I am utfw deriving a lessou?” 

“Not yet,” said my host, smiling, “ not till our conversation 
is over, and you have bid the old anchorite adieu, in all probabi¬ 
lity, for ever: you will then kn$fr that you have conversed with a 
man, perhaps more universally neglqpled and contemned than any 
of his contemporaries/ Yes,” he continued, “yes, 1 resigned 
power, and 1 got not praise for my moderation, but contempt for 
my folly; no human being would believe that 1 could have relin¬ 
quished that treasure through a disrcg;#d for its possession which 
.■'tiers would on 1 , have relinquished through an incapacity tore? 

• pu it, and that which, had l\jey seen it recorded in an ancient 
history, men wot Id have regarded as the height of philosophy, 
they despised when a«tcd under their eyes, as the extremes! abase- 
i.o 1 , f inihe, ihty. Yet 1 compare my lot with that of the great 
men when, 1"• expected to equal in ambition, and to whose grau- 

• “■ii. 1 might ha' “n.ceeded; and am convinced that in this re¬ 
tie,;! 1 am more to he envied than he ip the plenitude of his power 

i the heightwof renown; yet is, not happiness the aim of 
'oS'K'iii ! if my choice is’happier than his, is it not wiser?" 

Alas,” thought 1, “the wisest men seldom have the loftiest 
genius, and perhaps happiness is granted rather to mediocrity ol 
mind thau to mediocrity of circumstances;” hut Pdid not give so 
uncourteous a reply to my host an audible utterance; on the con¬ 
trary : “ 1 do not doubt,” said I, as 1 rose tovlepart, “ the wisdom 
of a ehoire which ha*j brought you self granulation. And it has 
been said by a man both grej# aiftl good, a man to whose mind was 
open the lure of the eloset^and the experience of courts — that in 
wisdom or in folly, ‘the only difference between one man and 
another, is whether a man governs his passions or his passions 
him.’ According to this rule', which iudeed is a classic and a 
gulden aphorism, Alexander, on the throne of Persia, might 
have been an idiot to Diogenes in his tub. And now, Sir, in 
wishing you farewell, let me again crave your indulgence to my 
curiosity' 
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“Notyet, not yet,” answered my host; and he led me onee, 
more into the other room.!: While they were preparing my horse, 
we renewed our conversation. To the best of my recollection, we 
talked about Plato; but I had now become so ilfipatient to rejoin 
Isora that I did not accord to my worthy host the patient attention I 
had hitherto given him. When l took leave of him he blessed me, 
and placed a piece of paper in my hand; “Do not open this,” said 
he, “fill you are at least two miles hence, your curiosity will 
then be satisfied. If ever you travel this road again, or if ever 
you pass by Cheshunt, pause and see if the old philosopher is 
dead. Adieu!” 

And so we parted. 

You may be sure that I had not passed the appointed distance 
of two miles very far, when I open td the paper and read the follow¬ 
ing words: — * 

“Perhaps, young stranger, at some ftlture period of a life, 
which I venture to forelel will be adventurous and eventful, it 
may all'ord you a matter for reflection, or a resting-spot for a 
moral, to remember that you have seen, in old age and obscuritv, 
the son of Him who shook an empire, avenged a people, ami ob¬ 
tained a throne, only to be the victim of his own passions and the 
dupe of his own reason. I repeat now the question I before put to 
you — - was the fate of the great Protector fairer than that of the 
despised and forgotten 

,* “Ricnwui CuoviWEi.i.?” 

“So,” thought I, “it is indeed with the son of the greatest 
ruler England, or jA’rhaps, in modern times, Europe has over 
produced, that I haw, held this eonversatim upon content! Yes. 
perhaps your fate is more to be envied than that of your illustrious 
father; but who would envy it more? Strange that while we pre¬ 
tend that happiness is the object of all desire, happiness is the 
last thing which we covet. Love, and wealth, and pleasure, 
and honour, — these are the roads which we take, so long (hat, 
accustomed to the mere travel, we forget that it was first under¬ 
taken, not for the course, but the goal; and, in the common 
infatuation which pervades nil our race, we make the toil the meed, 
and iu following the means forsake the cud.” 
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I never saw my host again; very shortly afterwards lie died : 
and Fate, which had marked with so strong a separation the lives 
of the father and the son, united in that death — as its greatest, 
so its only universal, blessing — the philosopher and the recluse 
with the warrior and the chief! 

CHAPTER V. 

In which the Hero shows Decision on more points than one — More of 
lsora’s Character is developed. 

To use the line image in the Arcadjp, it was “when the sun, 
like a noble heart. began to show his greatest countenance in his 
lowest estate,” . iat I arrived at Isora’s door. 1 had written to her 
nrtce, to annouw^ my uncle's lieath, ami the day of my return; 
hut I had nut mentioned in my letter my reverse of fortunes: I re¬ 
served that communication till it could he softened by our meeting. 
I saw by the countenance of the servant who admitted rue that all 
was well; so I asked no question — I Hew up the stairs — I broke 
into Isora’s chamber, and in an instant she was in my arms. Ah, 
I.ovc, Love! therefore art thou so transitory a pilgrim nri the 
earth — ari evening clflud which hovers on our horizon, drinking 
the hues of the sun, that grows ominously brighter as it verges to 
the shadow and the night, and which, the moment that sun is set, 
wanders on in darkness or descends in tears! 

“And now, my«bird of Paradise,” said I, as we sat alone in 
the-apartment I had fitted up as the. banaocting room, and on 
which, though small in its proportions, I h\d lavished all the love 
of luxury and ol’show which mai% one of my fliost prevailing weak¬ 
nesses, “and now, how has time passed witli you since we 
parted?” 

“Need yon ask, Morton? Ah, have you ever noted a poor 
dog deserted by its master, or rather not deserted, for that, you 
know, is not iny ease yet,” added Jsora, playfully, “but left at 
home while the master went abroad? have you noted how restless 
the .poor animal is — how it refuses all company and all comfort — 

Richard Cromwell died in 1112. — Ed. 
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how it goes a hundred times a-day into the room which its master 
is wont mostly to inhabitS**-<how it creeps into the sofa or the chair 
which the same absent idler'was accustomed to press — how it 
selects some article of his very clothing, and curls jealously arouud 
it, and hides and watches oter it, as I have hid and watched over 
this glove, Morton? Have you ever noted that humble creature 
whose whole happiness is the smile of one being, when the smile 
was away? — then, Morion-’, you can tell how my time has passed 
during your absence.” 

I answered Isora by endearments and by compliments. She 
turned away from the latter. 

“Never call me those fine names, I implore you,” she whis¬ 
pered; “ call me only by those pretty "pet words by which 1 know 
you will never call any one else, illcc and bird arc my names, and 
mine only; but beauty and angel are names you have given, 01 
may give, to a hundred others! Promise line, then, to address 
me only in our own language." 

“I promise, and lo, the seal to the promise. But tell me, 
Isora, do yon not love these rare scents that make an Araby of this 
unmellowcd clime? Do you not love the profusion of light which 
rcllccts so dazzling a lustre on that soft cheek — and those eyes 
which the ancient romancer * must have dreamt of when he wrote 
so prettily of “eyes that seemed a temple where love and beauty 
W’cre married?” Docs not yon fruit take a more tempting hue, 
bedded as it is in those golden leaves? Does not sleep seem to 
hover with a downier wing over those sofas on which tiie limbs of a 
princess have been hud? In a word, is there not in luxury and 
in pomp a spell which no gentler or wiser mind would disdain?” 

“It may be so!” said Isora, sighing, “but the splendour 
which sourrounds us chills and almost terrifies me. I think every 
proof of your wealth and rank puts me farther from you; then, 
too, I have some remembrance of the green sod, and the silver 
rill, and the trees upon which the young winds sing and play — 


Sir Philip Sydney, who, if we may judge bv the number ofipio- 
talions from his works scattered in the. book, seems to base been an 
especial favourite with Count Desereux. — E». 
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and I owu that it is with the country, fljhd not the town, that all 
niy ideas of luxury are wed." , -C. 

“ But the m^uerous attendants, thelong*row ofliveried hire¬ 
lings, through which you may pass, as through a lane, the ca¬ 
parisoned steeds, the stately equipage, the jewelled tiara, the 
costly robe which matrons imitate and emya the music, which 
lulls you to sleep, the lighted show, the gorgeous stage; — all 
these, the attributes or gilts of wealtft, all these that you have the. 
right to hope you will one day or other command, you will own 
are what you could very reluctantly forego?” 

“l)o you think so, Morton? Ah, # I wish you were of my 
humble temper: the more wc limit and concentre happiness, the 
more certain, I .hink, we are of securing if — they who widen 
the circle cncroachupou the boiflidaries of danger; and they who 
freight their wealth upon an hundred vessels aie more liable, Mor¬ 
ton, are they not, to the peril of the winds and the waves lhau 
they who venture it only niton one?" 

“Admirably reasoned, my little sophist; but if the one ship 
sink?” 

“Why, I would embark myself in it as well as my wealth, 
and sliould sinlTwith it.”, 

. “Well, well, Isora, yourpunosopny win, perhaps, soon he 
put to the test. I will talk to you to-morrow of business.” 

“ And why not to-night?” 

“To-night, whan 1 have just returned! No, to-night I will 
only talk to you of love! ” 

As may he supposed, Isora was rcac'ily reconciled to my 
change of circiftnstanves, and jndeed that*sum which seemed 
poverty to me appeared positive wealth to her. But perhaps few 
men are. by nature and inclination more luxurious and costly than 
myself; always accustomed to a profuse expenditure at my uncle's, 
I fell insensibly and con amore on my debut in London, into all 
the extravagancies of the age. Sir William, pleased, rather than 
discontented with my habits, especially as they were attended 
with some eclat, pressed upon me proofs of his generosity which, 
smc’cT knew his wealth and,considered myself his heir, i did not 
icruple to accept, and at the time of my return to London after his 
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death, I had not only spent to the full the princely allowance I hau 
received from him, but whs above half my whole fortune in debt. 
However, I had horSes and equipages, jewels and plate, and I 
did not long wrestle with my pride, before I obtained the victory, 
and sent all my valuables to the hammer. They sold pretty well, 
all things considered, for I had a certain reputation in the world 
for taste and muniticencc; and when I had received the product 
and paid my debts, I found that the whole balance in my favour, 
including, of course, my uncle’s legacy, was £ 15,000. 

' It was no bad younger brother’s portion, perhaps, but I was 
iu no humour to be made a younger brother without a struggle. 
So I went to the lawyers; they looked at the will, considered the. 
case, and took their fees. Then the hone.stest of them, with the 
coolest air in the world, told me ttf content myself vvith my legacy 1 , 
for the eause was hopeless; the will was sufficient to exclude a 
wilderness of elder sons. I need not add that 1 left this lawyer 
with a very contemptible, opinion of his understanding. I went to 
another, he told me. the same thing, only in a different manner, 
and I thought him as great a fool as his fellow practitioner. At 
last I chanced upon a little, brisk gentleman, with a quick eye and 
a sharp v oice, who wore a wig that carried conviction in every curl; 
had a independent, upright mien, and such a logical, emphatic 
way of expressing himself that I ^as quite charmed with him. 
This gentleman scarce heard me out before he assured me that I 
had a famous case of it, that he liked making quick work, and 
proceeding with vigour, that he hated rogues, and delay which 
was the sign of a rogif'e, but not the necessary sign of law, that I 
was the most fortunate, man imaginable iu coming fo him, and, in 
short, that I had nothing to do but to commence proceedings, and 
leave all the rest to him. 1 was very soon bilked into this proposal, 
and very soon embarked in the luxurious ooean of litigation. 

Having settled this business so satisfactorily, J wcul to rceeiv c 
the condolence and sympathy of St. John. Notwithstanding the 
arduous occupations both of pleasure and of power, in which nc 
was constantly engaged, he had found time to call upon me veiv 
often, and to express by letter great disappointment that 1 had 
neither received nor returned his visits. Touched by the pheno- 
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menon of so much kindness in a statesman, I paid him in return 
the only compliment in my power, via. I asked his advice with a 
view of Idling it. 

“Politics politics, my dear Count,” said he, in answer to 
that reqnest, — “nothing like it; I will get you a seat in the 
House by next week,— you are just of age, I think, —Heavens! 
a man like you, who has learning enough for a Herman professor 
— assurance that would almost ab^sh a Alilesiau — a very pretty 
choice of words, and a pointed way of consummating a jest — 
why, with you by my side, my dear Count, I will soon — ” 

“St.John,” said I, interrupting him , “ you forget l am a 
Catholic!” 

“Ah, I did Target that,” replied St. John, slowly. “Heaven 
help me, Count, butlam sorry^your ancestors were not converted; 
it was a pity tlicf should bequeath you their religion without the 
estate to support it* for papacy has become a terrible tax to its 
followers.” 

“I wonder,” said I, “ whether the earth will ever lie governed 
by Christians, not cavillers; by followers of our Saviour, not by 
co-operators of the devil; by men who obey the former, and ‘ love 
one another,Vnot bv men who walk about with the latter, (that 
roaring lion,) ‘scekidg whom they may devour.’ Intolerance 
makes us acquainted with strange nonsense, and folly is never so 
lndierous as when associated with something sacred — it is then 
like Punch and his Wife in Powell’s puppet-show* dancing in the 
Ark. For example, to tell those who differ from us that they are 
in a delusion, and yet to persecute them for that delusion, is to 
equal the wisdom pf our forefathers, why, we are told, in the 
Dtemonologic of the Scottish Salomon, ' burnt a whole monastcrie 
of nunnes for being misled, not by men, but dreames!”’ 

And being somewhat moved, l*ran on for a long time in a very 
eloquent strain, upon the disadvantages of intolerance; which, 1 
would have it, was a policy as familiar to Protestantism now as it 
Jiad been to Popery in the dark ages: quite forgetting that it is not 
tiie vice of a peculiar seel, but of a ruling party. 

„• ,St. John, who thought, or affected to think very differently 
from me on these subjects, shook his head gently, but, with bis 
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usual good breeding, deemed it rather too sore a subject for dis¬ 
cussion. 

“I will tell you a discovery I have made,” said I. 

“And what is it?” 

“ Listen: that man is wisest who is happiest —granted. What 
docs happiness consist in 9 Power, wealth, popularity, and, 
above all, content! Well then, no man ever obtains so much 
power, so much money, so,much popularity, and, above all, 
such thorough self-content as a fool; a fool, therefore (this is no 
paradox), is the wisest of men. Fools govern the world in 
purple — the wise laugh at them — but theydaugh in rags. Fools 
thrive at court — fools thrive in state chambers — fools thrive in 
boudoirs— fools thrive in rich men’s legacies. Who is so beloved 
as a fool? livery man seeks him, laughs at him, and hugs 
him. Who is so secure in his own opinion — s” high in compla¬ 
cency, as a fool? sud rirtu/r involvit. Ha'kyc, St. John, let 
us turn fools — they are the only potentates — the only philo¬ 
sophers of earth. Oh, motley, ‘ motley’s your only wear! ’” 

“11a! ha!” laughed St. John; and, rising, he insisted upon 
carrying me with him to the rehearsal ot a new play, in order, as 
he said, to dispel my sjdeen, and prepare me for ripe decision 
upon the plans to be adopted for bettering niy fortune. 

Hut, in good truth, nothing calculated to advance so com¬ 
fortable and praiseworthy an end seemed to present itself. Sly 
religion was an' effectual bar to any hope of rising in the slate. 
Europe now began to wearan aspect that promised universal peace, 
and the sword which I had so poetically apostrophized was not 
likely to be drawn upon any more glorious engagement, thau a 
brawl with the Mohawks, any incautious noses appertaining to 
which fraternity I was fully resolved to slit whenever they came 
conveniently in my way. To hdd to the unpromising stale of my 
worldly circumstances, my uncle’s death had removed the only 
legitimate barrier to the acknowledgment of my marriage with Isora, 
and it became dueto her to proclaim and publish that event. Now, 
If there be any time in the world when a man’s friends look upon 
him most coldly, when they speak of his capacities of rising the 
most despondingiy, when they arc most inclined, in short, to set 
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him down as a silly sort of fellow, whom it is no use inconvenien¬ 
cing one’s self 10 assist, it is at that moment when he has made what 
the said friends are pleased to term an imprudent marriage! It 
was, therefore p no remarkable instance of good luck that the ex¬ 
press time for announcing that I had contracted that species of 
marriage, was the express time for my wanting the assistance of 
those kind-hearted friends. Then, too, hj the pleasing Sym¬ 
pathies in worldly opinion, the nogjocl of one’s friends is always 
so damnably neighboured by the exultation of one’s foes! Never 
was there a man xvlio, without being very handsome, very rude, 
or very much in public life, had made unto himself more enemies 
than it had been my lot to make. Hovtlhe rascals would all sneer 
and coin dull ji ts when,they saw ine so down in the world! The 
very old maids, who, so loug # as they thought me single, would 
have declared tha*the will was a fraud, would, directly they heard 
1 was married, ask jf Gerald was handsome, and assert, with a 
wise look, that my uncle knew well what he was about. Then 
the joy of the LadJ H.isseltou, and the curled lip of the haughty 
Tarletou ! It is a very odd circumstance, bubil is very true, that 
the people we most despise have the most influence oxer our ac¬ 
tions: «i man sever ruins himself by giv ing dinners to his father, 
«*r turning his house into It palace in order to feast his bosom 
friend: — on the contrary, 'I is the poor dev il of a friend w ho fares 
the worst, and starves on the family joint, while mine host beg¬ 
gars himself to banquet “that disagreeable Mr. A., who is such 
an insufferable ass*” and mine hostess sends her husband to the 
TIM, by vicing with “that odiousMrs.lt., who was always her 
aversion! ” . 

Just in the same manner, »no thought disturbed me, in the 
step I w as about to take, half so sorely as the recollection of Lady 
llasselton the coquette, and Mr. Tatleton the gambler. However, 
1 have said somewhere or other that nothing selfish on a small scale 
polluted my love for Isora — nor did there. I had resolved to 
render her speedy and full justice; and if I sometimes recurred to 
the disadvantages to myself, 1 always had pleasure in thinking 
tlyit they were surnjirrx to her. Hut to my great surprise, when 
I first announced to Isora mv intention of revealing our marriage. 
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I perceived in her countenance, always such a traitor to her emo- 
tiuus, a very dilTercnt expression from that which! had anticipated. 
A deadly paleness spread over her whole face, and a shudder 
seemed to creep through her frame. She attempted, however, 
to smile, away the alarm she had created in me; nor was I able to 
penetrate (he cause of an emotion so unlooked for. But I conti¬ 
nued to speak of the public announcement of our union as of a 
thing decided; and at length she listened to me while I arranged 
the method of making it, and sympathized in the future projects 1 
chalked out for us to adopt. Still, however, when I proposed a 
delinite time for the re-celebration of our nuptials, she ever draw¬ 
back , and hinted the wisHfor a longer delay. 

“Not so soon, dear Mortonshe would say tearfully, “not 
so soon; whe are happy now, aiyl perhaps when you are with me 
always, you will not love me so well!” 

I reasoned against this notion, and this reluctance, but in 
vain; and day passed on day, and even week on week, and our 
marriage was still undeclared. I now lived* however, almost 
wholly with Isora, for busy tongues could no longer carry my secret 
to my uncle; and, indeed, since I had lost the fortune which I 
was expected to inherit, it is astonishing how Itttlc-yeople troubled 
their fiends about my movements or myself. I lived then almost 
wholly with Isora — and did familiarity abate my love? Strange to 
say, it did not abate even the romance of it. The reader may 
possibly remember a conversation with St. John recorded in the 
Second Book of this history. “The deadliest foe to love,” said 
be, (lie who had known all love — that of (he senses and that also 
of the soul!) “is not change, nor misfortune, noa jealousy, nor 
wrath, nor any thing that flows from passion, or emanates from 
fortune. The deadliest foe to love, is custom!” 

Was Si. John right? — I believe that in most instances he was; 
and perhaps the custom was uot continued in my case long enough 
for me to refute the maxim. But as yet, the very gloss upon the 
god’s wings was fresh as on the lirst day when I had acknowledged 
his power. Still was Isora to me the light and the music of exist¬ 
ence! — still did my heart thrill and leap within inc when her silver 
and fond voice made the air a blessing. Still would I hang over 





her, when her beautiful features lay hushed in sleep, and watch 
the varying hues of her cheek; and fancy, while she slept, that in 
each low, sweet breath that my lips drew from hers, was a whis¬ 
per of tenderness and endearment! Still when I was absent from 
iter, my soul seemed to mourn a separation from its belter and 
dearer part, and the joyous senses of existence saddened and 
shrunk into a single waut! Still was her presence to my heart as a 
breathing atmosphere of poesy which circled and tinted all human 
things; still was my being filled with Altai delicious and vague me¬ 
lancholy, which the very excess of rapture alone produces - the 
knowledge W'e dare not breathe to ourselxes that the treasure in 
w Inch our heart is stored is uot above the casualties of fate. The 
sigh that mingles with the kiss, the l?ar that glistens in the em- 
passioned and earning *gazc, the deep tide m our spirit, over 
which the moon jnd the stars have power ; the chain of harmony 
within the thought, which has a mysterious link with all that is 
fair, and pure, antPbright in Nature, knitting as it were loveli¬ 
ness with love!—all this, all that! cannot express — all that to 
the young for whom the real world lias had few spells, and the 
world of visions has been a home, who love at last and for the. lirst 
time, — all that to them are known were still mine. 

In truth, ffibra waspne jvell calculated to sustain and to rivet 
romance. The cast of her beauty was so dreamlike, and yet so 
vary iug — her temper was so little mingled with the common cha¬ 
racteristics of w oman; it had so little of caprice, so little of vanity, 
so titter an absonce.of all jealous and all angry feeling; it was so 
made up of tenderness and devotion, and yet so imaginative and 
fairy-like in its fondness, that it was difficult to bear only the 
sentiments oPearth, for one who bod si» little of earth’s clay. 
She was more like the vvomeuVhorn one imagines arc (lie crea¬ 
tions of poetry, and yet of whom qp poelry , save that of Shak- 
speare’s , reminds us ; and to this day , when I go into the 
world, 1 never see aught of our own kind which recalls her, or 
even one of her features, to my memory. Hut when I am alone 
tt’ith Nature, melhinks a sweet sound or a new-born (lower, has 
something of familiar power over those stored and deep impres¬ 
sions which do make her image, and it brings her more vividly be- 



fore my eyes than any shape or face of her own sex, however beau¬ 
tiful it may be. 

There was also another trait in her character which, though 
arising in her weakness, not her virtues, yet perpetuated the more 
dreamlike and imaginary qualities of our passion: this was a me¬ 
lancholy superstition, developing itself in forebodings and omens 
which interested, because they were steeped at once in the poetry 
-and in the deep sincerity of her nature. She was impressed with a 
strong and uncontrollable feeling that her late was predestined to a 
dark course aud an early end; and she drew from all things around 
her something to feed the pensive character of her thoughts. The 
stillness of noon— the holy and eloqueut repose of twilight, its 
rosy sky, and its soft air, ns shadows and its dews, had equally 
for her heart a whisper and a spell. The wan stars, where, from 
the eldest time, man has shaped out a chart of the undiseoverable 
future; the mysterious moon, to which the great ocean ministers 
from its uutroddeu shrines; the winds, which traverse the vast air, 
pilgrims from an eternal home to an unpenctrated bourne; the il¬ 
limitable Heavens, where none ever gazed without a vague craving 
for something that the earth cannot give, and a vague sense of a 
former existence, in which that something was enjoyed; the holy 
night— that solemn and circling sleep, which seems, iu its re¬ 
pose, to image our death, and in its living worlds to shadow forth 
the immortal realms which only through that death we can survey; 
— all had, for the deep heart of Isora, a language of omen aud of 
doom. Often would vve wander alone, and for hours together, by 
the quiet and wild woods and streams that surrounded her retreat, 
aud which vve both lovcfl so well; aud often, when the night closed 
over us, with my arm around her, () and our lips so near that our 
atmosphere was our mutual breath, would she utter, in that voice 
which “made the soul plant itself in the ears,” — the predictions 
which had nursed themselves at her heart. • 

I remember one evening, iu especial! the rich twilight had 
gathered over us, and we sat by a slender aud soft rivulet, over¬ 
shadowed by some stunted yet aged trees. We had both, before 
she spoke, been silent for several minutes; and only when, at 
rare intervals, the birds scut from the copse that backed us a soli- 
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tnry and vesper note of music, was the stillness around us broken. 
Before us, on the opposite bank of the stream, lay a valley, in 
'which shadow and wood concealed all trace of man's dwellings, 
save atone far sj»t, where, from a single hut, rose a curling and 
thin vapour, — like a spirit released from earth, and losing gra¬ 
dually its earthier particles, as it blends itself with the loftier atmo¬ 
sphere of Heaven. ^ * 

It was then that Isora, clinging closer to me, whispered her 
forebodings of death. “Vou will remember,” said she, smiling 
faintly, “you will remember me, in the lofty and bright career 
which yet awaits you; and I scarcely know whether I would not 
sooner have that memory — free as it will be from all recollection 
of my fallings air' faults, and all that I have cost you , than incur 
the chance of your future coldness or decrease of love.” 

"And when Isofc turned, and saw that the tears stood in my 
eyes, she kissed then^away, and said, after a pause, 

“It matters not, my owu guardian angel, vvliat becomes of 
me: and now that I am near you, it is wicked to let my folly cost 
you a single pang. But why should you grieve at my forebodings? 
there is nothing painful or harsh in them to me, and t interpret 
them thus: ‘ if life passes away before the common dale, per¬ 
haps it will be a sacrifice to ytfurs.’ And it will, Morton — it will. 
Tlie love I bear to you I ran but feebly express now; all of us wish 
to prove our feelings, and I would give one proof of mine for you. 
If secins to me that I was made only for one purpose — to love 
you; and 1 would faih hope that my death may be some sort of sa¬ 
crifice to you — some token of the ruling passion and the whole 
object of my life,” 

As Isora said this, the light of the moon, which had just risen, 
shone full upon her cheek, Hushed as it was with a deeper tint 
than it usually wore; and in her eye her features— her fore¬ 
head — the lofty nature of her love seemed to have stamped the di¬ 
vine expression of itself. 

.Have I lingered too long on these passages of life, — they draw 
near to a close — and a more adventurous and stirring period of 
inaiyhood will succeed. Ah, little could they, who in after years 
beheld in me but the careless yet stern soldier — the wily and cal- 
Devereux. 1 4 
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lous diplomatist — the companion alternately so light and so moo¬ 
dily reserved little could they tcllhow soft, and weak, and do¬ 
ting, my heart was once! 

CHAPTER VI. 

An imoxpecUjh Meeting — Conjecture and Anticipation. 

Tim day for the public solemnization of our marriage was at 
length appointed. In fart, Ihe plan Ibr the future that appeared 
to me most promisihg was to proffer my services to some foreign 
Court, and that of Russia held out to me the greatest temptation. 
1 was therefore anxious, ;i£ soon as possible, to hate an affair of 
such importance over, and 1 purposed leaving the country within a 
week afterwards. My little lawyer assured me that my suit would 
go on quite as well in my absence, and whenever-my presence wis 
necessary he would he sure to inform me of it^. 1 did not doubt him 
in the least — it is a charming thing to have confidence in one’s 
man of business. 

OfMontreuil I now saw nothing; but I accidentally heard that 
he was on a -visit to Gerald, and that the latter had already made 
the old walls ring with premature hospitality. 'AjjJ'or Aubrey, I 
was in perfect ignorance of his movements: Ijml the unsatisfactory 
shortness of his last letter, and the wild expressions so breathing of 
fanaticism in the postscript, had given me frequent sensations of 
anxiety and alarm on his account. 1 longed above all to see, him,— 
to lalk'over old times and our future plans, and to learn whether no 
new bias could he given to a temperament which seemed to lean 
so strongly towards a self-punishing superstition. ( it was about a 
week before the day fixed for my public nuptials, that t received at 
last from him the following letter: 

r 

“My iikirkst Brother, 

“I have been long absent from home — absent on affairs on 
which we will talk hereafter. I have not forgotten you, though I 
have been silent, and the news of my poor uncle's death has 
shocked me greatly. On my arrival here I learnt your disappoint¬ 
ment and your recourse to law. I am uot so much surprised, 
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though I am as much grieved, as yourself, for I will tell yon now, 
what seemed lo me unimportant before. On receiving your lei ter, 
requesting consent to your designed marriage, my uncle seemed 
greatly displeased as well as vexed, and afterwards he heard much 
tiiat displeased him more; from what quarter came his news i 
know not, and he only spoke of it in inuendoes and angry insinua¬ 
tions. As far as 1 was able, I endeavoured to Team his meaning, 
hut could not, and to my praises o£ you I thought latterly he 
seemed to lend but a cold ear; lie told me at last, when I was 
about to leave him, that you bad acted ungratefully to him, and 
that he should alter his will. I scarcely thought of this speech at 
the time, or rather 1 considered it as tNte threat of a momentary 
anger. Possibly however, it was the prelude to that disposition 
of property which has so wounded you, — I observe loo that the 
will bears date alufbl that period. I mention Ibis fact to you — 
you can draw from it what inference you will; but l do solemnly 
believe that Gerald is innocent of any fraud towards you. 

“Iam all anxiety to hear whether your love continues. 1 be¬ 
seech you to write to tne instantly and inform me on that head as 
on all others. We shall meet soon. 

“Your ever affectionate Brother, 
“Aiikrkv Dkvkkki.’x.” 

There was something in this letter that vexed and displeased 
me: I thought it breathed a tone of unkindness and indifference, 
which my present circumstances rendered peculiarly inexcusable. 
So far, therefore, from answering it immediately, 1 resolved not 
to reply to it till after the solemnization of my jniiriiagc. The anec¬ 
dote of my uncle startled me a Kttlc when 1 coupled it with the 
words my uncle had used towards myself on his death bed ; viz., 
in hinting that he had hoard some tilings unfavourable to Isora, 
unnecessary then to repeal; but still if my uncle had altered bis 
intentions towards me, would he not have mentioned the change 
and its reasons? Would he have written to me with such kind¬ 
ness , or received me with such affection? I could not believe that 
he Would : and my opinions of the fraud aud the perpetrator were 
not a whit changed by Aubrey’s epistle. It was dear, however, 
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that lie had joined the party against me: and as my love for him 
was exceedingly great, I was mucluvoundcd by the idea. 

“ All leave me,” said 1, “upon this reverse, — all but Isora!” 
and I thought with renewed satisfaction on the step which was 
about to ensure to her a secure home and an honourable station. 
My b >ars lest Isora should again be molested by her persecutor 
were now pretty well at rest; having no doubt in my own mind as 
to that persecutor's identity. I imagined that in his new acquisition 
of wealth and pomp, a boyish ami unreturned love would easily he 
relinquished; and that, perhaps, he would scarcely regret my ob¬ 
taining the prize himself had sought for, when in my altered for¬ 
tunes it would he follovveu’by sucli worldly depreciation. In short, 
I looked upon him as possessing a characteristic common to most 
had men, who are never so influenced by love as they are by ha¬ 
tred; and imagined therefore, that if he had loJt the object of the 
former, he could console himself by exulting over any decline of 
prosperity in the object of the latter. 

As the appointed day drew near, Isora’s despondency seemed 
to vanish, aud she listened, with her usual eagerness in whatever 
interested me, to my continental schemes of enterprise. I resolved 
that our second wedding, though public, should-he modest and 
unostentatious, suitable rather to Wr fortunes than our birth. S'. 
John, and a few old friends of the family, constituted all the party 
I invited, and I requested them to keep my marriage secret until 
the very day fob celebrating it arrived. I did this from a desire of 
avoiding compliments intended as sarcasms,' and visits rather of 
curiosity, than friendship. On flew the days, and it was now the 
one preceding my wedding. 1 was dressing to go out upon a matter 
of business connected with the Aeremony, and I then, as I re¬ 
ceived my hat fiom Desmarais, for the first lime thought it requi¬ 
site to acquaint that accomplished gentleman with the rile of the 
morrow. Too well bred was Monsieur Desmarais to testify any 
other sentiment than pleasure at the news; and he received my or¬ 
ders and directions for the next day with more than the graceful 
urbanity which made one always feel quite honoured by his atten¬ 
tions. 

“And how goes on the philosophy?” said I, — “faith, 
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since I am about to be married, I shall be likely to require its 
.consolations.” 

“Indeed, Monsieur," answered Dcsmarai*, with Unit expres¬ 
sion of sell'-coneTiil which was so curiously inter woven with the 
obsequiousness of his address, “indeed, Monsieur, I have been 
so occupied of late in preparing a little powder very essential to 
dress, that l have not had time for any graver, though not perhaps 
more important, avocations." 

“Powder — aud what is it?" 

“Will Monsieur condescend to nonce ns chock answered 
Desmarais, producing a pair of gloves which were tinted of the 
most delicate flesh-colour; the colouriuf was so nice that, when 
the gloves were i , it would have boon scarcely possible, at any 
distance, to distinguish them fr<*n the naked flesh. 

“’T is a rare invention,” said I. 

“Monsieur is vorytgood, bull flatter myself it is so,” rejoined 
Ilesmarais; and he forthwith ran on far more earnestly on tho 
men's of his powder thau I had ever heard him descant on the 
beauties of Fatalism. I cut him short in the midst of his 
harangue; too much eloquence in any line is displeasing iu one’s 
dependant. 

1 had just concluded my business abroad, and was returning 
homeward with downcast eyes, and in a very abstracted mood, 
when I was suddenly startled by a loud voice that exclaimed, in a 
tone of surprise: “What! — Count Devereux— h»V fortunate!” 

I looked up, anS saw a little dark man, shabbily dressed; 
his face did not seem unfamiliar to me, brtt I could riot at first 
remember where I had seen it, — my look,.! suppose, testified 
my want of memory, for he said * with a low how,— 

“You have forgotten me, Count, and I don't wonder at it; so 
please you, 1 am the person who once brought you a letter from 
France to Devereux Court.” 

At this, I recognised the bearer of that epistle which had 
embroiled me with the Abbe Montreuil. I was too glad of the 
meeting to show any coolness in my reception of the gentleman, 
and-,' to speak candidly, I never saw a gentleman less troubled 
With mauvaise honle. 
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“Sir!” said lie, lowering his voice to a whisper, “itismost 
fortunate that I should thus have met you; 1 only came to town 
this morning, and,for the sole purpose of seeking you out. 1 am 
charged with a packet, which I believe will Ife of the greatest 
importance to your interests. But,” he added, looking round, 
“the streets are no proper place for my communication, — parbleu 
and morbleu , there are those about who hear whispers through 
stone walls — suffer me to call upon you to-morrow.” 

“To-morrow! it is a day of great business with me, but I 
can possibly spare you a few moments, if that will sutlice; or, 
on the day after, your own pleasure may be the sole limit of our 
interview.” 

‘■‘l’arbleu, Monsieur, you arc vcry»oliliging — very; bull will 
tell you in one word who I am, awl what is my business. My name 
is Marie Oswald: I was horn in France, and Tim the half-brother 
of that Oswald who drew up your uncle's will.” 

“Good Heavens! ” I exclaimed, “isit possible that you know 
any thing of that affair?” 

“Hush -- yes, all! my poor brother is just dead; and in a word, 
I am charged with a packet given me by him on his death-bed. 
Now, will you see me if 1 bring it to-morrow?’’* 

“Certainly; can I not see you to-night?" 

“To-night? — No, not well — ■parbleu and morbleu! I want 
a little consideration as to the reward due to me for my eminent 
services to yotir lordship. No: let it be to-morrow.” 

“Well! at what hour? I fear it must he in the evening.” 

“Seven, s’il noiliplait. Monsieur.” 

“Enough! beit-so.” 

And Mr. Marie Oswald, whcfscemed, during the whole of this 
short conference, to have been under some great apprehension of 
being seen or overheard, bowed, and vanished in an instant, leaving 
my mind in a most motley state of incoherent, unsatisfactory, yet 
sanguine conjecture. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

The Events ot a Single flight— Moments make Jhe Hues in -which 
Years are coloured. 

Mkn of the old age! what wonder that in the fondness of a dim 
faith, and in the vague guesses which, from the frail ark of reason, 
wc send to hover over a dark and unfathoinaBle abyss, — what 
wonder that ye should have wasted Jiope and life in striving to 
penetrate the future! What wonder that ye should have given a 
language to the stars, and to the night a spell, and gleaned from 
the uncomprehended earth an answer to the enigmas of Fate ! We 
are like the sleepers who, walking unde* (he influence of a dream, 
wander by the vc .-e, of a precipice, while, in their own deluded 
visjon, they perchance believe themselves surrounded by bowers 
of roses, and accompanied by those they love. Or, rather like 
the blind man, who qpn retrace every step of the path he has <>»<■« 
trodden, but who can guess not a single inch of that which he has 
not yet travelled, our Reason can re-guide us over the roads of 
past experience with a sure and unerring wisdom, even while it 
recoils, baffled and bewildered; before the blackness of the very 
moment whose ta»und%ries wc are about to enter. 

' The few friends I had*invited to my wedding were still with me, 
when one, of my servants, not Dcsmarais, informed me that 
Mr. Oswald waited for me. I went out to him. 

“Parbleu!" said he, rubbing his hands, “I perceive it is a 
joyous time with you, and I don’t wonder you can only spare me 
a few moments.” • 

The estatesof Devcreux were not to be risked for a trifle, but 
I thought Mr. Marie, Oswald exceedingly impertinent. “Sir,” 
said 1, vorygravely, “pray be seated: and now to business. In 
the first place, may I ask to whom 1 Sm beholden for sending you 
with that letter you gave me at Devcreux Court? and, secondly, 
what that letter contained? — for I never read it.” 

« “Sir,” answered the mad, “the history of the letter is per¬ 
fectly distinct from that of the will, and the former (to discuss the 
lookt.important first) is briefly this. You have heard, Sir, of tho 
quarrels between Jesuit and Jansenist?” 



“I have.” 

“Well — but first, Count, let me speak of myself. There 
were three young men of the 9ame age, bern in the same village in 
France, of obscure birth each, and each desirotfes of getting on m 
the world. Two were deuced clever fellows: the third nothing 
particular. One of the two at present shall be nameless; the 
third, ‘who was 'nothing particular,’ (in his own opinion, at 
least, though his friends may think differently,), was Marie Oswald. 
We soon separated: 1 weut to Paris, was employed in different 
occupations, and at last became secretary, and (why should I 
disavow it?) valet to a lady of quality, and a violent politician. 
She was a furious danse* ist; of course 1 adopted her opinions. 
About this time, there was much talk,among the Jesuits of the 
great genius and deep learning ol^a young member of the order — 
Juliau Monlrcuil. Though not residing in tilt country, he had 
sent one or two books to France, which had„been published, and 
bad created a great sensation. Well, Sir, my mistress was the 
greatest intriguante of her party: she was very rich, and tolerably 
liberal; and, among other packets of which a messenger from 
England was carrj'ully robbed, between Calais and Abbeville, 
(you understand me, Sir, carefully robbed: ft rhlou! I wish 
I were robbed in the same manner every day in my life!) Was 
one from the said Juliau Montreuil to a political friend of his. 
Among other letters in this packet — all of importance — was one 
descriptive of a he English family with whom he resided. It hit 
ethem all, I am told, off to a hair; and it described, in particular, 
■; one, the supposed iukeritor of the estates, a certain Morton Count 
Devcreui. Since you say you did not read the letter, I spare your 
blushes, Sir, and I don’t dwell *apon what he said of your talent, 
energy, ambition, Ac. I will only tell you that he dilated far more 
upon your prospects than yoiir powers; and that he expressly stated 
what was his object in staying in your family and cultivating your 
• friendship — he expressly stated that £ 30,000 a-year would he 
particularly serviceable to a certain political cause which he b id 
strongly at heart.” 

“I understand you,” saidl; “the Chevalier’s?” 

“Exactly. ‘This sponge,’ said Montreuil, 1 remember the 
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very phrase — 'this sponge will be well filled, and I am handling' 
it softly now, in order to squeeze its juices hereafter according to 
the uses of the party we have so strongly at heart.’ ” 

“It was norfa metaphor very flattering to my understanding,” 
said 1. 

“True, Sir. Well, as soon as my mistress learnt this, she 
remembered that your father, the Marshal, Sad been one of her 
plus chert amis — in a word, if seagdal says true, he had been 
the clicr am,'. However, she was instantly resolved to open your 
eyes, and ruin the niaudit Je-uiitc: she enclosed the letter in an 
envelope, and sent me to England with it. 1 came — I gave it 
you — and 1 discovered, iu that momei#, when the Abbe entered, 
that this Julian loutreuil«was an old acquaintance of my own — 
wtjs one of the two young mengvho I told you were such deuced 
clever fellows. Lfke many other adventurers, he had changed his 
name on entering th® world, and I had never till now suspected 
that Julian Alontreuil was Bertrand Collinot. Well, when 1 saw 
whit I had done, 1 was exceedingly sorry, for 1 had liked my, 
companion well enough not to wish to hurt hint; besides, I wa»‘v 
a little afraid of him. I took horse, and went about some oilier 
business I had^ft cxeqple, nor did 1 visit that part of the country 
again, till a week ago, fnow I come to the other business,j when 
1 was summoned to the death-bed of my half-brother, the attorney, 
peace be with him! He suffered much from hypochondria iu his 
dying moments — I believe it is the way with peflple of his pro¬ 
fession — ami he gave me a scaled packet, with a last injunction 
to place it in your hands, and your hands'only. Scarce was he 
dead — (do no* think 1 am unfeeling, Sir, Ahad seen very little of 
him, and he was only my half-tftolher, my father having married, 
for a second wife, a foreign lady, who kept an inn, by whom he 
was blessed with myself j — scarce, I say, was he dead when I 
. hurried up to town; Providence threw you in my, way, and you 
shall have the document upon two conditions.” 

« “Which are, first to reward you; secondly, to —" 

“ To promise you will not open the packet for seven days.” 

•‘‘•‘The, devil! and why?” 

“1 will tell you candidly; — one of the papers in the packet, 
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1 believe to be my brother’s written confession — nay, I know it 
is — and it will criminate one I have a love for, and who, 1 am 
resohed, shall haye a chance of escape.” 

“Who is that one? Monlrenil?” fc 

“ No — I do not refer to him; but I cannot tell you more. I 
require the promise, Count — it is indispensable. If you don't 
give it me, parbleu and morbleu, you shall not have the packet.” 

There was something so f cool, so confident, aud so impudent 
about this man, that I did not well know whether to give way to 
laughter or to indignation. Neither, however, would have been 
politic in my situation; and, as I said before, the estates of 
Devereux were not to be tusked for a trifle. 

“Pray,” said I, however, with a«shrewduess which I think 
did me credit — “pray, Mr. Ajarie Oswald, do you expect |he 
reward before the packet is opened?” * 

“By no means," answered the gentleman, who in his own 
opinion was nothing particular; “by no means; nor until you or 
your lawyers are satisfied that the papers enclosed in the packet 
Ifore sufficient fully to restore yon to the heritage of Devereux Court 
and its demesnes.” 

There was something fair in this; aud ( as tbt'only penalty to 
me, incurred by the stipulated condition deemed to be the granting 
escape to the criminals, I did not think it incumbent upon me to 
lose my cause from the desire of a prosecution. Besides, at that 
time, I felt toe happy to be revengeful; and so, after a moment’s 
consideration, I conceded to the proposal, and gave my houour 
as a gentleman. Mr.*Oswald obligingly dispensed with an oath — 
that I would not open the packet till the end of the seventh day. 
Mr. Oswald then drew forth a ptfece of paper, on which sundry 
characters were inscribed, the purport of which was that, if 
through the papers given mb by Marie Oswald., my law yers were 
convinced that I could become master of my uncle’s property now 
enjoyed by Gerald Devereux, I should bestow on the said Marie 
£ 5000: half on obtaining this legal .opinion, half on obtaining 
possession of the property. I could not resist a smile, when 1 
observed that the word of a gentleman was enough surety for the 
safety of the man he had a love for, but that Mr. Oswald required 
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a written bond for the safety of his reward. One is ready enough 
to trust one’s friends to life conscience of another, but as long as a 
law can be had instead, one is rarely so credulous in respect to 
one's money. 

“The reward shall be doubled, if I succeed,” said I, siguing 
the paper; and Oswald then produced a packet, on which was 
writ, in a trembling hand — “Tor Count JMbrlon Bevereux'— 
private — and with haste. ” As soon as he had given me this pre¬ 
cious charge, and reminded me again of my promise, Oswald 
withdrew. 1 placed the packet in my bosom, and returned to my 
guests. 

ISever had my spirit been so light as«»t was that evening. The 
good people 1 hr ■ assembled thought matrimony never made a 
man so little serious before, ^hey did not however stay long, 
and the moment tHey were gone, 1 hastened to my own sleeping 
apartment, to secureJhc treasure I had acquired. A small escri¬ 
toire, stood iu this room, and in it I was accustomed to keep what¬ 
ever 1 considered most precious. With many a wistful look and 
murmur at my promise, I consigned the packet to one of the 
drawers of this escritoire. As I was locking the drawer, the 
sweet, voice ofJBesmarais accosted me. AVould Monsieur, he 
asked, suffer him to visit a Triend that evening, in order to cele¬ 
brate so joyful an event in Monsieur’s destiny? It was not often 
that lie was addicted to vulgar merriment, but on such an occasion 
he owned dial he was templed to transgress his customary habits, 
and he felt that Monsieur, with his usual good taste, would feel 
offended if his servant, within Monsieur's .own house, suffered 
joy to pass the limits of discretion, and enter the coniines of noise 
and inebriety, especially as Monsieur had so positively interdicted 
all outward sign of extra hilarity. He implored milkpardons for 
the presumption of his request. 

“it is made with your usual discretion — there are five guineas 
for you: go and get drunk with your friend, and be merry instead 
olkwisc. llut, tell me, is it not beneath a philosopher to be moved 
1>\ anything, especially any thing that occurs to another, — much 
icss to gel drunk upon it?” 

“Pardon me, Monsieur,” answered Desmarais, bowing to 



the ground; “one ought to get drunk sometimes, because the 
next morning one is sure to be tbougfilful; and, moreover, the 
practical philosopher ought to indulge every emotion, in order to 
judge how that emotion would affect another; at' least, this is my 
opinion.” 

“Well, go.” 

“My most grateful thanks be with Monsieur; Monsieur’s 
nightly toilet is entirely prepared.” 

And away went Mesmiirais, with the light, yet slow, step 
with which he was accustomed to combine elegance with dignity. 

I now passed into the room I had prepared for fsora’s boudoir. 
I found her leaning by %• window, and I perceived that she had 
been iu tears. As I paused to eontemplgte herfigurc, so touchingly, 
yet so unconsciously mournful iu its beautiful and still posture, a 
more joyous sensation than was wont to mingle with my tender¬ 
ness for her swelled at my heart. “Yes,” thoughtl, “you are 
no lodger the solitary exile, or the persecuted daughter of a noble 
but rained race; you are not even the bride of a man who must 
seek in foreign climes, through danger and through hardship, to 
repair a broken fortune and establish an adventurer’s name! At 
last the clouds have rolled from the bright stitf„of your fate — 
wealth, and pomp, aud all that awaits the haughtiest of England's 
matrons shall bo yours;” And at these thoughts, Fortune seemed 
to me a gift a thousand times more precious than — much as my 
luxuries prized > l — it had ever seemed to me before, 
ji I drew near and laid my hand upon Isora’5 shoulder, and kiss- 
led her cheek. She did not turu round, but strove, by bending 
J«Ver my hand and pressing it to her lips, to conceal that she had 
been weeping. I thought it kinder to favour the artifice than to 
complaiu of it. I remained silent for some moments, and I then 
gav^vent'to the sanguine expectations for the future which my 
Affiticjtiasure entitled me to form. I had already narrated to her 
Ihe'Adventure of the day before — I now repeated the purport of 
my last interview with Oswald: and, growing more and mgre 
elated as I proceeded, I dwelt at last upon the description of my 
inheritance, as glowingly as if I had already recovered it., I 
painted to her imagination its rich woods and its glassy lake, and 
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the fitful and wandering brook that, through brake and shade,, 
went bounding on its wild way; I told her of'hry* early roamings, 
and dilated with a boy’s rapture upon »ny favourite haunts. I 
brought visibly before her glistening and eager eyes the thick copse 
where, hour after hour, in vuue verse, and still vaguer dreams, 1 
1 had so often whiled away tne day; the old tree which I had 
climbed to watch the birds in their glad mirth, Sr to listen unseen 
to the melancholy sound of the forest # decr; the antique gallery 
and the vast halt which, by the dim twilights, I had paced with a 
religious awe, and looked upon the pictured forms of my bold 
fathers, and mused high and ardently upon my destiny to be; the 
old grey tower which I had consecrated t* myself, and the unwit¬ 
nessed path wliicl led to th*yellow beach, and the wide gladness 
of the solitary sea; the little arlgiur which my earliest ambition 
had reared, that locked out upon the joyous flowers and the merry 
fountain, and, through the ivy and the jessamine, wooed the 
voice of the bird, and the murmur of the summer bee; and, 
when I had exhausted my description, I turned to Isora, and said 
in a lower tone, “And I shall visit these once more, and with you.” 

Isora sighed faintly, and it was not till 1 had pressed her to 
speak that she said: • 1 ,‘ , 

•“ T wish I could deceive thyself, Morton, but PNlpnot— I 
cannot coot iron, <::y heart an impression that I shall never again 
quit this dull city, with its gloomy walls and its heavy air. „,4 
voice within me seems to say — ‘-Heboid from this.vcyy window 
the boundaries of youf living wanderings’.^'*' " f 

Isora’s words froze all my previous 'exaltation. “It is in vain,” 
said I, after chiding her for her despondent^, “it is in vam..(o 
tell me that you have for this glifjmy notion no Ollier reason than 
that of a vague presentiment. It is time now that! should piaSss 
you to a greater confidence upon all joints consistent with your 
oath to our mutual enemy than y.ou have hithfcrtogivedhtte.&peak, 
dearest, haveyou not some yet unrevealed caqsesfufSjjljrm?” 

.It was but for a moment that Isora hesitated beforeishieanswered 
w ith that quick tone which indicates that We force words against 
the will. s-' 1 

“Yes, .Morton, I will tell you now, though I would not be- 
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fore the event of this day. On the last day that. I saw that fearful 
man, he said, ‘I warn you, Isora D’Alvarez, that iny love is far 
fiercer than hatred; I warn you that your bridals with .Morton !)<■- 
vereux shall lie stained with blood. Heroine '.ns wife, and you 
perish! Yea, though 1 suffer heljjs tortures for e\erandfot ever 
from that hour, my mvn hand shall strike you to the heart! ’ Moi - 
Ion, these words'have llnilled through me again and again, as if 
again they were breathed in my very ear; and I have often started 
at night and thought the very knife glittered at my breast. So 
long as our wedding was eoneenled, and concealed so closely, 1 
was enabled to quiet my fears till they scarcely seemed to exist. 
Hut when our nuptials wre to be made public, when 1 knew that 
they were to reach (lie ears of that fierce and unaccountable being, 

I thought. .1 heard mv doom pronounced. This, mine own love, 
must excuse your Isora, if she seemed ungrateVul for your genet mi, 
eagerness to announce our union. And perhaps she would not 
have acceded to it so easily as she has done were it not that, in tli» 
first place, she fell it was beneath your wife to suffer any terror so 
purely sellish to make her shrink from the. proud happiness of 
being yours in the light of day; and if she had not felt ("here lsoia 
hid her blushing face in tny bosom) that she wa* fated to give bit lb 
to another, and that the announcelneiiV of our wedded he “-had 
become necessary to your honour as to mine! ” 

...^Though 1 was in reality awed even In terror by learning from 
Isora’s'HjJ. sinjust a causeJgif her forebodings — though 1 shud¬ 
dered with a ii.u'ror surpassing even my wrath, when I heard 
threat so breathing of deadly and determined passions yet I con¬ 
cealed my i motions,, and only thought of rliooi ii -g and comforting 
Isora. 1 represented to her lunY guarded and vigilant should ever 
henceforth be the protection of her husband — that nothing should 
again separate him from lihr side — that the- extreme malice and 
fierce persecution of this man were sufficient even to absolve her 
conscience from the oath of concealment she had Jaken — that 1 
would procure from the sacred head of our church his own absi-lu - 
lion of that vow — that the moment concealment was over, 1 rnuld 
take steps to prevent the execution of my rivals threats - that, 
however near to me he might be in blood, no consequences, arising 
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from .1 dispute lotween us could be so dreadful as the least evil to 
lsora — and moreover, to appease her fears, that l would so- 
lomidv promise he should never sustain personal assault or harm 
lioiti my hand; in short, I said all that my anvicty could dic¬ 
tate, and at last I succeeded in quieting her fears, and site smiled 
as brightly as the first time 1 had seen her in thejittle collage of her 
lather. Site seemed, however, averse to an absolution from her 
oath — for site was especially scriipuhyis as to the sanctity of those 
religious obligations; but 1 secretly resolved that her safety abso¬ 
lutely inquired it, and that at all events 1 would procure absolu¬ 
tion limn my own promise to her. 

At last, lsora, turning from that Uqfle, s 0 darkly interesting, 
pointed to the hr ens, which, with their thousand eves of light, 
looked down upon us. “'J'cll«me, love,” said she, playfully, 
as her arm embtifred me yet more closely, “if, among yonder 
stars we could choose % home, which should we select'.'” 

1 pointed to one which lay to the left of the moon, and which, 

thou.:!.. ! irger, seemed to burn w itli an intenser lustre than the 

rest. Since that night it. lias ever been to me a fountain of deep 
end passionate thought, a well wherein fears and hopes are buried, 
a mirror in whi.J*, in * tunny times, I have fancied to read my 
destiny , and to lind some mysterious omen of my intended deeds, 
a haven which 1 believe others have reached before me, and a 
home immortal and unchanging, where, when my wearied and 
fettered soul is escaped, as a bird, it shall flee avfny, and have 
its re-t at last. 

“What think you of my choice?” said K, lsora looked up¬ 
ward . but did m»t answer; and as I gazed upon her (while the pale 
light of heaven streamed quietly u^hiii tier face) 5 jlh**Wark eyes, 
where the tear yet lingered, though rather to soften than to dim, 
with tier noble, vet tender, features* over which hung a melan¬ 
choly calm, w ill) her lips apart,. and her rich locks wreathing over 
her marble lvrovV, and contrasted by a single white rose — filial 
i is* I have now — I would not lose one withered leaf of it for a 
kingdom .') -- her beauty never seemed to me of so rare an order, 
nor did my soul ever yearn towards her with so deep a love. 

It was past nuduigltt. All was hushed in our bridal chamber. 
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The Single lamp, which hung above, burn! slill and o.lcai; anil 
through the halfcloscd curtains of the window, the moonlight 
looked in upon our couch, quiet, aud pure, and holy, as if it 
were charged with blessings. 

“Hush!” said Isora, gently; “do you not hear a noise 
ludow? ” 

1 listened — my sense of hearing is naturally duller than my 
other senses, “Not a breathsaid I. “1 hear not a breath, 
save jours.” 

“ It was my fancy Ihen! ” said Isora, “ and it has ceased non ; ” 
and she. clung closer to my breast and fell asleep. I looked on her 
peaceful aud childish OHintemmce, with that concentrated ami 
full delight with which we clasp all that the universe holds dent to 
us, and feel as if the unhorse held nought beside — and thus 
sleep also crept upon me. r 

1 awoke suddenly; 1 felt Isora trembling palpablj by my side, 
lleforc I could speak In her, I saw standing at a little distance from 
the bed, a man wrapt in a long dark cloak and masked; bill his 
eyes shone through the mask, and they glared full upon me. lie 
stood with his arms folded, and perfectly molionlcss; Inti at the 
other end of the room, before the escritoire iu.ndiieb I had locked 
the important packet, stood another ‘man, also masked, and 
wrapped in a disguising cloak of similar hue and fashion. 'I.u- 
innn, as if alarmed, turned suddenly, and I perceived Ihen that 
the eseritoirti was already opened, and that the packet was in tti- 
band. I tore myself from Isora's clasp—i .stretched mj hand to 
the table by my bedside; upon which my sword was always h it : 
it was gone! No matter!— I was young, strong, fierce, ami the 
Stake at hazard was great. I sprung from the bed, I precipitated 
myself upon the man who held the packet. With one hand f 
grasped at the important document, with the other I strove to tear 
the mask from the robber’s face. He endeavoured rather, to 
shake me off than to attack me; and it was not lili I had neatly 
succeeded in unmasking him that he drew forth a short pommd, 
and stabbed me in the side. The blow, which seemed purposely 
aimed to avoid a mortal part, staggered me, but only for an in¬ 
stant. 1 renewed my gripe at the packet — 1 tore it from the fob- 
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her ' hand, and, cnlicrling my .strength , now fast ebbing away, 
im one effort, I Imre, my assailant to the ground, and fell strug¬ 
gling with him. 

Hut my blood flowed f ist from my wound, Slid my antagonist, 
it less sinewy than mvseii, bad greatly the advantage in weight 
nut M/e. Mow for one moment 1 was uppermost, but in the next 
Ins Knee was upon my chest, ami hi' blade granted on high m 
ill the pale light of the lamp and moon. I thought I beheld my 
<ie„th woiil' 1 to tioil that I had ’ With a piercing ery, Jsora 
jprmg bom the bed, *1 mm herself bel'oie the Idled blade of Hie 
j..bbei and anesled Id- arm. Ibis man bad, in 1 lx* whole 

eooi'-i gind with a singular forliearane^-- lie did so mnv — he 
paused !..| -I mol, it and dropped ins hand. Ilillieilo, tins other 
man bail not sim..! Irom Ins mute position: lie now moved one 
-tej/lnw.iuis us . b^iiiilislimg a pfliiafal like his eonirade's, Isora 
i,used tier hat'd supjdii .ilingiy towards him, ami cried out — 
"Spaie him spaie hii/i* —Oil, mere;, mere; !" — With one stride 
]lie Indian was h; in; side he muttered some words wInch pas¬ 
sion seemed to render in -.rlieulate, and, half pushing aside ids 
mnadr, Ids raised weapon fiashi d before in; eves, now dim 
.uni reeling — [ made a vain efTotl to rise, — the blade de- 
si elided - isoia,' unahfe ,to arrest it., threw herself before it — 
So - lihe-d, her in art’s blood, gushed over me — I saw, and felt 
no mole. 

When t recovered m; senses, my servants were joiiiid me.— 
a ,b-ep red, wet slain,upon the sofa on which I was laid brought 
do w todi scene I had witnessed again before me — terrible and 
I .sprat)# to my fm, and asked lorlsora, a Jow mur- 
,om r,night in; ,<Si- — 1 turned, ajid beheld a dark form stretched 
( n the bed, and surrounded, like rnvself, by gazers and menials — 
I batertd tow,nds lliatbed, my bridal J;cd — I motioned, with a 
ui rce gesture, the crowd away — 1 heard my uainebreathed au¬ 
dibly — the next moment I w'as' bv Isora’s side. All pain — all 
weakness — all consciousness of my wouud — of my very self, 
v-i n* gone — life seemed curdled into a single agonizing arid tear¬ 
ful thought. 1 fixed my eyes upon hers; and though /Acre the 
mm w .is gathering dark and rapidly , 1 saw yet visible and uucon- 
ih v , r,| y 



qticred, the deep love of that faithful and warm heart wliicli had 
lavished its life for mine. 

1 threw in}' arms around her— I pressed my lips wildly to her-. 
“Speak — speak!” 1 cried, and myhlood gushed over her with 
IheelVoit; "in mercy speak!" 

liven in death and agony, the gentle being who had been as 
wav unto my lightest wish, struggled to obey me. “I>o not grieve 
forme,” she said, in a tremulous and broken voice: “ it is dealer 
to die for you than to live! ’ 

Those were tier last words. J felt per breath abruptly cease. 
The heart, pressed to mine, was still! 1 started up in dismay — 
the light shone full up/pi Ivor face. O tiod! that 1 should live to 
write that Isora w .is — no more! 
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'BOOK IV. 


<;iiaiti:k i. 


A met* into Lift; ttiff'lwn («;»!«'— AfflnMioii. 


M ovnis passed away before mv senses returned lo me. I 
u»~r ••urn < In; bed nf su tiering and id miriness, calm. ml loci 1 * 1 !, 
immoveable— red, huMianquii. All the vigilance of justice, 
bail hern employ id to discover t lie immlereis, bill in lain. The 
pncitel was filin'; a.;! directly I, wIkt ;ilone \s a- aide In do sn, re— 
covered enough In stale- the loss of lltal document, suspicion nn— 
lur.dh rrsli-d mi (irr.'ld, as on one whom Mini loss essentially 
hriirlitrd. lie eaine pidilirly forwaid lo anticipate inquiry. He 
prun'd that lie had not slim'd from Imme timing the whole week 
so which tin- en-nt had occurred. That scuned likely enough to 
others; — it is the tools that work— not the instigator— the luavn, 
not the employer; hut I 'tihownv in him not only the robber, Imt 
dial (earful rind who had long threatened Isora that my bridals 
should he. stained willi hlood, was somewhat staggered bv tins 
niidciualdc proofs of his absence irnin the scene uf that night; 
and I was slill more*hewildeted in conjecture iiy remembering 
that, so far as their disguises and iny. own liurtied and 
confused ohsenation could allow me lo judge, the person of 
neither wilain , <Tlill less that of loom’s rutfrileicr, cm responded 
with the propiirliiins and height ot (lerald. Slill, however, whether 
mediately nr immediately — whether «as the executor or the de¬ 
signer— not a doubt remained on niv mind that against his head 
was justice due., I directed inquiry towards Montreuil — he was 
■broad at th ■ time of my recovery, but, immediately on his return, 
Im came I’orw aril boldly and at once, to meet and even to court this 
‘■tiquiry l-‘h.itl instituted — lie did more, — lie demanded on what 
_• r■ >iitid , besides my own wmii, it rested , that lids packet bail 

lb* 
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ever been in uiy possession; and, to my surprise and perplexity, 
it was utterly impossible to produce the smallest trace of Mr. Mane 
Oswald, llis half-brother, the attorney, had died, it is true, 
just before the event of that night, and it was aleo true that he bad 
seen Marie on bis death-bed; but no other corroboration of my 
story could be substantiated, and no other information ol the ni.iu 
obtained; and (life parlizans of Gerald were not slow in hinting at 
the great interest 1 bad in forging a talc respecting a will, about 
the authenticity of which 1 was at law. 

The robbers had entered the house by a back-door, which was 
found open. No one had perceived their entrance or exit, except 
Itesinarais, who stated.that he heard a cry — that he, having 
spent the greater part of the night abroad, had not been in bed 
above an hour before he heard it — that he rose and hurried to¬ 
wards my room, whence the cry came — ti it he met two men 
masked on the stairs — that he seized one, who struck him in the 
breast with a poniard, dashed him to the ground, and escaped — 
that he then immediately alarmed the house, and, the servants 
accompanying him, he proceeded, despite his wound, to my 
apartment, where he found Isora and myself bleeding and lifeless, 
Willi the escritoire broken open. 

The only contradiction to this*laid was, that the officers of 
justice found the escritoire not broken open, but unlocked, but 
no key iu it; and the key which belonged to it was found in a 
pocket-book, iu my clothes, where. Desmarais said, rightly, 1 
always kept it. How, then, had the escritoire been unlocked? 
it was supposed by .the master-keys peculiar to experienced hut- 
glats; this diverted suspicion into a new channel, and it was sug¬ 
gested that the robbery and the jnurder had really been committed 
by common housebreakers. It was then discovered that a large 
purse of gold, and a diamond cross, which the escritoire con¬ 
tained, were gone. And a few articles of ornamental bijouterie, 
which l had retained from the, wreck of mv former profusion in 
such baubles, and which were kept in a room below stairs, were 
also missing. These circumstances immediately conlirmcu the, 
opinion of those who threw the guilt upon vulgar and mercenary 
villains, and a very probable and plausible supposition was built 
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on Ibis hypothesis. Might not this Oswald, at best an adventurer 
with au indifferent reputation, have forged this story of the packet, 
in order to obtain admission into the housij, and reconnoitre, 
during the confusion of a wedding, in what places the most port¬ 
able articles of value were stowed? a thousand opportunities, in 
the. opening and shutting of the house-doors, would have allowed 
an ingenious villain to glide in; nay, lie mightliave secreted him¬ 
self in my own room, and seen lln^place where I had pul the 
packet ... certain would he then he that I had selected, for the re¬ 
pository of a document l believed so important, that place where 
ail that I most valued was secured ; and hence lie would naturally 
resolve to break ipen lilt: csvriloire, abofe all other places, which, 
to an uninformed robber* might have seemed not only less ex¬ 
posed to danger, hut equally lively'to contain articles of value. 
The same coulusioR which enabled him to enter and conceal him¬ 
self would have also yiahled him to withdraw and introduce his 
accomplice. This notion was rendered probable by his insisting 
so strongly on my not opening the packet within a certain time; 
had I opened it immediately, I might have perceived that a deceit 
iiad been practised, and not have hoarded it in that place of secu¬ 
rity which it was she villjiu’s object to discover. Hence, loo, iu 
opening the escritoire, he would naturally retake the packet, 
(winch other plunderers might not have eared to steal,) as well 
as things of more real price - naturally retake it, in order that his 
previous imposition might not be detected, and that suspicion 
might be cast upon those who would appear to have an interest iu 
stealing a packet which f believed to be so inestimably important. 

What gave -f still greater colour to this supposition was the 
fact that none of the servants luftl seen Oswald leave the house, 
though many had seen him enter. And what put his guilt beyond 
a doubt iu the opinion of many, was "his sudden and mysterious 
disappearance. To my mind, all these circumstances were not 
conclusive, both the men seemed taller than Oswald; and 1 knew 
that that confusion, which was so much insisted upon, had not — 
thanks to my singular fastidiousness in those matters — existed. 

J was also perfectly convinced that Oswald could not have been hid 
iu my room while I locked up the packet; and there was some- 
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thing in the behaviour of ihc murderer utterly unlike that of a com¬ 
mon robber, actuated by rommon motives. 

All these opposing arguments were, however, of a nature to 
be deemed nugatory by the woild , and on the oi!ty one of any im¬ 
portance, in their estimation , viz ., the height of Oswald being 
different from tlijt of the robbers, it was certainly very pro¬ 
bable that, in a scene so dreadful, so brief, so confused, I 
should easily be mistaken. Having therefore, once flowed into 
this direction, public opinion soon settled into the full convic¬ 
tion that Oswald was the real criminal, and against Oswald was 
the whole strength of inquiry utiniately, but still vainly, bent. 
Some few, it is true,’ of that kind class, who love family 
mysteries, and will not easily forego the notion of a brother's 
guilt, for that of a mere' vulgar house-breaker, still sb.ook 
their heads, and talked of Herald; but the suspicion was vague, 
and partial, and it was only in the close (gossip of private circles 
that it was audibly v ented. 

J had formed an opinion by no means favourable to the inno¬ 
cence of Mr. Jean Desmarais; and J took especial care that the Ne¬ 
cessitarian, who would only have thought robbery and murder 
pieces of ill luck, should undergo,,a npetl ligBious examination. 
I remembered that he had seen me put the packet into the escri¬ 
toire; and this circumstance, was alone sufficient to arouse my 
suspicion. Desmarais bared bis breast gracefully to the magis¬ 
trate. “Would a man, Sir,” be said, “a man of my youth, 
suffer such a scar as that, if he could help it?” The magistrate, 
laughed: frivolity is ofteu a rogue's best policy, if he, did hut 
know it. One find.', it very difficult to think a cox, nmh can commit 
robbery and murder, llowbei! Desmarais came off triumphantly; 
and, immediately after this examination, which had been lus 
second one, and instigated solely at my desire, he came to me, 
with a blush uf virtuous indignation on his thin cheeks. “He did 
not presume,” lie said, with a bow profounder than ever, “to 
tiud fault with Monsieur le Comte ; it was his fate to he the victim 
of ungrateful suspicion; hut philosophical truths could not always 
conquer the feelings () f the man , and he came to request his- dis¬ 
missal.” I gave it him with pleasure. 
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1 must uow slate my own feelings on the mailer: hul I shall do 
so briefly. In my own mind, I repeat, I was fully impressed 
with the convietion that Gerald was the real, arfd the head crimi¬ 
nal; ami thrice did I resolve to repair to Jlevereux Court, where 
he still resided, to lie in wait for him, to reproach him with his 
guilt, and at the sword’s point in deadly combaUo seek its earthly 
expiation. I spare the reader a narration of (lie terrible struggles 
which nature, 'onscience, all srruplrs and prepossessions of 
education and of blood, held with this (iorre resolution, the un¬ 
holiness of which 1 endeavoured to clothe wilh the name, of justice 
to horn. Suffice it to say that this resolution 1 forewent at last: 
and I did so more f ill a feeling that, despite, my own conviction 
of Gerald’s guill, one rat ion Jl doubt rep ted upon the circumstance 
that Jhc murderer seamed to niyeyfc o* an inferior height to Gerald, 
and that the. person whom f had pursued on the night 1 had re¬ 
ceived that wound whicl*brought hora to my bed-side, and who, 
il was natural to believe, was mi rival, appeared to me not only 
;d>o slighter and shorter than Gerald, hut of a si/c that seemed to 
tally with the mudcrcr’s. 

This solitary circumstance, which contradicted my other im¬ 
pressions, was, l?ay, uyire sfleclual in making me dismiss the 
thought of personal revenge on Gerald, than the motives which 
virtue and religion should have dictated. The deep desire of ven¬ 
geance is the calmest of all the. passions, and it is tty; one, which 
limst demands certainty to the reason, before it releases its emo¬ 
tions, and obeys their dictates. The blow which was to do justice 
to Isora, I had resolved should not be dealt, till I had obtained 
the most utter re/laiiily that it fell upon the. trim criminal. And 
thus, though I cherished through all time, and through all change, 
the. burning wish for retribution, I way doomed to cherish it in 
secret, and not for years and years to behold a hope of attaining 
it. Once only 1 vented my feelings upon Gerald, i could not 
rest., orsleep, or execute the world’s objects, till I had done so; 
but when they were thus once vented, methought I could wait the 
will of time with a more settled patience, and I re-entered upon 
the common career of life more externally fitted to fulli! its duties 
and its aims. 
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That single indulgence ol' emotion followed immediately after 
my resolution of not forcing Gerald into bodily contest. 1 left my 
sword, lest 1 might be tempted to forget my determination. 1 robe 
to Devercux Court— 1 entered Gerald’s chamber, while my horse 
stood (installed at the gate. 1 said but few words, but each word 
was a volume, f-told him to enjoy the fortune he had acquired by 
fraud, aud the conscience he had stained with murder. — “Enjoy 
them while you may,” ’ said, “but know that Sooner or later 
shall come a day, when the blood that cries from earth shall he 
heard in Heaven — and your blood shall appease it. Know , if t 
seem to disobey the voice at my heart, I hear it night and day — 
aud I only live to fulfil at one time its commands.” 

1 left him stunned and horror-Miickcn. 1 Hung myself on my 
horse, and cast not a look behind as I rode from the lowers and 
domains of which 1 had been despoiled. Sever from that time 
would 1 trust myself to meet or see, the decpoiler. Once, diree "y 
after I had thus braved him in his usurped hall, lie wrote to me. 
I returned the letter unopened. Enough of this; the reader will 
now perceive what was the real nature of my feelings of revenge; 
and will appreciate the reasons which, throughout this history, 
will cause me never or rarely to recur tfWhose’irrlings again, until 
at least he will perceive a just hope of their consummation. 

I went with a quiet air aud a set brow into tixe world. It was a 
time of great political excitement. Though my creed forbade, me 
the open senate, it could not deprive intj of the veiled intrigue. 
St. John found ample employment for my ambition, and I entered 
into the toils and objects of my race with a seeming avidity, more 
eager and engrossing than their own. In what ensues, you will 
perceive a great change in the character of my memoirs. Hitherto, i 
chiefly pmirtrayed to yoq myself. I hared open to you my heart, 
and temper — my passions, and the thoughts which belong to our 
passions. I shall now rather bring before you the natures aud the 
minds of others. The lover aud the dreamer are no more! The 
satirist and the observer — the derider of human follies, partici¬ 
pating while lie derides — the worldly and keen actor in the human 
drama, — these arc what the district of my history on which you 
enter will pourtray me. From whatever pangs to me the change 
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may have been wrought, you will be the gainer by that change. 
The. gaudy dissipation of courts; the vicissitudes and the vanities 
of those who haunt them; the glittering jest, <fnd the light strain; 
the passing irony, or the dose reflection; the characters of the 
great; the colloquies of wit; — these arc what delight the temper, 
and amuse the leisure more Ilian the hues of passion and the doom 
of love. As the monster id' the, Nile is found beneath the sunniest 
banks , and in the most freshening wane, the slream may scein to 
wander on in melody and mirth — the ripple and the beam; but 
who shall tell what lurks, dark, and fearful, and ever vigilant, 
below ! 


CHAPTER .11. 

Ambitious Projects. 

It is not my inlenljin to write a political history, instead of a 
private biography. No doubt, in the next century, there will be 
volumes enough written in celebration of that a-ra which my co- 
temporaries are pleased to term the greatest that in modern times 
has ever existed. Besides, in the private and more concealed 
intrigues with whfth I *vas engaged with St. John, there was 
.■■omelbiiig which regard for others would compel me to preserve in 
silence. I shall therefore briefly state that, in 1712, St. Johu 
dignified the peerage by that title which his exile and his genius 
have rendered so illustrious. 

1 was with him on the day (his honour was publicly announced. 
I found him walking to and fro his room, with his arms folded, 
and with a very ytruliar compression of his nether lip, which was 
a custom he had when any thing gfeatly irritated or disturbed him. 

“Well,” said he, stopping abruptly as he saw me, “well, 
considering the peacock llarley brought so bright a plume to his 
own nest, we must admire the generosity which spared this gay 
dunghill feather tb mine! ” 

How! ” said I, though I knew the cause of his angry meta¬ 
phor. S.t. John used metaphors in speech scarcely less than in 
writing. 

“IIow!” cried the new peer, eagerly, and with one of those 
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flashing looks which made his expression of indignation the most, 
powerful l over saw. “How! Was the sacred promise granted 
to me of my own ('trilateral earldom, to he violated; and while the 
weight — the, toil — the (lillicully — the odium j of affairs, from 
which Harley, the despotic dullard, shrunk alike in imbecility 
and fear, had hee't left exclusively to my share, an insult in the 
shape of an honour, to he left exclusively to nty reward? You 
know my disposition is not .'o oxer-rate the mere baubles of ambi¬ 
tion — you know I rare little for titles and for orders in themselves; 
but the most worthless thing heroines of consequcnre, if made a 
symbol of what is of value, or designed as the token of an affront. 
Listen: a collateral earldom falls vacant ■- it is partly promised 
me. Suddenly I am dragged from the'Houso of Commons, where 
I am all powerful; 1 am given ,—vjiot this earldom, which, as be¬ 
longing to my house, would alone have induced rue to consent to 
a removal from a sphere where my enemiesiallow I had greater in¬ 
fluence than any single commoner in the kingdom— 1 am given, 
not Ibis, but a miserable compromise of distinction — a new and 
an inferior rank — given it against my will —-thru-t into the Upper 
House, to defend what this pompous driveller, Oxford, is forced 
to forsake; and not only exposed tq all fit' ohlhtpty of a most in¬ 
furiate party, opposed to me, hut mortified by an intentional 
affront from the parly which, heart and soul, I have suppoiled. 
Y’ou know that my birth is to the full as noble as Harley s — you 
know that my influence in the Lower House is far greater — you 
know that my name in the country, nay, throughout Europe, is 
far more popular—'you Know that the labour allotted to me has 
been far more weighty — you know that the lalo.’f’eace of Utrecht 
is entirely rny framing — that the foes to the measure direct all 
their venom against me — that the friends o.f the measure heap 
upon me ail the honour: — when, therefore, this exact time is 
chosen for breaking a promise formerly made to me — when a pre¬ 
tended honour, known to be most unpalatable, fo me, is thrust 
upon me— when, at this very time, too, six vacant ribbon's of 
the garter flaunt by me — one resting on the knee of this Harley, 
who was able to obtain an earldom for himself— the others given 
to men of far inferior pretensions, though not inferior rank, to 
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my own — myself markedly, glaringly passed by, — how can I 
avoid (eeling that things, despicable in themselves, are become 
of a vilal power, from the evident intention.that they should he 
insults to me! *Thc insects we despise as they buzz around us 
become dangerous when they settle on ourselves and we feel their 
sting! But,” added Itolingliroke, suddenly relapsing into a 
smile, “ 1 have long wanted a nickname, I have now found oil" for 
myself. You know Oxford is called ‘The Dragon; ’ well, heuce- 
foilh call me ‘ St. Oeorge ; ’ for, as sure as I live, will I overthrow 
the Dragon. I say this in jest, hut l mean it in earnest. And now 
that I have discharged my bile , let us talk of this wonderful poem, 
whirl), though t' ,<ve read it a hundred times, lam never wearied 
of admiring. ” 

“Ah — the Rape of the I,ogk! It is indeed beautiful, but f 
am not fond of pftetry now. By the way, how is it that all out 
modern poets speak Jo the taste, the mind, the judgment, and 
never to tli rfeelings! Aie they right in doing so?” 

“Sly friend, we are now in a polished age. What have feel¬ 
ings to do with civilisation?” 

“Why, more than you will allow. Perhaps the greater our 
civilisation, the «iore jiumerous our feelings. Our animal pas¬ 
sions lose in excess, bu\ our mental gain; and it is to the mental 
that poetry should speak. Our English muse, even in this won-' 
derful poem , seems to me to be growing, like our Knglish beau¬ 
ties, too glittering)}' artificial — it wears rouge a tuba hoop! ” 

“Ha! ha! — y&, they ornament now, rather than create ■— 
eul’drapery, rather than marble. Our poems remind me of the 
ancient statue* Phidias made them, aiq) Bubo and liomhax 
dressed them m purple. But litis does not apply to young Pope, 
who has shown in this very poem that he can work the quarry as 
well as choose the gems. But see, the carriage awaits us. i have 
worlds to do, — first there is Swift to see — next, there is some 
' exquisite Burgundy to taste — you taste well, and must assist; — 
lltfn, too, there is the new actress; and, by the by, you must 
tell me. vvliat you think of Bentley's Horace: we will drive first to 
nix. bookseller’s to see it — Swift shall wait - Heavens! how he 
would rage if he heard me. I was going to say vvliat a pity it is that 
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that man should hate so much littleness of vanity; hut J should 
hate uttered a very foolish sentiment if I had! ” 

“And why?” 

“Because, if he had not so much littleness pi chaps lie would 
not be so great: what, but vanity, makes a man write mid speak, 
and slate, and become famous? Alas!” and here Si. John's 
countenance changed from gaiety to thought; is a melancholy 
thing in human nature that belittle is good and noble, both in it¬ 
self and in its source ! Our tery worst passions will oflen produce 
stiblimer effects than our best. Phidias ( we will apply to him for 
another illustration,) made the wonderful statue of Minol ta for bis 
country; but, in order ;> avenge himself on that, country, he 
eclipsed it in the farmore wonderful statue of tlio.lupilerOIjiupiiis. 
Thus, from a vicious feeling erne.uated a greater glory than from 
an exalted principle; and the artist was less Celebrated for the 
monument of his patriotism than for that cjf his revenge! But 
iilions , mon liii-r, vtc grow wise ami dull. Let us go to choose 
our Burgundy and our comrades to share it.” 

However, with his characteristic affectation of hounding am¬ 
bition , and consequently hope, to no one object in particular, and 
of mingling affairs of light importance vyilb those of the most 
weighty. Lord Bnlinghrokc might pretend not to recur to, or to 
dwell upon, his causes of resentment — from that time they net er 
ceased to inlluenee him to a great, and for a statesman, "an un¬ 
pardonable, degree. We cannot, however, blame politicians for 
their hatred, until, without haling any body, we hate fora long 
time been politicians ourseltes; strong minds have strong pas¬ 
sions, and men of strong passions must hale as wn,>l as hue. 

The next two years passed, ort my part, in perpetual intrigues 
of diplomacy, combined with an unceasing, though secret, endea¬ 
vour to penetrate the mystery which hung over the events of that 
dreadful night. All, however, was in tain. I know nol what 
the English police may he hereafter, but, in my time, its officers 
seem to he chosen, like honest Dogberry's companions, among 
“the most senseless and lit men.” They arc, however, to the 
full, as much knaves as fools; and perhaps a wiser posterity vyi'l 
scarcely believe that, when things of the greatest value are stolen. 
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the owners, on Applying to the chief magistrate, will often lie told 
that no redress can be given there, while one of the oflirers will 
engage, to get hack the goods, upon paying the ll*icves a certain sum 
in exchange — if'this is refused — your cll'ccls are gone for ever! 
A pretty state of internal got eminent! 

It was about a year after the murder that my mother informed 
me of an event which lore from mj heart its last private tie, viz., 
the death of Aubrey, The last letter l»had received from him has 
lieen placed before the reader; it was written at Jlevereux Court, 
just before he left it for ever. Jlontmiil had been with him during 
the illness which proved fatal, and which occurred in Ireland. He, 
died of ronsmnpti. : and when I heaid ii%n my mother that hfon- 
ttetiil dwell most glowingly*upon the devotion he had manifested 
duwng the last imnghs of his life,*! could not help fearing that the 
morbidity of his superstition had done the work of physical disease. 
On this fatal news, n%' mother reined from Devereuv Court to a 
company ol indies of our laith, who resided together, and prac¬ 
tised (lie most ascetic rules ol a nunnery, though they gave not to 
tneir house that ecclesiastical name. Sly molher had long medita¬ 
ted tiiis project, and it was now a melancholy pleasure to put it 
into evei ution. I tom t'*ql pejiod I rarely heard from her, and by 
little am.' little she so shrunk from all worldly objects that my visits, 
and I believe even those uf Gerald, became riowe,Iconic and dis¬ 
tasteful. 

As to my lawsuit ,.il went on gloriously, according to the asser¬ 
tions of my brisk little lawyer, who had deejared so emphatically 
that he liked making quick work of a suit. And, at last, vvliat 
with bribery, and feeing, and pushing, a day was fixed for the 
linal adjustment of my claim — it came — the cause was heard and 
lost. I should have been ruined, I 114 for one eirtumslauce; the 
old lady, my father’s godmother; who had witnessed my lirst and 
concealed marriage, left me a pretty estate near Epsom. I turned 
it into gold, and it was fortunate that I did so soon, as the reader 
is .about to see. 

The queen died — and a cloud already began to look menacing 
to the eyes of the Viscount Uolingbrokc, and tlierefoie to those of 
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the Cotin! Dcvcrcuv. “VVc will weather ou! (lie shower,” saiu 
Itolingbrokr. 

“Could iiii! Hu,” slid 1 , “make our friend Oxford (lieTa- 
lapal? "* and llolingbroke laughed. All men find xvil in (lie jest- 
broken on their enemies! 

One morning however, I received a laconic mile from him, 
which, nolwithstanding it- shortness and seeming gaiety, f knew 
well signified that something, not ralridatcd for laughter, had 
occurred. 1 went, ami found that his new majesty had deprived 
him of the seals and seemed his papers. We looked very blank at 
each other. At hist, Itolinghroke smiled. I must say that, cul¬ 
pable as be was in sold!' points a- a politician — culpable , not 
from being ambitious (for 1 would notsgivo much for the statesman 
who is otherwise), but from nofchaving inseparably linked hispm- 
bition to the welfare of his country, rather than'lo that of a party - 
for, despite of what has been said of him,his ambition was nevei 
sellish— culpable as he was when glory allured him, he was most 
admirable when danger assailed him! ** and , by the shade of that. 

* A thing used by the Sunups* 1 lor tin* sann* purpose as wo now use 
tin* umbrella. A work descriptive ol Siam, b\ M. de la boubere, in 
wInch the Talap.it is somewhat imnii(<;K dq*»idied, having been trans¬ 
lated mlo English, and having excited some eurmsih, a lew 5ears befor** 
tiount lleveieux nov^ um> the word, the allusion \ui< probably t«i- 
miiiar. — Ei». 

** I know'well that if has been said otherwise, and that Itolinghroke 
has been accused of (nimbly lor not staving in Kpglami, and making Mi. 
Hubert Walpole 0 present ol Ins head. The elegant author ol he Vet<\ ' 
who, indeed, appears to me lo have taken a view ol bonl Holinghioke’s 
character more consistent with the eanl of a psctidoaplnlosophy than a 
deep consideration of’huiu.in nature, or a diligent mirV, unison of histori¬ 
cal facts, has fallen into a veiy great, though a very hackmed, error, in 
lauding Oxford's political character, and condemning Itolingbroke’s, 
because the former awailed«a trial, and the latter shunned it. A verv 
little relleetmn might, perhaps, have taught the accomplished novelist 
that there could he no comparison between the two eases, because there 
was no comparison between tin* relative danger of Oxlord and lloling¬ 
broke. Oxford, as their subsequent impeachment proved, was far more 
numerously and powerfully supported than his illustrious enemy; and 
there is really no earthly cause for doubling the truth of Boli.jgbroke’s 
assertion, viz. that, “He had received repealed and certain information 
that a resolution was taken, by those who had power to execute it, to 
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Tull) whom lio so idolized, his philosophy was the most onmo- 
uiently worn of an) person’s I ever met. When it would hare been 
in the way—a' the supper of an actress — in the levdes of a emir! — 
in the boudoir olio beauly — in the arena of tfie senate - in the 
intrigue of the cabinet, you would not have obsened a seam of the 
good old garment. But directly it was wanted — in the hour of 
pain — in the day of peril — irt the suspense of'exilc — in (worst 
of all) the torpor of tranquillity, my extraordinary friend unfolded 
it piece b) piece — wrapped himself ujf in it — sat down — delied 
the world, and uttered the most beautiful sentimenls upon the 
comfort and luxury of his raiment. that can possibly be imagined. 
It used to remind !> , that same pldlusopl^y of his. of the enchant¬ 

ed tent in the Aim man Tabs whiih one moment lay wrapped in a 
nut-shell, and the next covered an arn.v. 

lloJingbrukr sntflcii, and qtiufed’L'iccro, and after an hour’s 
conversation, which on his part was hy no menu*, like that of a 
person whose very lieati was in no em table Mate «>f safety , h<* slid 
at once from a sarcasm upon Steele into a discussion as to tin* best 
measures to be adopted. Let me be In icf on this point! Throughout 
Hu* whole of that short session , he behaved in a manner more de- 


pursue lain to I lit' scaffold.*’ llieie ate eertam situations m which a 
brave and a good man should willingly surtender lit**; but I humbly 
opine th it there may .sometime* exist a situation in which ho should pre¬ 
sene it: and il e\er man was placed in that laltei situation, it was Lord 
llohngbnike. 1o choose unnrt essuuly to put one s head under the 
axe, without bonoUlling any but one’s enemies hy the act, is. in my 
exes* the proof of a tool, not a hero; ami to attack .1 man for not placing 
his head in that agreeable and most useful predicament - lor prelomiig, 
in short, to h\e a world, rather than to pciediihy .1 faction, appears 
t<» he a mode of frguing that has a v»>mb*riul resemblance? to nonsense. 
When Lord ilohngbrohe was lmpeaehed, two men only out of those 
numerous retainers in the Lower Ibuise who had been wont so loudly to 
applaud the .sen clary of slate, m hi.s prosecution of those \eiv measures 
for which he w.is now to he condemned — two men only ((ieneral lioss 
Mild Mr. Hungerfogd), uttered a single syllable m delenee of the mimsl'T 
disgraced. This, by the way, is that same generous, courageous, 
unswerving body of men whom Lord John Kusseil has been pleased, ill 
bis lale \)ork, to call an “ uthniiable assembly." Il is ipnle astonishing 
what a vast quantity of unexpected intelligence may be paikcd up in the 
« IttsTic utilise of one little x'pithet. — El>. 
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licatcly and profoundly wise than, I think, the whole of his pre¬ 
vious administration can equal. He sustained with the most 
unflagging, the most unwearied, dexterity, the sinking spirits of 
his associates. Without au act, or the shade ,v of an act, that 
could lie called time-serving, he laid himself out to conciliate the 
king, and to propitiate parliament; — with a dignified prudence 
which, while it seemed above petty pique, was well calculated to 
remove the appearance of that disaffection with which he was 
charged, and discriminated justly between the kino and the new 
administration, he lent his talents to the assistance of the mo¬ 
narch, by whom his impeachment was already resulted on, and 
aided in the settlement o r the civil list, while he was in full expec¬ 
tation of a criminal accusation. 

The, new parliament met, am ( t all doubt was over. An impeach¬ 
ment of the late administration was decided upon, i was set¬ 
tling hills with my little lawyer one morujpg, when Bolingbrokc 
entered my room. He took a chair, nodded to me not to dismiss 
my assistant, joined our conversation, and when conversation 
was merged in accounts, lie took up a book -of songs, and amused 
himself with it till my business was over and my disciple of Coke 
retired. He then said, very slowly, and wit*: a slight yawn — 
“ You have ucvei been at Paris, I tnink ! 

“Never — you are enchauled with that gay city.” 

“Yes, but when I was last there, the good people flattered 
my vanity enough to bribe my taste. I shall he able to form a 
more unbiassed and impartial judgment in a few days.” 

“A few days!” 

“Ay, my dear Count: docs it startle you? I'wonder whether 
the pretty Da Triicin will he as kind to me as she was, and whe¬ 
ther (out ht in Drill a (that most equisite plirasc for live hundred 
people,) will rise now at the Opera on my entrance. Do you think 
that a banished minister can have any, the smallest, resemblance,- 
to what he was when in power? By gumdragon, as our friend 
Swift so euphoniously aud elegantly says, or swears, by gum- 
dragon, I think not! What altered Satan so after his fall? what 
gave him horns aud a tail? nothing but his disgrace. Oh! yekrs. 
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ami disease, plague, pestilence, and famine, never alter a man 
so much as the loss of power.” 

“You say wisely; but what am I to gatlijr from your words? 
i> it all over wiileus in real earnest?” 

“Ps! with me it is indeed all over — you may stay here for 
ever. / must fly - - a packet boat to Calais, or t^room in the Tower 
— I must choose between the two. I had some thoughts of re¬ 
maining — amt confronting my trial, ^>ut it would be folly — there 
is a difference between Oxford and me. lie has friends , though 
nut of power; I have none. If they impeach him — he will escape; 
it they impeach me. they will either shut me up like a rat in a cage, 
for twenty years, ill, old and lorgotlei*, I tear my heart out with 
my confinement, or they will bring me at ouee to the block. No, 
no. — 1 must keep myself for another day; ami, while they banish 
me, I will leave t?ie seeds of the true cause to grow up till my re¬ 
turn. Wise and erqjjisite policy of my foes — ‘Fruslra Cassium 
amovisti, si gliscere et vigere Brulorum cnmlos passurus es.’ 
lfut t have no time to lose — farewell, my friend — God bless 
you — you arc saved from these storms; and even intolerance, 
which prevented the exercise of your genius, preserves you now 
from the dangei»of haying applied that genius to the welfare of 
your country : God knows, whatever my faults, I Have sacriliced 
what f loved better than all things - study and pleasure — to her 
cause. In her wars I served even my enemy Marlborough, in 
order to serve her; her peace I effected, and I suffer for it. Be it 
so, I am 

‘F’idons animi atque iiiutrumqucparatus.' 

Once more i embrace you farewell.” 

“Nay,” said I, “listen to me, you shall not go alone. France 
is already, in reality, my native country; there did 1 receive my 
biith, it is no hardship to return to my natale solum - it is an 
honour to return in the company of Henry St. John. I will have 
no refusal; my law case is over, my papers are few, money 1 will 
manage to transfer. Remember the anecdote you told me (yes¬ 
terday.) of Anaxagoras, who, when asked where his country 
was, pointed with his linger to Heaven. It is applicable, 1 hope, 
JJi-vereux. 1(3 
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as well lo me as to yourself; to me uncelebrated ami obscure, to 
you the senator and the statesman.” 

lu vain Bolinghrnke endeavoured to dissuade me from this re¬ 
solution; lie was the only friend fate had left me and 1 was re¬ 
solved that misfortune should nut part us. Atlas! he embraced 
me tenderly, and consented to wltal he could not resist. “But 
you cannot,” he said, “quit England to-morrow night, as I 
must.” 

“Pardon me,” f answered, “ the briefer the preparation, the 
greater the excitement, and what in life is equal lo that ?” 

"‘True,” answered Bolinghrnke: “to some natures, too rest¬ 
less lo be happy, excitement can compensate for all; compensate 
tor years wasted, anil hopes scattered — compensate for bitter 
regret at talents perverted, and passions unrestrained. But we 
will talk philosophically when we have more leisure. You will dine, 
with me to-morrow; we will go lo the play together — 1 promised 
poor Lucy that I would see her at the theatre, and I cannot break 
my word and an hour afterwards we will commence our excur¬ 
sion I” Paris. And now 1 will explain to you the plan l have ar¬ 
ranged fur out escape." 


CIIAPTKK III. 

Tin* r«*al AcIoin Sjmrialors of lln* faNt* ones. 

It was a hri|liant night at the theatre ! The boxes were crowded 
to excess. Every eye was directed towauls Lord Bolinghroke, 
who, with his usual dignified and consummate grace of manner, 
Conversed with the various loiterers with whom, fron time to time, 
his box was tilled. , 

“Look yonder,” said a very young man r of singular personal 
beauly, “look yonder, my'Lord, what a panoply of smiles the 
duchess wears to-night, and how triumphantly she directs those 
eyes, which they- say were once so beautiful, to your box.” 

“Ah ,” said Bulingbroke, “ her grace does me too much ho¬ 
nour; I must not neglect to acknowledge her courtesy;” and, 
leaning over the box, llolingbrokc watched bis opportunity till the. 
Duchess of Marlborough, who sal opposite to him , and who was 
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f. liking w ilh great and evidently joyous vivacity to a tall, thin man, 
.beside her, directed her attention, and that of her whole party, 
in a lived and roncenlrated stare, to the cjnpcrillcd minister. 
With a dignified smile Lord Holingbrokc then put his hand to his 
heart, and how oil profoundly ; the duchess looked a little abashed, 
lint returned the. courtesy quickly and slightly^, and renewed her 
conversation. 

“L.iilh, my Lord,” cried the young gentleman who h id be¬ 
fore spoken, “you managed that well! .No repmach is like that 
which we clothe in a smile, and present with a how.” 

“i am happ'\” said Lord llolinghioke, “that my conduct . 
receives the grav support ol a son of nritpohlical opponent.” 

“ Crave support, my d.oril ! you are mistaken — never apply 
thy epithet grave to any thing belonging to Philip Wharton. Hut, 
in sober earnest, i have sal long enough with you to teifitv all tuv 
tiieuds, and must leyvv show my wnishipfui lace in another part 
of 'he house. Count Jbevcrcux, will yon come with me to the 
duchess’s?" 

“What! the duchess's, immediately after Lord Itoling- 
luoke's! — the Wiiig after the "lory — it would he as trying to 
one’s assurance %s a change liorn the cold bath to the hot to one's 
con'-tiliitiun.” 

“Well, and what so delightful as a trial in which one tri¬ 
umphs? and a change in which one does not lose even one's coun- 
tcii.'inrve^ ” 

“Takccare, my Lord,” said Holingbroke, laughing; “those 
are dangerous sentiments for a man like vflu, to whom the hopes 
of two great i^frtics are directed, to express so openly — even on 
atrille, and in a jest.” 

“ ’T is for that reason J utter them. 1 like being the object of 
hope and fear fo men, since my miserable lortune made me many 
at fourteen, and cease to be aught but a wedded thing to (he 
women. Hill * sup with me at the Bedford— you, my Lord, 
and the Count.” 

“And you will ask Walpole, Addison, and Steele ,* to join 

* All political opponents of Lord Bolinghroke. 

16 * 
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us; eh?” said Bolingbroke. “IS'o, we. have other engagements 
for to-night; hut vie, shall meet again soon.” 

And the eccentric youth nodded his adieu, disappeared, and 
a minute afterwards' was seated by the side of the Duchess of Marl¬ 
borough. 

“There goes a hoy,” said Bolingbroke, “who at the age of 
iifleen has in him the power to he the greatest man of his day, and 
in all probability will only he the most singular. An obstinate man 
is sure of doing well; a watering or a w himsical one (which is the. 
same tiling; is as uncertain, even in his elevation, as a shuttle¬ 
cock. But look to the box at the right — do you see the beaulilul 
Lady Mary?” 

“Yes,” said Mr. Trefusis, who was with us, “she has only 
just come to town. ’T is said she and Ned Montague live like 
doles.” 

“How!” said Lord Bolingbroke, ‘that quick, restless eye 
seems to have very little of the dove in it.” 

“lful how beautiful site is!" said Treftisis, admiringly. 
“ What a pitj that those exquisite hands should he so dirty ! It re¬ 
minds mi'," (Trefusis loved a coarse anecdote) “of her answer to 
old Madame de, Noailles, who made exactly th same remark to 
her. ‘Ho you call my hands dirty?' cried Lady Mary, holding 
them up with the most innocent naivele, ‘Ah, Madame, si runs 
pot/eicz voir /nospieds!'" 

“Fi done!" said 1, turning away; “hut who is that very 
small, deformed man behind her, — he w'ilh the bright black 
eve.” 

“Know you not?” said Bolingbroke; “tell il“u>t in Gath! — 
T is a rising sun, whom I have ..Iready learnt to worship — the 
young author of the ‘Essay on Criticism',’ and the ‘llape of the 
Lock.’ Egad the little, poet seems to eclipse*, us with the women 
as much as with the men. Do you mark how eagerly Lady Mary 
listens to him — even though the tall gentleman id black, who in 
vain endeavours to win her attentions, is thought the handsomest 
gallant in London? Ah, Genius is paid bv smiles from all females 
but Fortune — little, methinks, does that young poet, in his first 
intoxication of flattery and fame, guess what a lot of contest and 
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strife is in store lor him. The very breath which a literary man 
respires is hot wilh hatred, and the youthful proselyte enters that 
career which seems to him so glittering, cvcr^ as Dame I’lianfs 
brother in the Ah.'ieinisl entered town — not to be fed with luxury, 
and diet on pleasure, but ‘ to learn to ijuarrel and live, by his wits.’” 

The play was now nearly over. With great gravity l.ord Boling- 
broKe suimnoned one of the principal actors to his box, and be¬ 
spoke a play for the next week : leaning then on my arm , he left 
the theatre. We hastened In his hoilie, put on our disguises, 
ami, without an; adventure worth recounting , effected our escape, 
and lauded safely at Calais. 

ClkU'TKIi IV. 

Ilart. — A FcmahfcPolitieian. aim .ueKeelesiaslieal tine — Sundry 
filler Mailers. 

Tiik ex-minister wfls h reived both at Calais and at Paris with 
the most gratifying honours — he was then entirely the man to 
< iplivalc the French. The beauty of his person , the grace of his 
manner, his consummate taste in all things, the exceeding variety 
and spaiMing vivignty of his conversation, enchanted them. In 
later JilV he has grown outre reserved and profound, even in ha¬ 
bitual intercourse, and attention is now fixed to the, solidity of the 
diamond, as at (bat time, one was too dazzled to think of any thing 
but its brilliancy. 

While BolingbrnUv was receiving vigils of state, I busied my¬ 
self-in inquiring after a certain Madame de.llnlzae. The reader 
will remember that the envelope of that letlo ( r which Oswald bail 
brought to me it Devereux Court*was signed by the letters C. de 
B. Now, when Oswald disappeared, after that dreadful night lo 
which even now I can scarcely bring tnyscll to allude, these ini¬ 
tial-. occurred to my remembrance, and Oswald having said they 
belonged to a lady formerly intimate wilh my father, I inquired of 
,ny 0 mother if she could guess to what French lady such initials 
would apply. She, with an evident pang of jealousy, mentioned 
a -Madame ileBalzac; and to this ladyl now resolved to address my¬ 
self, with the faint hope of learning from her some intelligence 



respecting Oswald. It was not difficult to find nut tlie abode of 
one who in her day had played no inconsiderable r/ila in (hat Co¬ 
medy of tin (us, — the Great World. She was still tiring at l’tiris; 
what Frenchwoman would, if she could help ij, lire any where 
else.? “There are a hundred gates,” said the witty Madame de 
Clmisi to me, “which lead into Paris, hut only two roads out of 
it, - the convent , or ('odious word !) the grave." 

I hastened to .Madame Ital/ac's hotel. 1 was ushered through 
three magnilicenf arpailiuehts into one, which to mj eyes seemed 
In contain a throne: upon a neater inspection I discovcicd it was 
a lied, t pou a large chair, hy a very had lire --- it was in the 
month of March — sal, a (all, handsome woman, excessively 
painted, ami dressed in a manner whjch to my taste, accustomed 
to Kngiish ,finery, seemed singularly plain. 1 had sent in the 
morning to reijuesl permission to wait, on lie., so that she, was 
prepared for my visit. She rose, offered me her cheek, kissed 
mine, shed several tears, and in short testified a great deal of 
kindness towards me. Old ladies, who have, flirted with our fa- 
llieis , always seem to claim a sort of property in the sons! 

IScforc she resumed her seat she held me out at arm's length. 
“ You have a family likeness to your brave fath?*,” said she, with 
a little disappointment; “but — 

“Madame de Balzac would add,” interrupted I, filling up 
the sentence which 1 saw her hirnwillanre had made her break oil", 
“Madame do lialzac would add that I am not so good looking. It 
is true: the likeness is transmitted to me within rather than with¬ 
out; a.nl if l have in. t my father's privilege to be admired, I have 
at least bis rapacities to admire,” and I bowed. 

Madame lie llalzae took throe large pinches o.' snuff. “That 
is very well said," said she gravely: “very well indeed! not at 
all like vour father, though, who never paid a compliment in his 
life. Your clothes, by the by, are in exquisite taste: I had no 
idea that Kngiish people had arrived to such perfection in the line 
arts. Your fare is a little too long! You admire Karine x of 
Course? How do you like Paris?” 

All this was not said gaily or quickly: Madame de Balzac was 
by no means a gay or a quick person. She belonged to a peculiar 
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school of Frenchwomen, who affected a little languor, a great 
deal of stiffness, an indifference to forms when forms were to he 
used hv themselves, and an unrelaxing demand of forms when 
forms were lo ho.observed lo (hem hy others. Added to (his, lliey 
talked plainly upon all matters, without ever entering upon sen¬ 
timent. This was the school she belonged lo ; but she possessed 
the trails of the individual as well as of the Species. She was 
keen, ambitious, worldly, nol unalVerliornte, nor unkind; very 
proud, a little of the devotee—becaflsc it was the fashion lo he 
so — an enthusiastic admirer of military glory, and a most prj iug, 
seat clung, intriguing, 'and yet talentless, schemer of politics. 

“Like Paris! saidl, answering oijy the last question, and 
that not with the most seruyiilous regard to truth. “ Can Madame 
de Balzac think of Paris, and yot conceive the transport which 
must inspire a pftson entering it for the first lime? Hut I had 
something more endearinj? than a stranger's interest to attach me 
to it; 1 longed to express to my father’s friend my gratitude for the 
interest which] viSilure to believe she on one occasion m/ioil'ested 
towards me.” 

“Ail! you mean my caution to you against that terrible ]>e 
Montreiul. Yes • I (rust I was of service lo vou there" 

And Madame dc Balzac then pioceedrd lo favour me with the 
whole history of the manner in which she had obtained Ihe letter 
she had sent me, accompanied hy a thousand anathemas against 
those ufroees Jemtites, and a thousand eulogia on ber own genius 
and virtues. 1 brought her from this subject, so interesting to 
herself, as soon as decorum would allow <nc. and 1 then made, 
inquiry if she Imevv aught of Oswald, or ciydd suggest any mode 
of obtaining iiAelhgence respecting him. Madame de Balzac hated 
plain, blunt, blank questions, and she always travelled through 
a wilderness of parentheses, before she answered them. But at 
last I did ascertain her answer, ’and found it utterly unsatisfactory. 
She had never seen or heard any tiling of Oswald since he had left 
her charged with her commission to me. 1 then questioned her 
respecting the character of the man, and found Mr. Marie Oswald 
had little to plume himself upon in that respect, lie seemed, 
however, from her account of him, to be more a rogue than a 
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■Villain; and, from two or three stories of his cowardice, which 
Madame de Iinl/ac related, he appeared to me utterly incapable of 
a design so daring and systematic as that of which it pleased all 
persous who troubled themselves about my affairs, to suspect him. 

Finding, at last, that no further information was to he gained 
on this point, 1 turned the conversation to Montrcuil. I found, 
from Madame de baizae’s very abuse of him, that he enjoyed a 
great reputation in the country, and a great favour at court. He 
had been early befriended by Father la Chaise, and he was now 
especially trusted and esteemed by the successor of that Jesuit, 
Be'Jollier; I.e Tellier, — that rigid and bigoted servant ofl.oyola — 
the sovereign of the King (umself—the destroyer of the Port ltoyal, 
and the mock and terror of the be-dev illev} and persecuted Jansenisls. 
Besides this, I learnt what has betju before pretty clearly evident — 
viz. that Montrcuil was greatly in the conlidencl of the Chevalier, 
and that he was supposed alteady to " have rendered essential 
service to the Stuart cause. His reputation hud increased with 
every year, and was as great for private sanctity as for political 
talent. 

When this information, given in a very different spirit from 
that in which I retail it, was over, Madame de ff-dzae observed — 
“Doubtless you will obtain a private kuditnee with the Ring?” 

“Is it possible, in iiis present age and inlirniilies?” 

“It ought to be, to the son of Le Mari'cluit Devereux.” 

“1 shall be,happy to receive Madame’s instructions how to ob¬ 
tain the honour: her name would, 1 feel, bit a greater passport 
to the royal presence than that ol a deceased soldier; and Venus’s 
cestns may obtain that grace which would ncver' be accorded to 
the truncheon of Mars!” o 

Was there ever so natural and so easy a compliment? My 
Venus of fifty smiled. 

“ You are mistaken, Count,” said she; “I have no interest 
at court: the Jesuits forbid that to a Janscnist: kit I will speak 
this very day to the Bishop of Frdjus: he is related to me, ai-d 
will obtain so slight a boon for you with ease. He has just left his 
bishopric: you know how he hated it. Nothing could he pleasant¬ 
er than his signing himself, in a letter to Cardinal yuirini — 
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‘ f’levri , rtwqiic dc Frvjns par /'indignation divine.’ The king 
does not like him much; but be is a good man on the whole, 
though Jesuitical; he shall introduce you.” , 

I expressedSm gratitude for the favour, and hinted that possi¬ 
bly the relations of my father’s first wife , the haughty and ancient 
house of La Ticmouille, might save the Bishoji of Trejos from the 
pain of exerting himself on my behalf. 

“You ire very much mistaken,” answered Madame de Bal¬ 
zac: “ priests point the road to courf, as well as to heaven; and 
warriors and nobles have as little to do with the former as they 
have with the lali'T, the unlucky Due de Villars only excepted — 
a man whose it. tortuue is enough to»destroy all the laurels of 
Trance. Mafoi! 1 believg the pauere l)uc might rival in luck that 
Italian poet who said , in a lit ojjdespatr, that if he had been bred 
a "hatter, men wiflild have been born without heads." 

And Madauie de BalAc chuckled over this joke fill, seeing that 
no farther news was fo be gleaned from her, 1 made my adieu, and 
my departure. • 

Nothing could exceed the kindness manifested towards me by 
my lather s early connexions. The circumstance of my accompa¬ 
ny mg Boliugbrolje, joined to my age, and an address which, if 
not animated or gay , h!td util been acquired w ithoul some youth¬ 
ful cultivation of the graces, gave me a sort of eclat as well as con¬ 
sideration. And Bolingbrokc, who was only jealous of superiors 
in power, and who had no equals in any thing elstj, added greatly 
to my reputation by Ins panegyrics. 

' lively one sought me — and the a((“u(iou of society at Paris 
would, to mint, be worth a little liouhle to,repay. Perhaps, it X 
had liked it,*I might have heei;»tlie rage; but that vanity was over. 
I contented myself with being permitted into society as an ob¬ 
server, without a single wish to become the observed. When one 
has ouce outlived the ambition dr socirtr , 1 know not a gi eater 
affliction thaman over-attention; and the Spectator did just what I 
should have done in a similar ease, when he left his lodgings, 
“ because he was asked every morning how he had slept." In the 
immediate vicinity of the court, the king's devotion, age, and 
misfortunes, threw a damp over society; hut there were still some 



250 


sparkling circles, who put the king out of the mode, and declared 
that the defeats of his generals made capital subjects for epigrams. 
What a delicate and subtle air did hang over those soirees , where 
all that were bright and lotely, and uohle and gay, and witty and 
wise, were assembled in one brilliant cluster! Imperfect as my 
rehearsals must be, I think the few pages I shall devote to a de¬ 
scription of these glittering conversations must still retain some¬ 
thing of that original piquancy which the soirees of no other capi¬ 
tal could rival or appreciate.' 

One morning, about a week after my interview with Madame 
lie Ital/.ae, I received a note from her, requesting me to visit her 
that day, and appointing fUe hour. 

Accordingly 1 repaired lo the house of the fair politician. I 
found her with a man in a clerical.garb, and of a benevolent and 
prepossessing countenance. She introduced film to me as the 
bishop of J'rbjus, and he received me with an air very uncommon 
lo his countrymen, viz., with an ease that scented to result from 
real good nature, rather than artificial grace. ’ 

“1 shall feel," said he, quietly, and without the least ap¬ 
pearance of paying a compliment, “very glad to mention your wish 
to his majesty; and 1 have not the least dojibt but'thnt he will ad¬ 
mit to his presence one who has such hereditary claims mi his no¬ 
tice. Madame de M.iintenon, by the w r ay, has charged me to 
present you to her, whenever you will give me the opportunity. 
She knew' your jdmirablc mother well, and, for her sake, wishes 
once to see you. You know, perhaps, Monsieur, that the ex¬ 
treme rclremcnt of lies life renders this message from Madame de 
Maintcnou an unusal and rare honour.” 11 

I expressed iny thanks ; — the‘bishop received them with a pa¬ 
ternal rather than a courtier-like air, and appointed a day for me 
to attend him to the palace. ~»Ve then conversed a short time upon 
indifferent, matters which, 1 observed, the good bishop took espe¬ 
cial pains to preserve clear from French politics, ‘lie asked me, 
however, two or three questions about the slate of parties in Kng- 
laud — about linartce and the national debt — about Ormond and 
Oxford ; and appeared to give the most close attention to my re¬ 
plies. He smiled ouec or twice, when his relation, Madame de 
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Balzac, broke oul inlo scarcasnis against the Jesuits, which had 
nothing to do with the subjects in question. 

“Alt, ma c/irre cuusine," said he, ‘ ‘ yyu Hatter me, by 
showing that you^ike me not its the politician, hut the private re- 
lalion - not as the bishop olTn'-jus , hut as Andre dc Floury.” 

Madame de ltalzac smiled, and answered by a compliment. 
Site was a politician lor the kingdom , it is true, but she was also 
a politician l->r herself. She was lai from rvdamiing, with Pindar, 
“Thy business, O my City, J prefei willingly to my own." Ah, 
there is a nice distinction between polities and policy, and Ma¬ 
dame dc ltalzac km .'it. The distinction is this : Politics is the, art 
of being wise foron.eis! Policy is the art oli being w ise for one’s self. 

ftom Madame de Balzac's 1 went to Itolmghioke. ‘1 hare just 
heen offered the place; of Secretary of Slate, by the linghsh king on 
this" side of the vvatJr,” said he; --“ldo not, however, yet like 
to commit myself so fully.* And, indeed, l am not unwilling to 
lone a little relaxation of pleasure, alter ail these dull and dusty 
travails of stale. What say you to Boulaiinillicrs to-night — you 
are asked?” 

“ Yes ! all the wits are to be there — Anthony Hamilton — and 
Tontenelle — young Aroj^et — Chaulieu, that charming old man. 
Let us go, and polish away life wrinkles of our hearts. What cos¬ 
metics are to the face wit is to the temper? and, alter all, there is 
no wisdom like that which teaches us to forget.” 

“Come then,” said Itoliiighroke, rising, “ wi» will lock up 
these papers, and taftc a melancholy drive, in order that we may 
enjoy mirth the better hv and by.” 

<;i!.\Pl*Kli V. 

A Meeting of Wits — Conversation goto* out to Supper in her Press 
ol Velvet anil Jewels. 

Boi l .unv ifcl.n its ! Conte de St. Sairo! What will our great 
grandchildren think of that name? Fame is indeed a riddle! At the 
nine 1 refer to. wit— learning — grace — all things that charm 
and enlighten — were supposed to centre in one word — lloliluin- 
I’Hhri-s! The good count had many rivals, it is true, hut he had 
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that exquisite (acl peculiar to bis couutrymcu, of making the very 
reputations of those rivals contribute to his own. And while he as¬ 
sembled them aroumlhim, the lustre of their lions mats, though 
it emanaled from themselves, was reflected upo>.i him. 

It was a pleasant, though not a costly, apartment, in which 
we found our host. The room was sufficiently full of people to al¬ 
low scope and vartety to one groupe of talkers, without being full 
enough to permit those little knots and eateries whieli are the de¬ 
stitution of literary society. An old man of about seventy , of a 
sharp, shrewd, yet polished and courtly, expression of counte¬ 
nance, of a great gaiety of manner, which was now and then rattier 
displeasingly contrastedan abrupt albelatiou of dignity, that, 
however, rarely lasted above a minute, and never withstood th 
shock of a bon mol, was the firsj person who accosted us. Tins 
old man was (he wreck of the once celebrated itnlhoity Count Ha¬ 
milton! *■ 

“Well, my Lord,” said he to Itolingbroke, “ how do you like 
the vv (either at Paris? — it is a little better thauvbe merciless air of 
London — is it not? ’Slife! — even in June one could uot go open- 
breasted in those regions of c old and catarrh — a very great mis¬ 
fortune, let me tell you, my Lord , if one's capibric happened to 
he of a very delicate and brilliant lexluref and one wished to pene¬ 
trate the inward folds of a lady’s heart, by developing, to the best 
advantage , the exterior folds that covered his own.” 

“ft is tin* first time,” answered Itolingbroke, “that I ever 
heard so accomplished a courtier as Count Hamilton repine, with 
sincerity, that he could not hare his bosom to inspection.” 

“Ah!” cried liqulainvilliers, “but vanity makes a man show 
much that discretion would eoncoal.” ' 

"Au. (liable with your discretion!” said Hamilton, “’t is a 
vulgar virtue. Vanity is a truly aristocratic quality, and every way 
fitted to a gentleman. Should I ever have been renowned for my 
exquisite lare and web-like cambric, if I had not been vain? Never, 
mnn cher! I should have gone into a convent and worn saekekth, 
and, from Count Antoine, I should have thickened into Saint An¬ 
thony.” 

“Nay,” cried Lord Bolingbroke, “ there is as much scope for 
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tanily in sackcloth as there is in cambric; for vanity is like the 
Irish ogling master in the Spectator, ami if it teaches the playhouse 
to ogle by candle-light, it also teaches the child'll to ogle liy day ! 
Hut, pardon nief Monsieur Chaulieu, how well you look! 1 see 
that the myrtle sheds its verdure, not only over your poetry, hut 
the poet. And it is right that, to the modern Anacreon, who has 
lieipieathed to Time a treasure it will never forego, Time itself 
should lie gi ntle in return.” 

“Milord," answered Chaulieu, an old man who, though con¬ 
siderably past seventy, was animated, in appearance and manner, 
with a vivacity and dc that would have done honour to a youth — 
“ Milord , it was beautifully said by the Ijmperor Julian that Jus¬ 
tice retained the (iraecs in.her vestibule. I see, now, that he 
should have substituted the word Ji isilom for that of Justice.” 

"“Come,” cried Anthony Hamilton, “this will never do. 
Compliments are the dullest, things imaginable. Tor Cod’s sake, 
let us leave panegyric to blockheads, and say something hitter to 
.me another, or vv? shall die of ennui.’’ 

“/«us tteez raison," said Boulainvillicrs: — “Let us pick out 
some poor devil to begin with. Absent or present? — Decide 
which.’ 

“Oh, absent," cried Chaulieu; “ l’ is a thousand times more, 
piquant to slander than to rally! Let. us commence with his Majes¬ 
ty : Count Devereui, have you seen Madame Maintenon and her 
devout infant, since your arrival?” 

“No! —the priests must he petitioned before the miracle is 
made public.” 

“ \\ hat!” ijried Chaulieu, “ ^mild you insinuate that his Ma¬ 
jesty's piety is really nothing less than a miracle?” 

“Impossible!” said Itnulainvillier*, gravely,— “piety is as 
natural to kings as flattery to their courtiers: are we not told that 
they are made in Cod’s own image! ” 

“ If that were true,” said Count Hamilton, somewhat pro¬ 
fanely — if lhat were true, I should no longer deny the impossibi¬ 
lity of Atheism! ’’ 

“Fie, Count Hamilton,” said an old gentleman, in whom I 
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recognised the great Hiiet, “fie — wit should bettaie how it uses 
wings — its protince is earth, not heaven.” 

“Nobody can better tell what wit is nui than the learned Abbe 
liuet!" answ ered Hamilton, with a mock air ofoespeet. 

“Psha!” cried Clmulicu, “I thought when we once gate the 
rein to satire it would carry us jirlc-mrle against one another, 
ltul, in order to Sweeten that drop of lemon-juice for you, my 
dear Jluet, let me. turn to .Milord llolinghroke, and ask him 
whether England can prodtlce a scholar equal to Peter Hurt, who 
in twenty years wrote notes to sixty-two volumes of (.lassies,* lor 
the sake of a prince who ne\er read a line in one of them?” 

“We lone some sehyiars," answered llolinghroke ; “hut [we 
ccitainly hate no Huet. It is strange pnougli, hut learning seems 
to me like a circle; it grows weaker the more it spreads. We notv 
see many people capable of reaifing commentaries, hut very fetv 
indeed, capable of w riting them.” 

“ True,” answered Iluet; and in his rep'iy he introduced the ce¬ 
lebrated illuslialion which is at this day mentioned among his 
most felicitous buns mate. “Scholarship, formerly the most dif¬ 
ficult and unaided enterprise of Geuius, has notv been made, by 
tlic very toils of the first mariners, but ail easy find common-pl.iee 
toyage of leisure, lint who would compare, the great men, whose 
very dilliculties not only proved their ardour, hut brought them the 
patience and the courage which alone are the parents of a genuine 
triumph, to the indolent loiterers of the present day, who, hating 
little of difficulty to conquer, hate nothing ofiglory to attain? l or 
my pan, there seems to me the same difference between a scholar 
of our days and one of llie past as lliore is heltveci, Christopher Co¬ 
lumbus and the master of a parkpt-bonl from Calai to Hover! ” 

“lint,” cried Anthony Hamilton , taking a pinch of snuff, with 
the air of a mail about to u/ter a witty thing - “hut what hate we 
—we spirits of the wot Id, not imps of the closet,” —and lie glanced 
nl Huet - “to do with scholarship? All the waiters of Casl.ilj-, 
which tve want to pour into our brain, me such as will flow the rea¬ 
diest (o our tongue.” 


The Dclplun Chnsie', 
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“in short, then,” said 1, “you Mould assert that all a friend 
fares for In one’s head is the quantity of tails in it ?” 

“Precisely, my dear Count,” said Ilamiltoji, seriously; “and 
to that maxim twill add another appliiable to the opposite sex. 
All that a mistress fares for m one's heart is the quantity uflove 
m it.” 

“What! are generosity, courage. honour to go for nothing, 
with our mistress, then?” cried Chaulieu. 

“No; for she will heliexe, if joii’are a passionate liner, that 
you hare ail those virtues; and if not, she won’t heliexe III,at you 
hare one.” 

“All! it was .. pretty court of lore n^wlmli the friend and bio¬ 
grapher of Count Granmiom learned the art! ” said llolingbrnko. 

“We believed so at the turn' rny lord; hut there are as many 
changes in tiie fashion of making line as there are in that of making 
dtesses. 'Honour me, CAiinl ltevereux, by using my simlf-hox, 
aud then looking at (in* lid.” 

“It is the picture of Charles the Second, xvhieli adorns il — is 
it mil?" 

“No, Count Devercux, it is the diamonds which adorn it. Ilis 
majesty’s face I thought very beautiful while, he was living; hut 
now,. on niv conscience,?consider it the ugliest phi/ I exei beheld. 
But I pointed your notice to the picture because vxc were talking of 
luxe; and Old Kowley believed that he could make, it better than 
any one else. All his courtiers had thesame opiuionpf Ihemselxes; 
and I dare say tin beaux ginvons of Queen Anne’s reign 
would say that not one of King Charley’s gang; knew what love was. 
Oh ! ’t is a strange circle of revolutions, that Jove! 1.11.0 the earth, 
it always ehang/s, and yet alwaysjias (lie same materials.” 

“ /. huoi/r — I'amour — foiijm/n I'mu our, with Count Antho¬ 
ny Hamilton! " said Boulninv ilhers. lie is always on that sub¬ 
ject ; and. sucre bleu! when lie was younger, I am told he was like 
( ,veils, the son of Vulcan, and breathed nothing but Haines." 

“You Haller me,” said Hamilton. “Solve me now a knotty 
turtle, my Lind Itidinghroke. Why does a young man think il the 
greatest Compliment to be thought wise, while an old man thinks it 
thrgreatest compliment to lie told he has been foolish?” 
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“Is love foolish, then?” said Lord Bolingbroke. 

“Can you doubt it?” answered Hamilton; “it makes a man 
think more of another than himself! I know not a greater proof of 
folly! ” o 

“Ah moil aimablr ami"- cried Cliaulieu; “you are the 
wickedest witty person 1 know. 1 cannot help loving yourlanguage, 
while 1 hate youroculimenls.” 

“My language is my own—my sentiments are those of all 
men,” answered Hamilton*) “but are we not, by the by, to hate 
young Arimi-I here to-night? W’hal a charming person he is!” 

“ Ves,” said Boulaintdliers. “Jfe said he should be late; and 
1 expect I'ontenelle, loo, but he will not fume before suppet. I 
found I'ontenelle this morning conversing with my cook on the best 
maimer of dressing asparagus. I asked him, the other day, what 
writer, ancient or modern, had’ever given bin,- the most sensible 
pleasure? After a little pause, the exeel’ent old man said— Mlaph- 
mis’ — ‘llaplmus!’ repealed I—‘who tho devil is he?* ‘Why,’ 
answered I’ontenelle, vvilh tears of gratitude in bis benevolent eyes, 
‘1 had some hypochondriacal ideas that’suppers were unw hole¬ 
some ; andUaphuus is an ancient physician, who asserts the contra¬ 
ry; arid declares,— think, my friend, what a ^harming theory!— 
that the moon is a great assistant of the digestion!’” 

“Jla! ha! ha!” laughed the Abbe de C/iunlicit. “How like 
Fontenelle! what an anomalous creature ’tis! He has the most 
kindness and the least feeling of any man I ever-kucw. Let Hamil¬ 
ton lind a pilhier description for him if he car)! ” 

Whatever reply the friend of the jireu.r Gntmmonl might have 
made was prevented by the entrance of a yoqug man of about 
twenty-one. 

In person he was tall, slight, and very thin. There was a cer¬ 
tain affectation of polite address in his manner and mien which did 
not quite become him; and though he was received by the old wits 
with great cordiality, and on a footing of perfect equality; yet, the 
inexpressible air which denotes birth was both pretended to and 
wanting. This, perhaps, was hovvewer owing to the ordinary in¬ 
experience of youth; which, if not awkwardly bashful, is generally 
awkward tu its assurance. Whatever ils cause, the impression 
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vanished directly lie entered into conversation. I oo not think I 
e\ er enrountered a man so brilliantly, yet so easily, willy, lie had 
but little of the studied allusion — the antithetical point — the clas¬ 
sic metaphor, which chiefly characterize the wits of my day. On 
the contrary, it Was an exceeding and iKii'rr simplicity, which gave 
such unmalled charm and piquancy In his romersalion. Ami 
while 1 have not scrupled to stamp cm my page^some faint imita¬ 
tion of the peculiar dialogue of oilier eminent characters, I must 
confess myself utterly unable to cmnov the .smallest idea of his me¬ 
thod of making words irresistible, fomenting my cIToiIs, there¬ 
fore, with describing his personal appcantuie inlciesling, be- 
cause that of the r "■! striking liferan character it lias I wen my lot 
to meet — I shall omit his share in the iPmamdei of the eomersa- 
tion 1 am rehearsing, amHieg the reader to rispjdl that passage in 
Taeitus, in which the great historian pays, that in the funeral ofJu- 
nia, “ the images oTliiiitiis and Cassius outshone all the rest, bin 
the very circumstance of ihcir being the side ones excluded from 
!lie rite." 

The countenance, then, of Marie Francois Arouet (since so cc - 
lehrated under the name of Voltaire), was plain in feature, but sin - 
gularly striking in effect; its vivacity was lire aery perfectnuvd wb.at 
Steele nnee liappilj called,“physiognomical eloquence." llis eyes 
were blue, fiery rather than bright, and so restless dial they never 
dwelt in the. .same place for a moment; * his mouth was at not e. the 
worst and the most peculiar feature of his face: it betokened hu¬ 
mour, it is true; hut is also betrayed malignancy- -»nordid it eycr 
smile without sarcasm. Though Haltering to those present, Ids 
words against the absent, uttered by that Hitler and curling lip, 
mingled w ith your pleasure at their w it a liltlet'ear at their caustici¬ 
ty. I believe tin one, he lie as todd. as callous, or as faultless as 
human nature can be, could be one boor w ith that man and not feel 

The rrailei will remember that lids is a description of Voltaire as 
a aery young mail! 1 do not know any where a more impressive, almost 
a more ghastly, contrast, than that which the pirinres of \n)l.nrc, 
crown old, pres .tii (o J.argilliere’s picture of turn at the age nl iweuly- 
iinir; and lie was somewhat younger than twenty-four at the time of 
winch the Taunt now speaks. — tin. 
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apprehension Ridicule, so lavish, yet so true to the mark- so 
wanton, yet so seemingly just—SO; bright, that while it wandered 
round its target, in apparent, though terrible playfulness, it burned 
into the spot, and engraved there a brand, and ( a token indelible 
and perpetual; —this no man could Witness, when darted towards 
another, and feel safe for himself. The very caprice and levity of 
the jester seemed,more perilous, because less to be calculated upon, 
than a systematic principle of bitterness or satire. Boiingliroke. 
compared him, not nnaptlp, to a child who has possessed himself 
of Jupiter's bolts, and who makes use of those bolts in sport, w lin k 
a God would only have used in vpalh. 

Arouct’s forehead was not remarkable for height , hut i! - as 
nobly and grandly forme'd, and, contradicting that of sin j;h. 
wore a benevolent expression. Though so young, there was a,riad_ 
a wrinkle on the surface of the front, and a prtymuem c on the e\ 
b'ro*, which showed that the wit and tjye faucy of his conversation 
were, if not regulated, at least contrasted, by more thoughtful 
ind lofty characteristics of mind. At the tirnp I write, this man 
lias obtained a high throne among the powers of the lettered w-rid. 
What he may yet be, it is in vain to 1 ,guess: he may be all that is 
great and good, or — the reverse; but I cannot but believe thal his 
career is only begun. Such men ace bow moriarchs of the mind; 
they may be beuefaetors or tyrants: in either case, they are grease: 
than the kings of the physical empire, because they defy armies 
and laugh at the intrigues of state. From themselves only come 
She balance oflheir power, the laws of their government, and iho 
boundaries of their realm. 

We sat down to'supper. “Count Hamillot).," said h.ulain- 
villicrs, “arc wc nht a merry set for such old fellows? Why, < 
cepting Arouct, Milord Iiolingbrokc, aud'Count Devereux, there* 
is scarcely one of us under seventy. Where, but at Paris, would 
fou see firms vivans of our age ? I'ivcnt lajoie — la liana Irik-! - 
!’ amour!’’ 

lt Et lo vin dr. Champagne cried Chaulieu, tilling his-« 
glass; “but what is there strange in our merriment? I’liile- 
non, the comic poet, laughed at ninety-seven. May we all do_ 
he same I” 



“You forget.” cried Bolingbroke , “that Philemon died of the 
laughing.” 

' “Yes,” said Hamilton; “but, if I remember right, it was at 
seeing an ass eatcflgs. Let us vow, therefore, never to keep com¬ 
pany with asses! ” 

“Bravo, Count,” said Bonlaimilliers, “you have put the 
(rue. moral on the story. Let us swear, by the g%ost. of Philemon, 
that v ( wilt never laugh at an ass’s jokes — practical or verbal.” 

“ I’lu'ii we hut-' always he serious*, except when we arc with 
. ie‘; t.’iu r .” *n'-d t. haiilie.u. “Oh, I would sooner take my 
•'hater o! dying pre alurely at ninety-seven Ilian consent to such 
■ (.v ! 

■ ' in', nelie ." cried our host, “you arc melancholy. What 
i- the mat 1 

incortt ».-r i/fc weakness of human nature,” answered Fon- 
tcmlle, with ,.a ah' of yatruuehal philanthropy. “I tolil your cook 
llsroi limes about the asparagus; and now — taste it. I told him 
not [ put too murlfsugar, ant} be has put none. Thus it is with 
mankind — ever in extreme}!* and consequently ever in error! 
Thus i! was (hat Luther said; so felicitously and so truly, that (he 
human mind was Hkc a drunken peasant on horseback — prop it 
on one side, and it falls on the other.” 

“Ila! ha' ha!” cried Chaulieu, “le pnuvre Secretaire .ih 
F.fnititftin Sciences! Who would have thought one couk 
have < t . so mu-h morality in a plate of asparagus! Taste (his 
suhijis.' * 

‘ Play, Hamilton,” said Huet, what j*u tie mots was that 
v uu nun e v; teulay at Madame d’Epenionvillf’s, which gaiued yoi 
such applause '(*” * 

“ ill, repeat it, Count,” cried Bpulainviliiers; “’twas the 
mcst classical thing I have heard for a long time.” 

•Why,” said Hamilton, laying down his knife, and fork, and 
prcpari.ig himself by a large draught of the champagne — “why, 
Ma*dame D’Kpernonville appeared without her lour; you know, 
Lord Bofinghroke, that tour is the polite name for false hair. ‘Ah., 
STTTrc’ cried her brother, courteously, ‘ mastrnr, qua vous etes 
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laido aujourtThui — voui n'avez pas voire tour! ’ */ oild , pour- 
quoi cite n’rstpast si-belle (Cybele),' answered I.” 

“Excellent! famous!” cried Wall, except Huet, who scented 
to regard the punster with a very disrespectful cy i. Hamilton saw 
it. “You do not think, Monsieur Huel, that there is wit in these 
jeu.r dc owls — perhaps you do not admire wit at all?” 

“ 1'es, I adnilrc wit as I do the wind. When it shakes the 
trees, it is tine; when it cools the wave, it is refreshing; when it 
steals over (lowers, it is en. hunting; hut when, Monsieur Hamil¬ 
ton , it whistles through the keyhole, it is unpleasant.” 

“The very worst illustration I ever heard,” said Hamilton, 
coolly. “Keep to your classics, my dear Abbe. When Jupiter 
edited the work of Peter Hurt, he did with wit as Peter Huel diu 
with Lucan, when he edited the classics — he was afraid it might 
do mischief, and so left it out altogether." “ 

' “Let us drink!” cried Cliaulieu;' “let us drink!” and the 
conversation was turned again. ‘ 

“What is that you say of Tacitus,. Hue?” said Boulain- 
villicrs. 

“That his wisdom arose from his jnalignancy,” answeredHuct. 
“ He is a perfect peuetrator* into human vices; but knows nothing 
of human virtues. l)o you think that a good man would dwell so 
clingingly on what is evil? Believe me — no! A man cannot write 
much and well upon virtue without being virtuous, nor enter mi¬ 
nutely and profoundly into the causes of vice without being vicious 
himself.” 

“Itistruc,” said Hamilton; “and your remark, which alTocts 
to be so deep, is but a natural corollary from the hacknicd maxiin 
that from experience comes wisdom.” 

“But, for my part,” said Boulainvillicrs, “ I think Tacitus is 
not so invariably the analyser of vice as you would make hint. 
Look at the Agricola and the Germania.” 

“Ah! the Germany, above all things!” cried Hamilton, 
dropping a delicious morsel of sanglier in its way from lianil to 

* A remark similar to this the reader will probably remember in the 
Huetiana, and will, I hope, agree with me in thinking it showy and mya 
true. — Ed. 



month, in liis hurry to speak. “Of course, the historian, Bou- 
uinvilliers, advocates the Germany, from its mention of the, origin ■ 
of the feudal system — that incomparable burvilc of excellencies, 
which Le Comte, de Boulainvilliers has declared to he h chef 
<V oeuvre de I'esprit humain; aud which the same gentleman re¬ 
grets, in the most pathetic terms, no longer exists in order that the 
seigneur may feed upon des pros morceau.n an bumf demi-eru, 
may hang up half his peasants pour encouragrr las avtres , and 
ravish the daughters of the defunct pour tear dormer quelque con¬ 
solation.” 

“Seriously, tl, ugh,” said the old Abbe de Cliaulicu, with a 
twinkling eye, “ Ilia last mentioned evil* my dear Hamilton, was 
not v about a little alloy of good.” 

“Yes,” said Hamilton, “ it it was only the daughters; but 
perhaps the seigutur was not too scrupulous with regard <q h'p 
wives.” 

“Ah! shocking, shocking!”criedChaulicu,solemnly. “Adul¬ 
tery is, indeed, Sn atrocious crime. I am sure I would most 
consciously cry out with the honest preacher— ‘Adultery, my 
children, is the blackest of sins. I do declare that 1 would rather 
have ten virgins imlove ifcjth me than one married woman! ’ ” 

We all laughed at this enthusiastic burst of virtue from the 
( haste Chaulieu. And Arouot turned our conversation towards 
the ecclesiastical dissensions between Jesuits and Janscnists, that 
then agitated the kingdom. It was then that Bolingbrokc used that 
magnificent illustration, so significant of all tlfose ecclesiastical 
qua'rrols in which indulging the worst passions is termed zeal for 
the best cause;*and we prove beyond a doubt how intensely we 
love God by showing with whathlelightful animosity wc can hate 
one another! “The priests,” said Bolingbrokc, “remind me of 
the nurses of Jupiter — they make a*great clamour, in order to 
drown the voice of their God.” 

“Bravissim*!” cried Hamilton. “Is it not a pity, messieurs, 
th»t my Lord Bolingbroke was not a Frenchman? He is almost 
-'ever enough to be one.” 

_ ‘ If he would drink a little more, he would be,” cried Chau¬ 
licu , who was now setting us all a glorious example. 



ZbZ 


“What say yon, Morion?” exclaimed Bolingbroke; “must 
we not drink those gentlemen under the table of the honour of our 
country?” i 

“A challenge! a challenge! ” cried Chaulieu. “I march first 
to the field!” 

“Conquest or.death!” shouted Bolingbroke. And the rites of 
Minena w ere forsaken for those of Bacchus. 

ChAFTER IV. 

ACourt, Courtiers, and a King. 

I think it was the second day after this “ feast of reason ” tha* 
Lord Bolingbroke deemed it advisabje to retire to Lyons till his 
plans of conduct were ripened into decision. We took an affec¬ 
tionate leave of each other; But before we parti d, and after hd had 
discussed his own projects of ambition, we talked a little upon 
mine. Although I was a Catholic and a pup'll of Montrenil, although 
I had lied from England, and had nothing' to expect from the 
House of Hanover, I was by no means favourably disposed towards 
the Chevalier and his cause. I wonder if this avowal will seem odd 
to Englishmen of the next century.— To Englishmen of the present 
one, a Homan Catholic, and n ldVer of priestcraft and tyranny, 
are two words for the same thiug; as if we could not murmur at 
tithes and taxes — insecurity of property— or arbitrary legislation, 
just as soui^y as any other Christian community. No! I nevei 
loved the cause of the Stuarts —‘unfortunate, and therefore in¬ 
teresting, as the Stuarts were; by a very stupid, and yet unef- 
faceable confusion, of ideas, I confounded it Villi the cause ol 
Moulrcuil, and I hated the latter enough.to dislike the former: 1 
fancy all party principles are formed much in the same manner. 1 
frankly (old Bolingbroke n,y disinclination to the Chevalier. 

“Between ourselves be it spoken," said he, “there is bul 
little to induce a wise man, in your circumstances, to join James 
the Third. I would advise you rather to take advantage of youi 
father’s reputation at the French court, and enter into, the same 
service he did. Things wear a dark face in England for you, an*! 
a bright one everywhere else.” 
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“Iha^ealready,” saidl, “in my own mind, perceived and 
'weighed the adianlages of entering into the serjice of Louis. But 
he is old — he cenuol live long. People now pay court to parties 
not to the king. Which party, think you, is the best — that of 
Madame de Maintenon?” 

“JSay, 1 think not; she is a cold friend* and never asks 
favours of Louis for any of her family. A hold game might be 
played by attaching yourself to the Duefiessc D’ Orleans (the Duke’s 
mother). She is at daggers-drawn with Maintenon, it is true, 
and she is a violem , haughty, and coarse woman; but she has 
wit, talent, strength of mind, and will r^alousy serve any person 
of high birth, who pays her yespcct. liut s.he can do nothing for 
you till the king's death, and thep only on the chauce of her son’s 
power. But — lertiie see — you say Fleuri, the bishop of Freyig, 
is to introduce you to Madame de Maintenon?” 

“Yes; and has ayfpointed the day after to-morrow for that 
purpose.” » 

“Well, then, make close friends with him—you will not find 
it difficult; he has a delightful address, and if you get hold of his 
weak poiuts, youjnay win his Conlidence. Mark me —Fleuri 
has no faux-brillant, no getoius, indeed, of very prominent 
order; but he is one of those soft and smooth minds which, in a 
crisis like the present, when parties are contending and princes 
wrangling, always slip silently and unobtrusively iplo one of the 
best places. Keep imwilh Frejus — you cannot jJ/wrong by it — 
although you must remember that at present he is in ill odour with 
the King, and yoa need not go with him //vice to Versailles. But, 
above all, wherj you arc introduced to Louis, do not forget that 
you cannot please him belter than by appearing awe-stricken.” 

Such was Bolingbroke’s parting advice. The Bishop of Frejus 
carried me with him (on the morning we had appointed) to Ver¬ 
sailles. What a,magni!icent work of royal imagination is that 
palace! 1 know not in any epic a grander idea than terming the 
avenues which lead to it the roads “to Spain, to Holland,” #c. 
.to Londou, they would have been the roads to Chelsea and Pen- 
tottv'ille! 
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amptd'time for conversation with that personage, who has since, 
as the Cardinal dc ( Fleur!, risen to so high a pitch of power, lie 
certainly has in him very little of the great man; vor do] know any¬ 
where so striking an instance of this truth — that in that game of 
honours which is played at courts we obtain success less by our 
talents than our*tcmpers. He laughed, with a graceful turn of 
badinage, at the political peculiarities of Madame de Balzac: and 
said that it was not for tb% uppermost party to feel resentment at 
the chafiugs of the. under one. Sliding from this topic, he then 
questioned me as to the gaieties I had witnessed. I gave him a 
description of the party,at Boulaimillicrs’. He seemed much in¬ 
terested in this, and showed more sljrcwdness than I should hate 
given him credit for, in discussing the various characters of the 
lilerali of the day. After sbme general conversation on works of 
fiction, he artfully glided into treating on those of statistics and 
politics, and I then caught a sudden, buf thorough, insight into 
the depths of his policy. I saw that, while be affected to be in¬ 
different to the difficulties and puzzles of state, he lost no oppor¬ 
tunity of gaining every particle of information respecting them; 
and that he made conversation, in which he \yis skilled, a vehicle 
for acquiring that knowledge which he Had not the. force of mind to 
create from his own intellect, or to work out from the wrilhm 
labours of others. If this made, him a superficial statesman, it 
made him a,prompt one; and there was never so lucky a minister 
with sc little twwtble to himself.* •• 

As we approached the end of our destination, we talked of the 
king. On this subject lie w as jealously cauliovis. But I gleaned 
from him, despite of his sagacity, that it. w'as Itjgh lime to make 
all use of one’s acquaintance with Madame de Maintcnon that one 
could he enabled to do ; and that it was so difficult to guess the ex¬ 
act places in which power would rest after the death of the old 
king, that supincncss and silence made at present the most pro¬ 
found policy. 

At his death appeared the following punning epigram: 

“ Floruit sine fructu, 

Oefloruit sine luclu.” — Ei>. 
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As we alighted from the carriage, and I Gist set my foot within 
the palace, I could not but feel involuntarily, ^et powerfully im¬ 
pressed, with the sense of the spirit of the place. 1 was in the 
precincts of that mighty court which had gathered into one dazzling 
focus all the rays of genius which half a century had emitted; the 
court at which time had passed at once from the lSornof civilisation 
into its full noon and glory; the court of Conde and Turenne — ol 
Villars and ofTourville; — the court where, over the wit of Gram- 
m<U\t, (he profusion of Fouquct, the fatal genius of Louvois (fatal 
to humanity and to t rance), — Lore, veal Love, had not dis¬ 
dained to shed its pathos and its trnth^ and to consecrate the 
hollow pageantries of royal pomp, with the tenderness, the beauty, 
and the repentance of La Vafliere, Still over that scene hung the 
speljs of a genius,which, if arflliciol and cold, was also v ast, 
stately, and hagniliccnt —,a genius which had swelled in the tiM 
music <tf Racine — w hi*h had raised the nobler spirit and the freer 
thought of Pierre Cprneille,* — which had given edge to the po¬ 
lished weapon of Boileau — which had lavished over the bright 
page of Molicre — Molifcre, more wonderful than all — a know¬ 
ledge of the humours and the-hearls of men, which no dramatist, 
save Shakspoarc, lffis surpassed., Within those walls still glowed, 
though now waxing faint and dim, the fame of that monarch, who 
had enjoyed, at least, till his later day, the fortune of Augustus, 
unsullied by the crimes of Octavius. Nine times, since the sun of 
that monarch rose, hqd the Papal Chair received j/feyt occupant! 
— Six sovereigns had reigned over the OUogiinhordcs! — The 
fourth emperor, pnee the birth of the same era, bore sway over 
Germany! — Five Czars, from Mitjjicl Romanoff to the Great Peter, 
had held, over flieir enormous territory, the precarious tenure of 
their iron power! —Six kings had borne, the painful cincture of the 
English crown ; ** two of those kings had been fugitives to that 

— to the son of the last it was an asylum at that moment. 

Rigidly speaking, Corneille belongs to a period earlier than that of 
Louis MV,, though lie has been included in the aera formed by that 
r '(|nU. — E'l. 

'** Itcsidcs Cromwell; viz. Charles I., Charles!!., Janies II-, William 
and Mary, Anne, George !. 



266 


What-wonderful changes had passed over the face of Europe 
during that single reign! In England only, what a vast leap in the 
waste of events, f/ora the reign of the. First Charles to that of 
George the Fir.-.t! — I still lingered — I still gazed, as these 
thoughts, linked to one another in an electric chain, flashed over 
me! — I still paui;cd on the threshold of those stately halls which 
Nature herself had been conquered to rear! — Where, through 
the whole earth, could I fiqd so meet a symbol for the character 
and the name which that sovereign would leave to posterity, as ttys 
palace itself afforded? — A gorgeous monument of regal state 
raised from a desert — crowded alike with empty pageantries and 
illustrious names — a pfodigy of elaborate artifice, grand in its 
whole effect — petty in its small details; a solitary oblation to a 
splendid selfishness, and most remarkable for tjtjc revenues whi,eh 
«»td&<austed and the poverty by which it surrounded! 

Fleiiri, with his usual urbanity, an urbanity that, on a great 
scale, would have been benevolence, had h.itherlo indulged me in 
my emotions; he now laid his hand upon my arm, and recalled 
me to myself. Before I could apologize for my abstraction, the 
bishop was accosted by an old man of evident rank, but of a coun¬ 
tenance more strikingly demonstrated ot the liffle cares of a mere 
courtier than any 1 ever beheld, — “What news, Monsieur le 
Marquis?” said Fleuri, smiling. 

“Oh! the greatest imaginable! the king talks of receiving the 
Itanish ministtc on Thursday, which, you know, is his day of 
domestic business! v What ran this portend? Besides," and here 
the speaker’s voice lowered into a whisper, “I am told by the Buc 
dc la Kochefoucault that the kinjj intends, out of'ali ordinary rule 
and practice, to take physic to-morrow — ( can't believe it — no, 
I positively can’t; — but don’t let this go farther 1 ” 

“Heaven forbid!” answered Fleuri, bowing, and the cour¬ 
tier passed on to whisper bis intelligence to others. “ Who’s that 
gentleman?” tasked. 

“ The Marquis deBangcau,” answered Fleuri; “a nobleman 
of great quality, who keeps a diary of all the king says and does. 
It will perhaps be a posthumous publication, and will show tV 
world of what importance nothings can be made. I dare say. 



Count, you have already, in England, seen enough of a court to 
know that there arc some people who are qs human echoes, and 
hate no existence except in the noise occasioned by another.” 

1 took care 'that ray answer should not be a witticism, lest 
Fleuri should think I was attempting to rival him; and so we 
passed on in an excellent humour with each other. 

We mounted the grand staircase, and cam? to an anti-cham¬ 
ber, which, though costly and rich, was not remarkably conspi¬ 
cuous for splendour, Here the bislnfp requested me to wait for a 
moment. Accordii jly, I amused myself with looking over some 
engravings of different saints. Meanwhile my companion passed 
through another door, and I was alone. 

Alter an absence of ucarly ten minutes, he returned. “Ma¬ 
dame de Maintenon,” said he„in a whisper, “is hut poorly to¬ 
day. However, Hie has eagerly consented to see you — f o l ly w [ 
me!” 

So saying, the ccJlesiastical courtier passed on, with myself 
at his heels. We^ame to the door of a second chamber, at which 
Fleuri scraped gently. Wc were admitted, and found therein 
three ladies, one of whom was reading, a second laughing, and 
a third yawning, *nd enuredinto^anothcr chamber, where, alone, 
and -seated by the window, In a large chair, with one foot on a 
stool, in an attitude that rather reminded me of my mother, and 
which seems to me a favourite position with all devotees, we found 
an old woman without rouge, plainly dressed, wiUi spectacles on 
her nose, and a lm%e book on a little table hgidre her. With a 
-most profound salutation, FrCjus approach*^!, and taking me by 
the hand, said:' 

“Will Madame suffer me t*> present to her the Count De- 
vereux?” 

Madame dc Maintenon, with an air of great meekness and hu¬ 
mility, bowed a return to the salutation. “The son of Madame 
la MarCchalc delievereux will allways be most welcome tome!” 
Then, turning towards us, she pointed to two stools, and, while 
we were seating ourselves, said — 

“ And how did you leave my excellent friend? ” 

“When, Madame, I last saw my mother, which is now nearly 
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a year ago, she was in health, and consoling herself for the ad¬ 
vance of years by that tendency to wean the thoughts from this 
world which (in her own language) is the divinest comfort of old 
age!” 

“Admirable woman!” said Madame deMaintenon, casting 
down her eyes; “^such arc, indeed, the sentiments in which I 
recognise the Mardchale. And how does her beauty wear? Those 
golden locks, and blue eye|, and that snowy skin, are not yet, 

1 suppose, wholly changed for an adequate compensation of the 
beauties within! ” 

“Time, Madame, has been gentle with her; and I have often 
thought, though never, perhaps, more strongly than at this mo¬ 
ment, that there is in those divine studies, which bring calm and 
light to the mind, something wiiioh preserves apd embalms, as it 
W*X£.-, the beauty of the body.” 

A faint blush passed over the face of thf devotee. No, do — 
not even at eighty years of age is a compliment to a woman's 
beadty misplaced! There was a slight pause. I thought that 
respect forbade me to break it. 

“His majesty,” said Frdjus, in the tone of one who is sen¬ 
sible that he encroaches a little^ and does it with consequent re- 

yerencc —“hismajesty, Ihope, iswell." 

“ God be thanked, yes, as well as we ean expect. It is now 
nearly the hour in which his majesty awaits your personal in¬ 
quiries.” * 

Fleuri bowcdV.he answered — 

“The king, they, will receive us to-day? My young compa¬ 
nion is very desirous to see the greatest monarch, and conse¬ 
quently the greatest, man, oftlicligc.” *■ 

“The desire is natural,” said Madame dc Maintenou; and 
then, turning to me, she asked if 1 had yet seen king James III.? 

I took care, in my answer, to express that even if 1 had re¬ 
solved to make that stay in Paris which allowed iftc to pay inv re¬ 
spects to him at all, 1 should have deemed Ipat both duty andtn- 
clination led me, in the first instance, to offer my homage to one 
who was both the benefactor of my father, and the monarch whs** 1 
realms afforded me protection. 
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“You have not, then,” said'Madame de Maintenon, “de¬ 
cided on the length of your stay in France?” 

“ No,” saidl — and my answer was regulated by my desire to 
see how far I might rely on the services of one who expressed Mr- 
self so warm a friend of that excellent woman, Madame la Marc- 
ehale — “No, Madame. France is the country of my birth, if 
England is that of my parentage; and could I hope for some por¬ 
tion of that royal favour which my father enjoyed, I would rather 
claim it as the home of my hopes than the refuge of my exile. 
But” — and I stopped short purposely. 

The old lady looked at me very earnestly through her spectacles 
for one moment, a> 1 then, hemming Wvirc with a little embar¬ 
rassment, again remarked*to Frtfjus, that the lime for seeing the 
lung was nearly arrived. Frdjnss whose policy at that period was 
very like that of me concealed queen, and who was, he$j(jfts> 
far from desirous of introducing any new claimants on Madame de. 
Maintenon’s official favour, though he might not object to intro¬ 
duce them to her pfivate friendship, was not slow- in lakiug the hint, 
lie rose, and I was forced to follow his example. 

Madame de Maintenon thought she might safely indulge in a 

liule cordiality wifen I %is just on the poiut of leaving her, and 
accordingly blest me, and gave me her hand, which 1 kissed very 
devoutly. An extremely pretty hand it was, too, notwithstanding 
the good queen’s age. We then retired, and, repassing the 
three ladies, who were now all yawning, repair^! to the king’s 
apart meats. 

fr Wliat think you of Madame?” saidFrdj/s. 

“What can\ think of her,” said I, captiously, “but that 
greatness scents iu her to take ?ts noblest form — that of sim¬ 
plicity?” 

“True,” rejoined Frejus, “never was there so meek a mint 
joined to so lowly a carriage! Do you remark auy trace of forrnci 
Aeuuty?” 

•“Yes, indeed, there is much that is soft in her countenance 
and mueh that is still regular in her features; but what struck nr 
most was the pensive and even sad tranquillity that rests upon he 
■ face when she is silent.” 
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“The expression betrays the mind,” answered Fleuri; “arid 
the curse of the greats ennui.” 

“Of the great 'in stationsaid I, “but not necessarily of the 
gr£al in mind. 1 have beard th^the Bishop of'Vrtfjus, notwith¬ 
standing his rank and celebrity, employs every hour to the advan¬ 
tage of others, ari>d consequently without tedium to himself.” 

“Aha!” said Fleuri, smiling gently, and patting my check; 
“see, now, if the air of pplaces is not absolutely prolific of pretty 
speeches.” And, before 1 could answer, we were in the apart¬ 
ments of the king. 

Leaving me awhile to cool my heels in a gallery, filled with the 
butterflies who bask in the royal sunshine, Frejus then disap¬ 
peared among the crowd ; he was scarcely gone when 1 was agree¬ 
ably surprised by seeing Count Hamilton approach towards me. 

Ulort (.liable,!” said lie, shaking mf by the hand, aI’/ltiglaise; 
“I am really delighted to see any one here,who does not insult my 
sins with his superior excellence. Eh, now, look round this 
apartment for a moment! Whether would you believe yourself at 
the court of a great king, or the Icvde of a Roman cardinal? Whom 
sec you chiefly? Gallant soldiers. With wbrn brows and glittering 
yveeds; wise statesmen, with ruin tq Austria adU deliance to Rome 
in every wrinkle; gay nobles in costly robes, and with the bearing 
that so nicely teaches mirth to be dignified and dignity to lie 
merry? No! cassock and hat, rosary and gown, decking sly, 
demure, hypocritical faces, flit, and stalk, and sadden round 
us. It seems f&Vne,” continued the willy Count, in a lower 
whisper, “as if Unfold king, having fairly buyied bis glory at 
Kamilics and Blenheim, had summoned all these good gentry to 
sing psalms over it! But arc you waiting for a private audience?” 

“Yes, under the auspices of the Bishop of Frejus.” 

“You might have chosen a better guide — the king has been 
too much teased about him,” rejoined Hamilton; “and now, that 
wc arc talking of him, I will show you a singular Instance of whale 
good manners can do at court, in preference to good abilities. 
You observe yon quiet, rtodest-looking man, with a‘sensible 
countenance, and a clerical garb; you observe how he edges away 
when any one approaches to accost him; and how, from his ex- 



tremo dis-esteem of himself, he seems to inspire every one 
.with the same sentiment. Well, that man is a namesake of 
Fleuri’s, the prior of Argenlewil; he lias conpt here, I suppose, 
for some particihar and temporary purpose, since, in reality, he 
lias left the court. Well, that worthy priest — do remark his 
bow; did you ever sec any thing so awkward?.— is one of the 
most learned diiines that the church can boas^of; he is as im¬ 
measurably superior to the smooth-faced Bishop of Frejus as 
Louis the Fourteenth is to my old frielid Charles the Second, lie 
has had equal opportunities with the said bishop; been preceptor 
to the princes of Conti, and the Count de Verniandois; and yet, 
I will wager that he lives and dies a tutqp — a book-worm — and 
a prior; while t’other Flcttri, without a particle of merit, but of 
the most superficial order, goifrns already kings through their 
mistresses, kingdoms through the'kings, and may, for aught I 
know, expand into a priffie minister, and ripen into a cardTRal,' 

“Nay,” saidl, sending, “ there is little chance of so exalted 
a lot for the worth} bishop,” 

“Pardon me,” interrupted Hamilton, .“I am an old courtier, 
and look steadily on the game. 1 no longer play. Suppleness, 
united with art,#may any thing in a court like this; and the 
smooth and unelevated craft of a Fleuri may win even to the sante 
height as the deep wiles of the glittering Mazarin, or the superb 
genius of the imperious Ilichclieu,” 

“Hist!” saidl, “ the bishop has re-appeared. Who is that 
old priest, with a fine countenance, and an ajktfirss that will, at 
Last “please you better than that of the pri«/of /.irgenteuil , who 
lias just stopped our episcopal courtier?” 

“ What! do you not know‘s It is the most celebrated preacher 
of Ihc day —the grcatMassillon. It is said that that handsome per¬ 
son goes a groat way towards winning converts among the dames 
de la cour; it is certain, at least, that when Massillon lirsl entered 
-the profession* he was to the, soul something like the spear of 
Achilles to the body; and though very efficacious in healing the 
wounds of conscience, was equally ready, in the iirst instance, 
to-lnflict them.” 

“Ah,” said I, “see the malice of wit; and see, above all. 
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how much more ready one is to mention a man’s frailties than to 
enlarge upon his virtues.” 

“To be sure,” .answered Hamilton, coolly, and patting his 
snuff-box — “to be sure, wc old people like history better than 
fiction; and frailty is certain, while virtue is always doubtful.” 

“Don't judge-yf all people,” said I, “by your experience 
among the courtiers of Charles the Second.” 

“Right,” said Hamilton^. “Providence never assembled so 
many rascals together before, without hanging them. And he 
would, iudeed, be a bad judge of human nature who estimated 
the characters of men in general by the heroes of Newgate and the 
victims of Tyburn. But y»ur bishop aproaches. Adieu!” 

“’What!" said Fleuri, joining me and saluting Hamilton, 
who had just turned to depart, •i'whal, Coim,' Antoine! Docs 
npvthing but whim bring you here to-daj?” 

“No,” answered Hamilton; “I am on|.y here for tbe same 
purpose as the poor go to the temples of Caitaip — to inhale the 
steam of those good things which I see the priests devour." 

“Ha! ha! ha!” laughed the good-natured bishop, not in 
the least disconcerted; and Count Hamiltoncongratulating him¬ 
self on bis bon mot , turned away. t 

“1 have spoken to bis Most Christian Majesty, said the bi¬ 
shop: “he is willing, as he before ordained, to admit you to his 
presence. The Due de Maine is with the king, as also some other 
members of thesfpyal family; but you will consider this a private 
audience.” 

" I expressed my gXlitude — wc moved on — (lie doors of an 
apartment w ere throws open — and I saw myself in the presence 
of Louis XIV. . * 

The room was partially darkened. In the centre of it, on a 
large sofa, reclined the king'; he was dressed (though this, if I 
may so speak, I rather remembered than noted ) in a coat of black 
velvet, slightly embroidered; his vest was of while satin; he wore 
no jewels nor orders, for it was only on grand or gala days that he 
displayed personal pomp. At some little distance from him stool 
three members of the royal family — them I never regarded — *11 
my attention was bent upon the king. My temperament is not 
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tliiil ou which greatness, or indeed any external circumstances, 
make much impression, but, as following, at a little distance, 
the Bishop of t'rejus, 1 approached the royal person, 1 must con¬ 
fess that Bolingbf okc had scarcely need to have cautioned me not 
to appear too self-possessed. Perhaps, had X seen that great 
monarch in his beaux jours —• in the plenitude his power — his 
glory — the dazzling and meridian splendour of his person — his 
court — and his renown, pride might have made me more on my 
guard against too deep, or at least, too apparent, an impression; 
but the many reverses of that magnificent sovereign — reverses in 
which he. had shown himself more great than in all his .previous 
triumphs and earlier successes; his age*— his infirmities — the 
very clouds round the setting sun — the very howls of joy at the 
expiring lion — al^werc calculated,_ in my mind, to deepen re¬ 
spect into reverence, and tincture rcterencc ilself with awe. is*”-- 
before me not only the majesty of Louis-lc-Grand, hut that of 
misfortune, of weakness, of infirmity, and of age; and 1 forgot 
at once, in that rehcctioD, what otherwise would have blunted 
my sentiments of deference, viz. the crimes of his ministers, and 
the exactions of his reign! Endeavouring ot collect my mind from 
an embarrassmenl»which»surpriscd myself, I lifted my eyes to¬ 
wards the king, and saw a countenance where the trace of the 
superb beauty, for which his manhood had been celebrated, still 
lingered, brokeu, not destroyed, and borrowing a dignity even 
more imposing from the marks of encroaching years, and from 
the evident exhaustion of suffering and disease.^ 

f’icuri'said, in a'low tone, something \?/ch my ear did not 
catch. There was a pause — only a monienrs pause; and then, 
in a voice, theffnusic of which I tad hitherto deemed exaggerated, 
the king spoke; and in that voice there was something so kind and 
encouraging, that 1 felt re-assured at once. Perhaps its tone was 
jot the less conciliating lronr the’ evident effect which the royal 
presence hud produced upon me. 

‘You have given us, CountDevercux,” said the king, “a 
pleasure which we arc glad, in person, to acknowledge to you. 
Audit has seemed to us fitting that the country in which your brave 
falhet acquired his fame should also be the asylum of his son.” 

Deoceux. 18 



“Sire,” answered I, “Sire, it shall not be my fault if that 
country is not henceforth lay own; and, in inheriting my father's 
name, I inherit als<,\ his gratitude and his ambition. ” 

“It is well said, Sir,” said the king; and I once more raised 
my eyes, and perceived that his were bent upon me. “ It is well 
said,” he repealed, after a short pause; “and in granting to you 
this audience, we were not unwilling to hope that you were desirous 
to attach yourself to our court. The times do not require” (here 
I thought the old king’s voice was not quite so Arm as before) “the 
manifestation of your zeal in the same career as that in which your 
father gained laurels to France and to himself. But we will not 
neglect to find employment for your abilities, if not for your 

s " ord -” ’ • '."A 

“That sword which was givev to me, Sire,” said I, “by 
your M ajesty, shall be ever drawn (against all nations but one) at 
your command; and, in being your Majesty's petitioner for future 
favours, I only seek some channel through which to evince my 
gratitude for the past.” 

“We do not doubt,” said Louis, “that whatever ingrats we 
may make by testifying our good pleasure oh your bebalf, you will 
not be among tbc number.” The king here made a slight, but 
courteous, inclination, and turned round. The observant Bishop 
of Frejus, who had retired to a little distance, arid who knew that 
the king never liked talkingtaore than he could help it, gave me a 
signal. I obeyed, and backed, with all due deference, out of 
the royal presence*. 

So closed my interview with Louis XIV. Although his Majesty 
did not indulge in pror.xity, I spoke of him fora long time after¬ 
wards as the most eloquent of rtren. Believe me, there is no 
orator like a king; one word from a royal mouth stirs the heart 
more than Demosthenes coulu have done. There was a deep moral 
in that custom of the ancients, by width the Goddess of Persuasion 
was always represented with a diadem on her head. 
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CHAPTER VII. »■ 

Rcfl<**■(!ons — A Sr.Vreo— The appearance of One imporlanl in thellislorv 
— A (lonversalion wilh Madame <lc Balzac, highly satisfactory and 

el. run; — A Itenennlrc with a curious old Soldier — The Extinction 

ol' a once great Luminary. ^ 

I ii vn now been several weeks at Paris; I had neither eagerly 
sought, nor sedulously avoided, its gaieties. It flenot that one 
violent sorrow leaves us without power of enjoyment — it only 
lessens the power, and deadens the enjoyment; it does not take 
away from us the objects of life — it oiWy forestalls the more in¬ 
different calmness of age. .The blood no longer flows in an irre¬ 
gular, hut delicious, course of #ivid and wild emotion; the step 
no longer spurns tile earth; nor does the ambition wander, jjjg,a-, 
liable, yet undefined, ove? the million paths of existence; but we 
lose not our old capacities — they arc quieted, not extinct. The 
heart can never uttfrly and long he dormant; trifles may not charm 
it any more, nor levities delight; but it has an eye that is not 
closed, and a pulse that has not yet ceased to beat. We survey 
the scene that meres around, with a gaze no longer distracted by 
every hope that flutters by; and it is therefore that we find our¬ 
selves more calculated than before for the graver occupations of 
our race. The overflowing temperament is checked to its proper 
level, the ambition bounded to its prudent and lawful goal. The 
earth is no longer so &reen, nor the heaven So h'sste, nor the fancy 
i!.,if sih'->'within us so rich iu its creations; bit we look more nar¬ 
rowly on the living crowd, and more rationally on the aims of men. 
The misfortune which has changed us, has only adapted us the 
better to a climate in which misfortune is a portion of the air. The 
grief, that has thralled our spirit to atnore narrow and dark cell, 
has also been a chain that lias linked us to mankind with a strength 
.if which we drmunt not in the day of a wilder freedom and more 
twriant aspirings. In later life, a new spirit, partaking of that 
Well was our earliest, returns to us. The solitude which de- 
1‘r-i'd us in youth, but which, when the thoughts that make so- 
* l‘ lLa a fairy hind are darkened by affliction, becomes a fearful 

18 * 
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and sombre void, resumes its old spell, as the more morbid and 
urgent memory of that affliction crumbles away by time. Content 
is a hermit; but so also is apathy. Youth loves the solitary couch, 
which it surrounds with dreams. Age, orJKxpcrichce (which is the 
mind’s age) loves the same couch for the rest which it affords; but 
the wide interval between is that of exertion, of labour, and of la¬ 
bour amongnicn. The woe which makes our hearts less social, often 
inakesour/m/itVi more so. The thoughts, which in calm would have 
shunned the world, are driven upon it by the tempest, even as 
the birds which forsake the habitable land can, so long as the wind 
sleeps, and the thunder rests within its cloud, become the con¬ 
stant and soiilary broodets over the waste sea; but the moment 
the storm awakes, and the blast pursaes them, they fly, by an 
overpowering instinct, to some wandering bark^ some vestige of 
human and social life: and exchange, even for danger from the 
hands of men, tiie desert of an angry ileaven, and the solitude of 
a storm. 

I heard no more, either of Madame de Mairfienon or the king. 
Meanwhile, my flight and friendship with Lord IJoliugbroke had 
given me a consequence in the eyes of the exiled prince, which I 
should not otherwise have enjoyed; and.! wasvhonourcd by very 
flattering overtures to enter actively into his service. I have before 
said that I felt no enthusiasm in his cause, and I was far from 
feeling it for his person. My ambition ralhcr directed its hopes 
towards a career in the service of France. France was the country 
of my birth, aml hx'country of my father’s fame. There no wither¬ 
ing remembrances awaited me — no private regrets wcrcassocialelt 
with its scenes — an* no public penalties with its political insti¬ 
tutions. And, although 1 had not*yct received any token of Louis's 
remembrance, in the ordinary routine of court favours, expecta¬ 
tion as yet would have bccif premature; besides, his royal fide¬ 
lity to his word was proverbial; and, sooner or later, I indulged 
the hope to profit by the sort of promise he had insinuated to me - 
I declined therefore, witli all due respect, the offers of the Chev* - 
lier, and continued to live the life of idleness and expectation, u* 1 '* 
Lord Bolingbrokc returned to Paris, and accepted the oflic 
secretary of state in the service of the Chevalier. As he haf lU ' , ~ 
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liely declared his reasons, in this step, I do not mean to favour 
jhe world with his prhalc conversations on the same subject. 

A day or two after his return, I went wffh Win to a party given 
by a member of^lie royal family. The first person by whom we 
were accosted — and l rejoiced at it, for we could not have been 
accosted by a more amusing one — was Count Anthony Hamilton. 

“Ah! my LordBoliugbrohe,” said he, sauntering up to us; 
“how arc you? - delighted to see you again. Do look at .Madame 
la Duchesse d’Orleans! Saw you ever such a creature? Whither 
are you moving, my Lord? Ah! see him, Count, sec him, gli¬ 
ding off to that pretty duehesse, of course — well, lie has a beauti¬ 
ful bow, it must lie < >ned — why, you me not going loo? -- what 
would the world say if Count Anthony Hamilton vveie seen left to 
himself? No, . 110 ^ come and sikdown by Madame de Cornuel — 
she longs to be inlioduced to you, and is one of the wittiest wjjjy'"-, 
in Europe.” 

“ f'olonil its! provided she employs her wit ill-naturedly, and 
uses it in ridiculing other people, not praising herself." 

“Oh! nobody can be more saliiical; indeed, vvlial difference 
is theie between wit and satire? Come, Count!" 

Ami Hamilton ♦ntrod'M’ed me forthw lib to Madame de Cormicl. 
She leeeived me very politely; and, turning to two or tlnce people 
who fmmed the circle round her, said, with the gieatcsl compo¬ 
sure , “Messieurs, oblige me by seeking some other object ol at- 
tiaelion; Iwisli to have a private conference with ie.y new tiiend.” 
“I may stay,” said Hamilton. 

“Ah' ceiiainly; you are never in the waj/ 

“lo that ics’pect, Madame ," said Hamilton, taking snuff, 
and bowing vety low — “in that respect I must strongly remind 
you oi your ext client husband.” 

“lie!" cried Madame de Cornuel * then, turning to me, she 
said, “Ail! Monsieur, if you could have come, to Pat is sonic 
.years ago you wfluld have been enchanted with us — we are sadly 
changed. Imagine the fine old king, thinking it wicked, not to 
hear plays, but to hear /dni/ers art them, and so making the royal 
family a company ot comedians. Men Dion! how villainously they 
• petlorm! but do you know why I wished to be introduced to you?” 
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“Yes! in order lo have a new listener; old listeners must he 
. almost as tedious as old news.” 

“ Ycrj shirwdlr said, and not far from tile truth. The fact is 
that I wanted to talk about all these line people [Iresent, to some 
one foi whose earinj anecdotes would hate the charm of nmeltj. 
let us begin with Louis Arniaud, Prince of Conti — you see 
him ? ” 

“What, that slim t-sighled, stout, and rather handsome man, 
with a cast of countenance'somewhat like the pictures oi llcnri 
(Jualrc, who is laughing so merrily ?” 

“0 CM! how dioll! No, that handsome man is no less a 
person than the Due U’O/th'ans. You sec a little ugly thing, tike, 
au anatomized ape — there, see — he has just thrown down a 
chair, and, in stooping to pick il up, has almost, tallcn o\cr the 
Unte.h Ambassadress — that is Louis Armanif, Prince of Conti. 
l)o you know what the Due D’Orleans'said lo him the other day? 
‘ Mon ion ami ,’ he said, pointing lo the prince’s limbs, — (did 
you eter see such limbs out of a menagerie, by’the by?) — 1 Mon 
bon ami, it is a fine thing lor you that the Psalmist lias assured us 
‘that the Lord deliglileth not in any man’s legs.’ Niay, don’t 
laugh, it's quite true! ” 0 r> 

It was now for Count Hamilton lo take up the hall of satire; he 
was not a whit more merciful than the kind Madame de Cornuel. 
“The Piinre,” said he, “has so exquisite an awkwardness, that, 
whenever the kyug hears a noise, and inquires the cause, the in¬ 
variable answcr'icjhat — ‘the Prince of Conti lias just tumbled 
down!’ Hut, tel! ms*, what do you think of Madame d’Aumitnt? 
She is in the KnglislMiead-drcss, and looks Irhte a la mart." 

“ She is rather pretty, to my’caste.” 

“Yes,” cried Madame de Cornuel, interrupting the gentle An¬ 
toine — (it did one's heart good to see ho'w strenuously each of 
them tried to talk more scandal than the other) — “yes, she is 
thought very pretty; but I think her very like a- fricandrav — 
white, soft, and insipid. She is always in tears,” (added<the 
good-natured Cornuel) “after her prayers, both at morning and 
evening. I asked why; and she answered, pretty simpleton, that 
she was always forced to pray to be made good, and she feared 
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Heaven would lake her at her word! However, she has many 
.worshippers; and they call her the evening star.” 

“They should rather call her the Hyades 1 !” said Hamilton, 
“ if it he true that she. sheds tears every morning and night, and 
her rising and selling are thus always attended hy rain.”' 

“Hravo, Count Antoine! she shall be so failed in future,” 
said Madame dc Cornucl. “But now, Mousicur Dcvcrcux, turn 
your eyes to that hideous old woman.”, 

“What! thcDueliesse d'Otleans?” 

“The same. She is in full dress to-night; hut in the day¬ 
time you generally see her in a riding-habit and a man’s wig; she 

is —” 

“Hist!” interrupted Hamilton; “ do you not tremble to think 
what she would d* if she overheard you? she is such a terrible 
creature at lighting! You have no conception, Count, wiTTf an' 
arm she has. She knows her ugliness, and laughs at it, as all 
the rest of the wor'd does. The king look her hand otic day, and 
said, smiling, ‘What could .Nature have meant when she gave 
this hand to a German princess instead of a Dutch peasant?’ 
‘Sire,’ said the IJuchessc, very gravely, ‘Nature gave this hand 
to a .German princess lor the purpose of boxing the cars of her 
dames datum'!”’ 

“Ha! ha! ha!” said Madame do Cornucl, laughing; “one 
is uev or at a loss for jokes upon a woman who eats saladi • an Inn/, 
and declares that, whenever she is unhappy, her only consolation 
is ham and sausages! Her son treats her wilh/he greatest respect, 
and consults hef in all his amours, for whfch she professes the 
greatest horros, and which shearclails to her correspondents all 
over the world, in letters as long as her pedigree. But you are 
looking at her son ; is he not of a good»mien?” 

“Yes, pretty well; but docs not exhibit to advantage hy the 
side of Lord Jtalingbroke, with whom he is now talking. Pray, 
wi*> is the third personage that has just joined them?” 

“ Oh-tlie wretch! it is the Abbe Dubois; a living proof of the 
folly of the French proverb which says that Mercuries should not 
be made du hois. Never was there a Mercury equal to the Abbe — 
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but, do look at that old roan to the left — he is one of the most 
", remarkable persons of the age.” 

“What! he with the small features, and comely countenance, 
considering his years ? ” '' 

“The .same,” said Hamilton; it is the notorious Choisi. You 
know that he is the modern Tiresias, and has been a woman as 
. well as man.” 

“How do you mean?” 

“Ah, you may well ask!*' cried Madame De Cornucl. “Why, 
he lived for many years in the disguise of a woman, and had all 
sorts of curious adventures.” 

"Mart Diablo!” cried«3Iamilton; “it was entering your ranks, 
Madame, as a spy. I hear he makes but a sorry report of what he 
saw there.” t ( 

_ “{ionic. Count Antoine,” cried the lively He Cornucl, “we 
must not turn our weapons against each other; and when you 
attack a woman's sex, you attack her individually. But what 
makes you look so intently, Count Devereux, at that ugly priest?” 

The person thus flatteringly designated was Montreuil; he had 
just caught my eye, among a group of men who were conversing 
eagerly. 

“Hush, Madame!” saidl, “spare me for a moment; ” and 
' I rose, and mingled with the Abbe’s companions. “So, you 
have only arrived to-day,” I heard one of them say to him. 

“No, I couU not despatch my business before.” 

“And how anhijatters in England?” 

“Ripe! — if IheVife of his majesty (ofFrance) be spared a 
year longer, we will send the Elector of Hanover back to his prin¬ 
cipality.” “ ’ 

“Hist!” said the companion, and looked towards me. Mon¬ 
treuil ceased abruptly — our'eyes met — his fell. I affected to look 
among Jbe group as if I had expected to lindtheresomeoue 1 knew, 
and then, turning away, I seated myself alone and'apart. There, 
unobserved, I kept my looks on Montreuil. I remarked lluft, 
from time to time, his keen dark eye glanced toward me, with a 
look rather expressive of vigilance than any thing else. Soon after¬ 
wards his little knot dispersed; I saw him converse for a few mo- 
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menu Midi Dubois, who received him, I thought, distantly; and 
then he was engaged in a long conference with the Bishop off'rdjus, 
whom till then X had not perceived among thecrowd. 

As 1 was lettering on the staircase, where I saw Monlrcuil de¬ 
part with the bishop, in the carriage of the latter, Hamilton, ac¬ 
costing me, insisted on my accompanying him to Chaulien’s, 
where a late supper awaited the sons of wine and wit. However, 
to the good count’s great astonishment, 1 preferred solitude and 
reflection, for that night, to any tlnfigelse. 

Monlreuil’s visit to the French capital boded mo no good, lie 
possessed great influence with Fleuri, and was in high esteem 
with Madame dc Kaintcnon, and, in.*'(fee l, very shortly after his 
return to Paris, the liishop of Frdjus looked upon me with a most 
cool sort of bcniguancy; amj Madame dc Mainlrnou told her 
friend, the Ducifessc de St. Simon, that it was a great pity a young 
nobleman, of my birth JTid prepossessing appearance -fay! my 
prepossessing appcXrance would never have occurred to the de¬ 
votee, if I had liol seemed so sensible of her own) — should not 
only be addicted to the wildest dissipation, but, worse still, to 
Janscnisliral tenets. Alter ibis, there was no hope for me, save 
in the king's 'jord, yvliich bis increasing infirmities, naturally 
engrossing bis attention, ’prevented my hoping too sanguincly, 
would dwell very acutely on his remembrance. 1 believe, how¬ 
ever, so religiously scrupulous was Louis upon a point of honour, 
that, had lie lived, I should have had nothing to complain of. 
As it was— hut I Anticipate! — Montrcuil disappeared from Paris, 
almost as suddenly as he had appeared thort. And, as drowning 
men eateh at if straw, so, finding my aflai.s in a very low ebb, I 
thought 1 wsuld take advice, »veu from Madame de Balzac. 


I accordingly repared to her hotel. She was at home, and, 
fortunately, alone. * 

“Youare welcome, monfih," said she: “suffer me to give 
you that tilla — you are welcome — it is some days since 1 saw 
jou.” 

‘I have numbered them I assure you, Madame,” said I, 
“and they have crept with a dull pace; but you know that busi¬ 
ness has claims as well as pleasure! ” 



“True!” said Madame de Balzac, pompously; “I myself 
find the weight of politics a little insupportable, though so used to 
it; to your young beam I can readily imagine how .irksome it must 
be!” 

“Would, Madame, that I could obtain your experience by 
contagion; as it is y l fear that I have profited little by my visit to his 
Majesty. Madame de Mainlcnon will not sec me, and the Bishop 
of I'rcjus (excellent man l) lias bccu seized with a sudden paralysis 
of memory, whenever 1 present myself in his way.” 

“That party will never do — I thought not,” said Madame 
de Balzac, who was a wonderful imitator of the fly on the wheel; 
l ‘7/iy celebrity, and the Knowledge that / loved you for your fa¬ 
ther’s sake, were, I fear, sufficient to'destroy your interest with 
the Jesuits and their tools. Well ( well, we iniy-l repair the mis- 
chiefwe have occasioned you. What pl^ce would suit you best?” 

“Why, any thing diplomatic. I woulr^ rather travel, at my 
age, than remain in luxury and indolence even a], Paris! ” 

“Ah, nothing like diplomacy!” said Madame dc Balzac, 
with the air of a Richelieu, and emptying her snuff-box at a pinch; 
“buthave you, my son, the requisite qualities for that science, 
as well as the tastes? Are you capable ofintrigt/e? Can you say 
one thing and mean another? Arc you aware of the immense con¬ 
sequence of a look or a bow? Can you live like a spider, in the 
centre of an inexplicable net— inexplicable as well as dangerous— 
to all hut the. weaver? That, my son, is the art of politics — 
that is to be a diplomatist! ” 

“Perhaps, to Otis'less penetrating than Madapie de Balzac,” 
answered I, “I might, upon trial, not appear utterly ignorant of 
the noble art of slate duplicity which she has so eloquently de¬ 
picted.” 

“Possibly!” said the godd lady; “it must indeed be a pro¬ 
found dissimulator to deceive me." 

“But what would you advise me to do in the present crisis? 
What party to adopt — what individual to flatter?" 

Nothing, I already discovered, and have already observed, 
did the inestimable Madame dc Balzac dislike more than a down¬ 
right question — she never answered it. 
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“Why, really," said she, preparing herself for along speech, 
“I am quite glad you consult me, and I will give you the. host 
advice in my power, Ecoute a done — you have seen the Due do 
Maine?” 

“Certainly!” 

“Hum! ha! it would be wise to follow'hinj; hut — you take 
me — you understand. — Then, you know, my son, there is 
the Due d’Orleans — fond of pleasure — full of talent. — hut you 
know — there is a little — what do yi?u call it — you understand. 
As for the Due de Bourbon — ’t is quite a simpleton — neverthe¬ 
less we must consider — nothing like consideration — believe, me, no 
diplomatist ever In dies. As for Madame de Mainlenon — you 
know, and 1 know too, that de Dueliesse d'Orleans calls her an 
old hag — hut. then — a word to the wise — Kh! — what shall we 
say to Madame llitf Durhcsse herself? — wind a fat woman *he is 
— but excessively clever — such a letter writer! Well — you 
see, my dear young friend, that it is a very difficult matter to 
decide upon — bfit you must already he fully aware what plan I 
should advise.” • 

“Already, Madame!” 

“To he. sure !»What have I been saying to you all this lime? — 
did you not hear me? — Shall I repeat my advice?” 

“Oh, no! 1 perfectly comprehend you now; you would ad¬ 
vise me — in short — to — to — do — as well as I can.” 

“ You have said it, my son. X thought you would understand 
me, on a little reflection.” 

•“To be sure — to he sure,” said I. 

And three ladies being announced, my conference with Ma¬ 
dame de Balza* ended. 

1 now resolved to wait a little till ihc tides of power seemed 
somewhat more settled, and 1 could Ascertain in what quarter to 
point my hark of enterprise. 1 gave myself rather more, eagerly to 
society, in proportion as my political schemes were suffered to 
remain torpid. My mind could not remain quiet, without prey¬ 
ing on itself; and no evil appeared to me so great as tranquillity. 
Thus the spring and earlier summer passed on, till, in August, 
the riots preceding the Rebellion broke out in Scotland. At this 



time I $aw but little of Lord Bolingbroke in private; .hough, with 
his characteristic affectation, he took care that the load of business, 
with which he was/eally oppressed, should not prevent his enjoy¬ 
ment of all gaieties in public. And my indiffererteo to the cause of 
the Chevalier, in which he was so warmly engaged, threw a natural 
restraint upon our conversation, and produced an imoluulary 
coldness in our Intercourse — so impossible is it lor men to he 
private friends who differ on a public matter. 

One evening I was engaged to meet a large party, at a country 
house about forty miles from Paris. I went, and stayed some 
days. My horses had accompanied me; and, when I left the 
chateau, I resolved to intake the journey to Paris on horseback. 
Accordingly, I ordered my carriage tq follow me, and, attended 
by a single groom, commenced ipy expedition. It was a beautiful 
still morning — the lirst day of the first mouth fcf autumn, i had 
proceeded about ten miles, when I feffin with an old French of¬ 
ficer. I remember — though I never saw’iiim hut that once — I 
remember his face as if I had encountered iPycsterday. It was 
thin and long, and yellow enough to have served as a caricature, 
rather than a portrait, of hou Quixote. He had a hook nose, and 
a long sharp chin; and all the lines, wrinkle^ curves and fur¬ 
rows, of which the human visage is'capablc, seemed lo have met, 
in his cheeks. Nevertheless, his eye was bright and keen — his 
look alert — and his whole bearing firm, gallant, and soldier¬ 
like. He was attired in a sort of military undress — wore a musta- 
chio, which, though thin and grey, was carefully curled; and, 
at the summit of a fery respectable wig was perched a small cocked 
hat, adorned with a black feather. He rode very upright in his 
saddle; and his horse, a steady, stalwart quadruped, of the 
Norman breed, with a terribly long tail, and a prodigious breadth 
of chest, put one stalely leg before another in a kind of trot, which, 
though it seemed, from its height of action, and the proud look 
of the steed, a pretension to motion more than ordinarily brisk, 
was, in fact a little slower than a common walk. , 

This noble cavalier seemed sufficiently an object of curiosity to 
iny horse to induce the animal to testify his surprise by shying, very 
jealously and very vehemently, in passing him. This ill-breeding 
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on his part was indignantly returned on the part of the Norman 
.charger, who, uttering a sort of squeak, and shaking his long mane 
and head, commenced a series of curvets and capers which cost the 
old Frenchman So little trouble to appease. In the midst of these 
equine freaks, the horse came so near me as to splash my nether 
garment, with a liberality as little ornamental as it was pleasurable. 

The old Frenchman seeing this, look off Ins cocked hat very 
politely, and apologized for the accident. 1 replied with equal 
courtesy; and, as our horses slid into*quiet, their riders slid into 
conversation. It was begun and chiefly sustained by my new com¬ 
rade; for I am little addicted to commence unnecessary socialities 
myself, though 1 sin dd think very meanly of my pretensions to the 
name of a gentleman and a^ourticr, if I did not return them when 
offered, even by a beggar. , 

“It is a line hurfc of yours, Monsieur, "said the old Fronc,lyjjan; 
“hut I cannot believe — paffiou me for sayingso —that jour slight, 
Knglish steeds arc so tall adapted to the purposes of war as our 
strong chargers— tlbict le mien, pur exrmph." 

“It is very possible, Monsieur,” said I. “Has the horse you 
now ride done service in the held as well as on the road 1 ?” 

“All! le patients petitjnignon — no!”— (petit, indeed — this 
little darling was seventeen lnlnds high at the very least)— “ no. 
Monsieur; it is but a young creature this —his grandfather served 
me welt! ” 

“I need not ask you, Monsieur, if you have borne arms — the 
soldier is stamped upfiu you! ” 

“Sir, jou flatter me highly!” said the old gentleman, blushing 
to the very tip of'liis long lean ears, and bowing as low as if I had 
railed him a Comte; “I have followed the profession of arms for 
more Ilian fifty years.” 

“ Fifty years — ’t is a long time! ” 

“ V long time,” rejoined my companion, “a long time to look 
bark upon with regret.” 

VKegreet! by Heaven — I should think the remembrance of 
titty years' excitement and glory would be a remembrance of 
triumph.” 

, The old man turned round on his saddle, and looked at me for 
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some moments very wistfully — “You are young, Sir,” lie said 
“and at your years 1 should have thought with you — hut—” (then 
abruptly changing., his voice, he continued} — “Triumph, did you 
say? Sir, I hate had three sons; they arc dead—they died in battle 

— I did not weep — I did not shed a tear, Sir—not a tear! But I 
will tell you when 1 did weep. I came back, an old man, to the 
home I had left all a young one. I saw the country a desert, f saw 
that the noblesse had become tyrants — the, peasants had become, 
slaves — such slaves - savage from despair—even when they were 
most gay, most fearfully gay, from constitution. Sir, 1 saw the 
priest rack and grind, and (lie seigneur exact and pillage, and the, 
tax-gatherer squeeze out the little the other oppressors had left: 

— anger, discontent, wretchedness, Camine, a terrible separation 
between one order of people aiuj another—an incredible indiffci 
once to the miseries their despotism caused f on the part of the 
aristocracy — a sullen and vindictive'hatred for the perpetration of 
those miseries on the part of the people — all places sold — even 
all honours priced, al the eourl, which was become a public market 

— a province of peasanls — of living men bartered for a few li\res v 
and literally passed from one band to another — to he squeezed 
and drained anew by each new possessor — in a word, Sir, an 
abandoned court, an unredeemed nhldessc — unredeemed, Sir, by 
a single benefit which, in other countries, even the, most feudal, the 
vassal obtains from the master — a peasantry famished — a nation 
loaded with debt, whirh it sought to pay by tears; —these are what 
I saw— these arc the. consequences of that h'eartless and miserable 
vanity, from which'arose wars neither useful nor honourable — 
these are the real components of that triumph, ns' you term it, which 
you wonder that I regret.” 

Now, although it was impossible lo jive at the court of Louis 
XIV. in his latter days, and not feel, from the general discontent 
that prevailed even there, what a dark truth the old soldier’s speech 
contained — yet I was somewhat surprised Iiy>an enthusiasm so 
little military in a person whose bearing and air were so conspi¬ 
cuously martial. 

“You draw a melancholy picture,” said I; “and the wretched 
stale of culture which the lands that we now pass through exhibit. 



is a witness how liillc exaggeration there is in yourcolouring. How¬ 
ever, these arc but the ordinary evils of war, and, if your country 
endures them, do not forget that she has also inflicted them. He- ' 
member what France did to Holland, and own that it is but a retri¬ 
bution that France should now find that the injury we do to others 
is (among nations as well as individuals) injury to ourselves.” 

My old Frenchman curled his moustaches w’tth the linger and 
thumb of his left hand: this was rather too subtle a distinction 
for him. 

“Thai may he true enough, Monsieur,” said he; “but mor- 
bleu, those mmtdits Dutchmen deserved what they sustained at our 
bands. 3\o, Sir, it — I am not so Lasers to forget the glory my 
country acquired, Inough 1 yyeep for her wounds.” 

“ I do not quite understand yqji, Sir,” said I; “did you not just 
now confess that tffe wars you had witnessed were neither lionpur- 
ahle nor useful? What glo^, then, was to he acquired in a war of 
that character, even thSugli it was so delightfully animated by cut¬ 
ting tire throats of ‘*hose maudits Dutchmen?’ ” 

“Sir,” answered the Frenchman, drawing himself up, “you 
did not understand ntc. When we punished Holland, we did 
rightly-. 11 c conquered!” 

“ Whether you conquered,* or not (for the good folk of Holland 
are not so sure of lire fact),” answered 1, “that war was the most 
unjust in which your king was ever engaged; but pray tell me, Sir, 
what war it is that you lament? ” 

The Frenchman ftWned whistled — put out his under lip, in 
a sort of "angry embarrassement — and then* spurring his great 
horse into a curvet, said, 

“ That last war with the English! ” 

“ Faith,” said I, “ that was the jnstest of ail.” 

“Just!” cried the Fratchmrur, hailing abruptly, and darting at 
me a glance offire, “just! no more, Sir! no more! Iwas at Blen¬ 
heim, and at Karfrilics!” 

!Vs the old warrior said the last words, his voice faltered; and 
though 1. could not help inly smiling at the confusion of ideas, by 
which wars were just or unjust, according as they were fortunalo 



or not, yd I respected his feelings enough (o turn away my face, 
and remain silent. 

“Yes,” renewed my comrade, colouring with evident shame, 
and drawing his cocked hat over his brows, ‘Vj'es, 1 received my 
last wound at Kamilics. Then my eyes were opened to the horrors 
of war; Ihenl saw and cursed the evils of ambition; then 1 resolved 
to retire from t>,c armies of a king who had lost lor ever his name, 
his glory, and his country." 

Was there ever a better type of the French nation titan this old 
soldier? As long as fortune smiles on them, it is “ Murchons an 
(liable!" and “ f'ivt !a gloire!” Directly they gel beat, it is “ ,V« 
jtai/vrn putrid” and “Lea catamites affreuscs de la guerre !” 

“However,” said if “the old king is drawing near the end of 
his days, and is said to express his f'epcntauce at the evils his an - 
bition has occasioned.” * , 

•The old soldier shoved hack his tat, and offered me his snuff¬ 
box. I judged by this that he was a little jnollilied. 

“Ah!” he renewed, after a pause, “$.h! times arc sadly 
changed, since the year 1007; when the young king — he was 
young then — took the field, in Flanders; under the great Tumult* 
SucrixUe'. What a hero he looked, upon his white war-horse! I 
would have gone — ay, and the meanest and'backwardest soldier 
in tlie camp would have gone — into the very mouth of the cannon, 
fora look from that magnificent countenance, or a word from that 
mouth which knew so well what words were! Sir, there was in 
the war of scvenfy-lwo, when we were at peace with Great Britain, 
an Knglish gentleman, then in the army, afterwards a marshal of 
France: 1 remember, as if it were yesterday, how gallantly he. 
behaved. The king sent to compliment hiui, after some signal 
proof of courage and conduct, and asked what'reward he would 
have. ‘Sire,’ answered the Englishman, ‘give me the white 
plume you wore this day!’ From that moment the Englishman’s 
fortune was made.” 

“The Haltery went farther than the valour,"’’ said I, smiling, 
as I recognized in the anecdote the first great step which my lather 
had made in the ascent of fortune. 

“Sacrislie!" cried the Frenchman, “it was no flattery, then. 
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rte so idolized the King, that mere truth Mould hate seemed 
disloyally, and mc no more thought that praise, however exlra- 
\aganl, was adulation, nheu duected to him, than Me should 
lone thought ther^ was adulation in the pi.use w?would hate giten 
to mu Iirst mistress. But it is all chauged liott' Who uom caies 
tor the <dd piiesl-iidden monarth f ’ 

And upon this the teteian, hating i ompic n^J the momentary 
inlhusiism vInch the lememhianie ol tin kings tarliei glonts 
n id ttiiltd, transit rred all Ills gimu^of tit “•( I iption to the op¬ 
posite side ol the question, and detlauned, snlli gieit eneigy, 
upon the total vices and eriors, tthuliMiri so i h n nnn_ in pros- 
ptrilt, and Mtrt now so detestable in aditisilt 

Wh ile tte tit re thus conversing ttt* appinaihed \trsailles. 
\\t thought (lit vicinity of The lottn seemed unusually thstited. 
lit t tilt ted the m, >*ti street - ciitwds it eie assembled — an mil— 
tt rs d non mm was heard —*e\t iteini nt sal on eteiy t ouiitiMMii t. 
Hut an old none ua'j i ndeatoiiimg to explain sonn thing, 111— 
dentil beyond his ^ompiehensiun, loathild ol tin11 yens old, 
ttlio tvnh opi n mouth and fixed eyes, steniul to make up m 
ttondet Itu Hu Maillol intillfgeure, thtri , a gioup ol old di-— 
liintletl soldiers ottiipied the M ty, andsiemid, fiom tilt ir nuit- 
tiritl i out 11 s lining, to tent g sneet and a jest at a pm si, who, 
with downward tounlenantc and melamholy air, was hnrrmg 
along 

One young fellow was calling out — “At least, it is a holy day, 
and I shill go lo Pans 1 ” — and, as a tonliast to him, an old 
withued aiti/an,leaning on a gold-heath d cane, with s|i iipatantc 
t loqti* n 4 iu every,line ol his late, mulleied'out to a li llotv miser 
— “ Vi business lo-d ly — no money, John — no money'” One 
kind of tt unit nf olallagts, <losc*by whii h my hutse passed, was 
tntnely net upii (1 with a single topie, and that so vehemently, that 
Ihtard the leading ttoids ol the discussion. “Mourning — he¬ 
mming— what lashinn f — how long 9 — Ocit‘ 1 !" Jlius do 
h Hies wean llieTnselti s round the bid ol death’ 

*“ A\ hat is thi nuts, gentlemen 9 ” said I. 

‘ Ants— what, you hate not lieard it 1 — The king is dead! ” 
“ I outs dead — Louis the Great, dead! ” cued my companion. 

* !>' i < rtu r j y 
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“Louis the Great?” said a sullen-looking man — “Louis, 
the persecutor!” 

“Ah — lie ’sa Huguenot! ” 'cried another with haggard cheeks 
and hollow eves, scowling at the last speaker. “Nevermind 
what he says — the king was right when he refused protection to 
the Heretics — but was he right when he levied such taxes on the 
Catholics?” 

“Hush!” said a third — “hush — it may be unsafe to speak 

— there are spies about; for my part, I think it was all the fault 
of the Noblesse.” 

“And the Favourites!” cried a soldier, fiercely. 

“And the Harlots!” cried a hag of eighty. 

“And the Priests! ’ muttered the Huguenot. 

“And the Tax-gatherers! ” added the lean Catholic. 

We rode slowly on. My comrade was eviYmtly and powerfully 
affeitcd. u 

“So, he is dead! ” said he. “Dead k— well — well — peace 
be with him. He conquered in Ilolland — he humbled Genoa — 
he dictated to Spain — he commanded Condo and Turennc — he 

— Pali! What is all this (then, turning abruptly to me, my com¬ 
panion cried) — 

“ 1 did not speak against the king, did I, Sir?” 

“Not much.” 

“I am glad of that — yes, very glad!” And the old man 
glared fiercely round on a troop of boys, who were audibly abusing 
the dead lion. 

“I would have bit out my tongue, rather than it had joined in 
the base joy of these yelping curs. Heavens! when I think what 
shouts 1 have heard — when the name, of that man, then deemed 
little less than a God, was but breathed ! — and now — why do 
you look at me, Sir? My eyes arc moist — I know it, Sir— I 
kuow it. The old battered, broken soldier, who made his first 
campaigns, when that which is now dust was the idol of France, 
and the pupil of Turennc — the old soldier’s eyes shall not be dry, 
though there is not another tear shed in the whole of this great 
empire.” 

“Your three sons?” said 1; “you did not weep for them?” 



“No, Sir - 1 loved them wheal was old; bull loved Louis 

when 1 ipa.s young !’’ , 

“ Your oppressed and pillaged country?" said I— “think of 
that.” ' 

“No, Sir, I will not think of it!” cried the old warrior, - in a 
passion. “I will not think of it — to-day, at least.” 

“You are right, my brave friend; in the gravN let us l>urj even 
public wrongs — but let us not bur) their remembrance. May the 
jo) we lead m every face that wc pas* — jo) at the death of one 
whom idolatry once almost seemed to deem immortal — be a les¬ 
son to future kings!” 

M) comradi did not immediately answer; but, after a pause, 
and we had turned our back^upon the town, he said — 

“Joj, Sn — you spoke of ji*y! Y'es, we are Frenchmen — 
we forgive our rulefs easily for private vices and pell) faulty but 
we never toigive them if they commit the greatest of faults, and 
sutler a Stain to rest upon —” 

“What?" lasted, as my comrade broke off. 

“1 he national glory, MonMeui!” said he. 

“Y’ou have hit it,” saidl, smiling at the turgid sentiment 
which was so reall)*aud d(<epiy,lelt. “And had )ou wntten folios 
upon the character of your counhymeu, you could not have ex¬ 
pressed it better.” 


CHAPTER VIII. 

In which there islteason to fear that Princes are rfol invariably free from 
* human Peccadilloes. 

Os entering* Paris, my veteran Yellow-traveller look leave of me, 
and I proceeded to my hotel. When the first evcitation of my 
thoughts was a little subsided, and after some feelings ol a nunc 
public nature, I began to consider what influence the king's death 
was likely to havb on my own fortunes : I could not hut see, at a 
glnifte, that for the cause of the Chevalier, and the destiny of his 
piesent exertions in Scotland, it was the most fatal event that could 
have occurred. 

ID* 
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The balance of power, in the contending factions of France, 
would, I foresaw, lie entirely between the Duke of Orleans and 
the legitimate children of the late king; the latter, closely leagued 
as they were with ala da me de Maintcnon, would not be much dis¬ 
posed to consider the welfare of the bon Comte Dcvereux; and my 
wishes, therefore, naturally settled on the former. I was not 
doomed lo a long, suspense. Every one knows, that the very next 
day the Duke of Orleans appeared before Parliament, and was 
proclaimed regent — that tjje will of the late king was set aside — 
and that the Duke of Maiuc became lout-a-coup as low in power as 
he had always been despicable in intellett. A little hubbub ensued 
— people in general laughed at the regent’s finesse—aud the more 
sagacious admired the c'ourage and address of which the finesse, 
was composed. The Regent's mother wrote a letter of sixty-nine 
pages about it; and the Duchess of Maiuc boged the duke’s ears 
very Vearlily for not being as clever ijjt herself. AH Paris teemed 
with joyous forebodings; and the Regent, ..whom every one, some 
time ago, had suspected of poisoning his cousjns, every one now 
declared to lie the most perfect prince that could possibly be ima¬ 
gined , aud (lie very picture of Haiti Q mil re , iu goodness as well 
as physiognomy. Three days after this event, one. happened to 
myself, with which my public career novy be said to commence. 

I had spent the evening at a house in a distant part of Paris, 
and, invited by the beauty of the night, had dismissed my car¬ 
riage, and was walking home alone and on foot. Occupied with 
my reflections, and not very well acquainted will) the dangerous 
and dark streets of Paris, in which It was very rare for those who 
have carnages to wa’nder on foot, I inseusibly^straycd from my 
proper direction. When I first discovered this disagreeable fact, 
I was in a filthy and obscure lane rather than slrdtct, which I did 
not remember having ever honoured witli my presence before. 
While I was pausing iu tlie vain hope and anxious endeavour lo 
shape out some imaginary chart—some“map of the mind,” by 
which to direct my bewildered course, I heard a confused noise 
proceed from another lane at right angles with the one in which I 
then was. 1 listened — the sound became more distinct — 1 re¬ 
cognised human voices in loud and angry altercation — a moment 



more, and (here was a scream. Though I did not attach much 
importance to the circumstance, I thought I might as well approach 
nearer to the quarter of noise. I walked to tkg door of the house 
from which the scream proceeded; it was very small, and mean. 
Just as 1 neared it, a window was thrown open, and a voice cried 
— “Help! help! for God's sake, help!” 

“ What’s the matter?" I asked. 

“Whoever you arc, saveus!” cried the voice, “and that in¬ 
stantly, or we shall be murdered;»id, the moment after, the 
voice ceased abruptly, and was succeeded by the clashing of 
swords. 

I beat loud!, at the door — I shouted out — no answer; the 
scuffle witliiu seemed to increase; I saw a small bliud alley to the 
left; one of the unfortunate wo^nen, to whom such places are 
homes, was standing in it. “ Whal'possibility is there of entering 
the house?” tasked. 

“Oh!” said she, *■ it does not matter; it is not the first time 
gentlemen have oukcach other’s throats there." 

“What! is it a house titled repute?” 

“Yes; and where there arc bullies who wear knives, and take 
purses — as well ^s ladies, who —” 

“.Good Heavens!” cried»I, interrupting her/“there is no 
time to be lost. Is there no way of entrance but at this door?” 

“Yes, if you are bold enough to enter at another! ” 

“Where?” 

“Down this alleys.” 

Immediately I entered the alley — thc.woman pointed to a 
small, dark, ntftrow flight of stairs— 1 ascended — the sounds 
increased in Iqudness. I mounted to the second flight — a light 
streamed from a door — the clashing of swords was distinctly 
audiblewithin—I broke open tire door^and found myself a witness 
and intruder in a scene at once ludicrous and fearful. 

A table, covered with bottles and the remnants of a meal, was 
in $he centre of the room; several articles of women’s dress were 
scattered over the floor; two women of unequivocal description 
were clinging to a man richly dressed, and who having fortunately 
. got behind an immense chair, that had been overthrown, probably, 
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in the scuffle, managed to keep off, with awkward address, a 
flerce-looking fellow, who had less scope for the ability of his 
sword arm, from tjie circumstance of his attempting to pull away 
the chair with his left hand. Whenever he stooped to effect this 
object, his antagonist thrust at him very vigorously, and had it 
not been for the embarrassment his female enemies occasioned 
him, the latter would, in all probability, have dispatched or dis¬ 
abled his besieger. This fortified gentleman being backed by the 
window, was, I immediately concluded, the person who had 
called to me for assistance. 

At the other corner of the apartment was another cavalier, who 
used his sword with singular skill, but who, being hard pressed 
by two lusty fellows, was forced to employ that skill rather in de¬ 
fence than attack. Altogether,, the disordered appearance of the 
roorn^ the broken bottles, the fumes with which the hot atmo¬ 
sphere teemed, the evident prolligacy’of the two women, the half 
undressed guise of the cavaliers, and the i'uffian air and collected 
ferocity of the assailants, plainly denoted Ilia*, it was one of those 
perilous festivals of pleasure in which' imprudent gallants were 
often, irt that day, betrayed by treacherous Dalilahs into the hands 
of Philistines, who, not contented with stripping them for the 
sake of plunder, frequently murdered them for the sake of secrecy. 

llariug taken a rapid, but satisfactory, survey of the scene, 1 
did not think it necessary to make any preparatory parley. I threw 
myself upon the nearest bravo with so hearty a goodwill that I ran 
him through the body before lie had recorded his surprise at tor 
appearance. This somewhat startled the other trvo; they drew 
hack, and demanded quarter. 

“Quarter, indeed!” cried the farther cavalier, releasing 
himself from his astonished female assailants, and leaping nimblv 
over his bulwark, into the centre of the room — “quarter, indeed, 
rascally ivrognes! No; it is our turn now; and, by Joseph of 
Arimathea! you shall sup with Pilate to-night.’.’ So saying, lie 
pressed his old assailaut so fiercely that, after a short contest, the 
latter retreated till he had backed himself to the door, he then 
suddenly turned round, and vanished in a twinkling. The third 
and remaining rufliau was far from thinking himself a match for. 
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three men; he fell on his knees, and implored mercy. However, 
.the ci-rtri'unl sustainer of the besieged chair was but little disposed 
to afford him the clemency he demanded, apd approached the 
crestfallen braveftwith so grim an air of truculent delight, brandish¬ 
ing his sword, and uttering the most terrible threats, that there 
w ould have been small doubt of the final catastrophe of the trem¬ 
bling bully, had not the other gallant thrown hifhself in the way of 
his friend. 

“I'utup thy sword,” said he, hfhghing, and yet with an air 
of command; “we must not court crime, and then punish it.” 
Then, turning 1.1 the bully, he said, “Kise, Sirltascal! the devil 
spares thee a little longer, and this gianlleman will not disobey 
his, as well as l/i// master's*wishes. — Jlcgone!” 

The fellow waited no seeond'invilalion: lie sprang to his legs, 
and to the door. The dis/jppointed cavalier assisted his ih-srent 
down the staus with a jticL, that, would have done the work of the 
sword to any llesli jiot accustomed to similar applications. Put¬ 
ting up his rapier, the milder gentleman then turned to I hr Inriirs, 
who lay huddled together niftier shelter of the chair which their 
intended victim had deserted. 

“•Alt, Mesdaines,” said ke, gravely, and with a low bow, “I 
am sorry for your disappointment. As long as you contented 
yourselves with robbery, it were a shame to have interfered with 
jour innocent amusements; but cold steel becomes serious. 
Monsieur D’Argciiscui will favour you with some inquiries to-mor¬ 
row-; at present, I recommend you to erqjity what remains in 
the bottle. Adieu! Monsieur, to whom I am so greatly indebted, 
honour me with your arm down these stairs. You” (turning to 
his friend) “will follow us, and keepasharp lookbehiud. Al¬ 
lans ! l ine Henri Qualm!” • , 

As we descended the dark and rough stairs, my new compa¬ 
nion said, “ What an excellent antidote to the effects of the vin de 
champagne is this same lighting. I feel as if I had not tasted a 
drop these six hours. What fortune brought you hither, Mon¬ 
sieur?” addressing me. 

We were now at the foot of the first flight of stairs, a high and 
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small window admitted the moonlight, and we saw each other’s 
faces clearly. 

“That forlun/',” answered I, looking at my acquaintance 
steadily, but with an expression of profound rcdjicol — “ that for¬ 
tune which watches over kingdoms, and which, I trust, may in 
no place or circumstance be a deserter from your Highness.” 

“Highness! - ’ said my companion, colouring, and darting a 
glance, first at his friend and then at me. “Hist — Sir, you 
know, me, then — speaMow — you know, then, for whom you 
have drawn your sword?” 

“ Yes, so please your highness. I have drawn it this night for 
Philip of Orleans; Itrur.tyet, in another sceue, and for another 
cause, to draw it for the Regent of France! ” 

CHAPTER IX. : 

* <„ 

A Prince — an Audience — and a ^jeret Embassy. 

Tut: Regent remained silent for a moment: he then said, in 
an altered and grave voice, “C’rsl l\ien, Monsieur! I thank you for 
the distinction you have made. It were not amiss,” (he added, 
turning to his comrade,) “that you would qow and then deign, 
henceforward, to make the same distinction. Rut this is neither 
time nor place for parlance. On, gentlemen!” 

We left the house, passed into the street, and moved on ra¬ 
pidly, and in silence, till the constitutional gaiety of the duke, 
recovering its ordinary tone, he said, with a laugh — 

“Well, now, ibis a little hard that a man who has been toiling 
all day for (lie public good should feel ashamed of indulging for an 
hour or two at night in his private amusements; but so it is. ‘Once 
grave, always grave! ’ is the maxim of Ihe.world — eh, Chatran?” 

The companion bowed. “’T is a very good saying, please 
your royal highness, and is intended to warn us from the sin of 
ever being grave! ” 

“Ha-ha! you have un grand talent pour la morale, mor: bon 
Chatran!'’ cried the duke, “and would draw a rule for conduct 
out of the wickedest bon mot of Dubois. Monsieur, pardon me, 
but I have seen you before: you are the Count —” 
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“Devcreux, Monseigueur.” 

“True, true! I have heard much of you: you are intimate 
with Milord J}i' l: ngbroke. Would that I had fifty friends like 

him.” 

“Monseigneur would have little trouble in his regency if his 
wish were realizedsaid Chatran. 

“ Twit vti.-u.i -, so long as 1 had little odium,’ as well as little 
trouble — a happiness which, thanks to you and Dubois, I am not 
likely to enjoy — ftlais voila In voitnrfi” 

And the duke pointed to a dark, plain carriage, which we had 
suddenly come upon. 

“ Count Devcreux,” said the merry ftegent, “you will enter: 
my duty requires that, at this seductive hour, I should see a young 
gentleman of your dangerous ageasafely lodged at his hotel! ” 

We entered, Uiatran gave the orders, and we drove n(T ra- 
pidly. % 

The Regent hummed a tune, and his two companions listened 
to it in respectful sflenee. t 

“Well, well, Messieurs f” said he, bursting out at last into 
open voice, “I will ever believe, in future, that the gods do look 
bcuignantly on nsaeorshippers of the Alma Venus! Do you know 
much of Tibullus, Monsieur Devcreux? And can you assist my 
memory with the continuation of the line — 

‘Quisquis amore tenetur, eat—"’ 

-- “ 1 uitusque saccrquo 

Qualibet, insidias non limui.sse deed. 1 " 

answered I. t 

“ Bon /” cried the duke. “ I love a gentleman, from my very 
soul, when lieecan both light wdll and read Latin! I hate a man 
who is merely a wine-bibber and blade drawer. By St. Louis, 
though it is an excellent tiling to till thfe stomach, especially with 
Tokay, yet there is no reason in the world why we should not fill 
the head too. Jfut here we are. Adieu, Monsieur Dcvereux — 
we ihall see you at the Palace.” 

I expressed my thanks briefly at the Regent's condescension, 
descended from the carriage (which instantly drove o/T with re- 
•uewed celerity), and once more entered my hotel. 
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Two or three days after my adventure with the Regent, I 
thought it expedient to favour that eccentric prince with a visit. 
During the early part of his regency, it is well known how success¬ 
fully he combated with his natural indolence, am) how devotedly 
his mornings were surrendered to the toils of his new ollice; hut 
when pleasure ha? grown habit, it requires a stronger mind than 
that at Philippe Dc.bonnair to give it a permanent sucres or in 
business. Pleasure is, indeed, like the genius of the fable, the 
most useful of slaves, w hile ymi subdue it the most inlolcr-bie 
of tyrants the moment your negligence suit, is d l<, di. e j- :t. 

The hours in which the prince gave oulieure ,ir eon 'dcs 
of his lighter, rather than graver, o> dilutions those 

mediately before and after his levee. i‘ tight tit would 
the best season fur me to present mys Aero-dinglv, one morn¬ 
ing aft"r the levee, i repaired to his pa, 1 ace, 

■ The anti-chamber was already crowded... 1 ...it .nyseit quietly 
down in one corner of the room, and looked o the motley 
groups around. 1 smiled inly as they rewinds. u die scone-, 
my own anti-room, in my younger uays of folly and fortune, w > 
wont to exhibit; the same heterogeneous asscinblagt upon a 
grander scale) of the ministers to llye physical appetites a.id the 
mental tastes. There was the fretting am. quit. n. batik, 
side by side with the gentle and patient *• '•clar-- ih hurl " "it 
vov and the priest’s meyo ngrt - the .■ of the p..!n'.‘> , and the 
licensed breaker of its laws - tin re; — hut what hoots „ more 
prolix description? What is the anti-room of a great in. .. who 
has many wants and many tastes, out a panorama of the kiendi-d 
disparities of this compounded world. 

While I was moralizing, a gentleman suddenly thrust his ., : • 
out of a door, and appeared to reconnoitre us. Instantly, the 
crowd swept up to hint. I thought 1 might as well folh,' the gene¬ 
ral example, and pushing aside some of my fellow loilcn 1 pre¬ 
sented myself and my name to the gentleman, with the ><>si in¬ 
gratiating air I could command. 

The gentleman, who was tolerably civil fora grem mart's great 
man , promised that nty visit should he immediately announced to 
the prince; and then, with the politest bow imaginable, slapped 



the door in my face. After I had waited about seven or eight mi¬ 
nutes longer, the gentleman re-appeared, singled me from the 
crowd, and desired me to follow him; 1 pasted through another 
room, and wa?presently in the Regent’s presence. 

I was rather startled w hen I saw, by the morning light, and in 
deshabille, Hie person of that royal martyr t^dissipation. His 
coui< , i"'.inC' was red, but bloated, and a weakness in his eyes 
a-M-o i 1 .-. de'.ihl-' to the jaded and haggard expression of his fea- 
A p. p u-iioo of stomach rfthcr incliucd to corpulency, 

. d t*. ‘ ;■<»; the taste for goiirmaiulrrie, which the most ra¬ 
il -n . com so and yvi (.trange to say) the most generally accom- 
C i a u and re.dlv go..d natured of nwal prolligates, combined 
"-•it- ii's othei ipialiliiatimis. He was yawning very elaborately 
v i a gnat ieoi^i of papers, when 1 entered. He finished his 
ytn- 'i (as if it nere too brim and too precious a recreation Jp lose), 

. n' tio* aid, “Good morning, Monsieur Dcvereux; I am glad 
t y-u t ate found me out at last." 

“i afraid* Monseigneur, of appearing an intruder on your 
pi. a. i.re l'j ottering n;y hov.iage to you before.” 

tit.e my good fortune,” said the Regent, turning to a 
in to e d'd it Miwthcr t dde at some distance, whose wily, astute 
• jimo. . *■ mrcing eve, and licentious expression of lip and 
1>: ii . induced at once the ability and vice which composed his 
eh. cter. “So like mj good fortune, Lx it not, Dubois? If ever 
! n> i>t ttitli a tolerably pb asaut fellow , who does not disgrace me 
bi In*, birth or reputation . he is always so terribly afraid of inlru- 
1 and whenever I pick up a res|iectable*{persouagc without wit, 

. a wit without respectability, he attaches himself to me like a 
burr, and e, wit live a day with.Sit inquiring after my health.” 

iiuloii -1 smiled, bowed, but did not answer, and 1 saw that 
hi-. l..ok wa- bent darkly and keenly ifjion me. 

“ Wi ■!!said the prim-e, “what think you of our opera, 
(.mint DeinecA” -- It beats your Kuglisli one — eh ! ” 

■ • Vli i'i itaint;. , Munseigneur; ouis is but a reflection of 
joins 

s.. says your friend. milord Bolingbrokc, a person who 
1.11 .wa ,tj jvtt operas altuort as mtioli as 1 do, which, vauity apart, 
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is saying a great deal. I should like very well to visit England — 
what should 1 learn best there? In Spain (I shall always love 
Spain,) I learnt to «ook." 

“Monseigneur, I fear,” answered I, smiling, “could obtain 
but little additional knowledge in that art in our barbarous country. 
A few rude and imperfect inventions have, indeed, of late years 
astonished the cultivators of the science; but unc nuil fpaissc rests 
still upon its main principles and leading truths. Perhaps, what. 
Monseigneur would find best worth studying in England would he 
— the women.” 

“Ah the women all over the world!” cried the Duke, laugh¬ 
ing; “bull hear your hetws Anglaises are sentimental, and love 
a rAreadicnne 

“It is true at present: but who* shall say how fir Monseigneur's 
example might enlighten them iu a train of thought so erroneous? ” 

“ Cast orai. Nothing like example, eh, Dubois? What 
would Philip of Orleans have been but for thee?” 

‘“L’exemple suuvent. n’esl qii’uii ..riruir Irurnpi'ur 
(tuetqoetois I’iui se bn.se oil 1 <iutre s’est sauve, 
lit par oil l un peril, tin autre esl consent!,' ” 

answered Dubois out of China. 

“Corneille, is rightrejoined the Regent. “ After all to do 
thee justice, mon petit Abpi, example has little to do with cor¬ 
rupting us. Nature plj^ds the cause of Pleasure, as Hypcrides 
pleaded that of Phryue. She has no need of eloquence: she un¬ 
veils the bosom of her client, and the client is acquitted.” 

“Monseigneur shows at least that he has learn' to profit by my 
humble instructions in the classicssaid Dubois. 

The Duke did not answer. I turned my.eycs to some drawings 
on the table, — I expressed my admiration of them. “They are 
mine,” said the Regeut. “All! I should have been much more 
accomplished as a private gentleman than I fear 1 ever shall be as a 
public man of toil and business. Business — bah! But Necessity 
is the only real king in the world, the only enviable despot tor 
whom there is no law. What! are you going already, Count 
Devereux?” 

“Monseigneur’s anti-room is crowded with less fortunate per- 



sons than myself, whose sins of envy and covetousness I am now 
answerable for.” 

“Ah — well! I must hear the poor devils; the only pleasure I 
have is in seeing how easily lean make them happy. Wo uki to 
C.od, Dubois, that one could govern a great kingdom only by fair 
words! Count Devereux, you have seen me to da^ as my acquaint¬ 
ance; see my again as my petitioner. Bon jour, Monsieur." 

And 1 retired, very well pleased with my reception: from that 
time, indeed during the rest of my slfbrl stay at Paris, the prince 
home red me with his especial favour, llut l have dwelt too long 
on my sijonr at the French court. The persons whom I have de¬ 
scribed , and who alone made that s-r/oumvemorable, must be my 
apology. • 

One day I w as Jionoured by a wisit, from the Aldx 1 Dubois. After 
a short conversation upon indifferent things, he accosted nngthus. 

“ You are aware, Count Devereux, of the partiality which the 
Regent has conceived towards you. Fortunate would it be for that 
Prince,” (here Dtfbois elevated his brows with an ironiral and 
arch expression,) “so good bj*disposition, so injured by example, 
if his partiality had been more frequently testilied towards gentle¬ 
men of your merit# A mission of considerable impotlance, and 
one demanding great personal address, gives his Royal Highness 
an opportunity of testifying his esteem for you. lie honoured me 
with a conference on the subject yesterday, and lias now commis¬ 
sioned me to explain to you the technical objects of this mission, 
and to offer to you the honour of conveying it. Should you accept 
the proposals, yyu will wail upon his highnc&s before his levee to¬ 
morrow.” 

Dubois thm proceeded, in (Re clear rapid manner peculiar to 
him, to comment on the state of-Kurope. “For F'rancesaid he, 
in concluding his sketch, “peace is absolutely necessary. A 
drained treasury, an exhausted country, require it. You sec, 
from what I havh said, that Spain and England are the principal 
quarters from which we are to dread hostilities. Spain we must 
guard against — England we must propitiate; the latter object is 
easy in England in any ease, whether James or George he upper- 
• most. For whoever is king in England will have quite enough to 
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do nt homo to make him agree willingly enough to peace abroad. 
The former requires a less simple and a more enlarged policy. I 
fear the ambition the Queen of Spain, and the turbulent genius 
of her minion Albcroni. We must fortify ourselves by new forms 
of alliance, at various courts, which shall at once deleud us and 
intimidate our enemies. We wish to employ some nobleman ol 
ability and address, ou asefiel mission to Russia -- will you be 
that person? Your absence from Paris will be but short — you 
will see a very droll country', and a very droll sovereign; you will 
ielurn hither, doubly the rage, and with a just claim to more im- 
puitaut employment hereafter. What say you to the proposal?” 

“ 1 must hear more,"«»said I, “before I decide.’’ 

The Abbd renewed. It is needless to repeat all the particulars 
of the commission that be enumerated. Suilicq,it that alter a brief 
consideration, I accepted the honour jproposed to me. ’Ihe Abbe 
wished me joy, relapsed into bis ordinary strain of coarse levity 
fur a few minutes, and then reminding me that I was to atteud Ibe 
Urgent on the morrow', departed. It vyas easy to see that in the 
mind of that subtle and crafty ecclesiastic, with whose inantruvres 
private intrigues were always blended with public, this olTer of 
employment veiled a desire to banish rue from the immediate vici¬ 
nity oi the good-natured Regent, whose favour the aspiring Abbe 
wished at that exact moment exclusively to monopolize. Mcie men 
of pleasure he kuew would not mtcifcro with In- aims upon the 
prince; mere men ol business still less: but a in .n who has thought 
to combine the capacities of both, and who was moreover dis¬ 
tinguished by the Regent, he deemed a more dangerous rival than 
the inestimable person thus suspected really was. 

However, I cared little for thd honest man’s motives. Adven¬ 
ture to me had always greater charms than dissipation, and it was 
far mote agreeable to the na’turc of my ambition, to win distinction 
by any honourable method, than by favouritism at a court, so 
hollow, so unprincipled, and so grossly liecntioUs as that ol the 
Regent. Thcie, to be the most successful courtier was to be (lie 
most amusing profligate. Alas, when the heart is away from its 
objects and the taste revolts at its excess, Pleasure is worse than 
palling — it is a torture! — and the devil in Jouson’s play did not 
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his native country were pastimes to the lifeofapersonofFashion.” 

The Duke of Orleans received me the next morning with more 
than his wonted httnhommie. What a pity that so good nalured a 
prince should have been so bad a man! He enlarged more easily 
and carelessly than bis worthy preceptor had done upon the several 
points to be observed in my mission — then very%ondescendingiy 
told me he was very sorry to lose me from his court, and asked 
me, at all events, before I left Paris, Jo be a guest at one of his 
select suppers. I appreciated this honour at its just value. To 
these suppers, non were asked but the Prince's chums, or roues * 
as lie was pleased to call them. As, eulre nous, these chums 
were for the most part the most good-for-nothing people in the 
kingdom, I could not but fed highly flattered at being deemed, by 
so deep a judge of*harac!cr as tl*c Regent, worthy to join them. 
1 need not say that the invito'*un was eagerly accepted, north* 1 left 
Philippe ie Debonnair impressed with the idea of hisbeiiiglhe most 
admirable person iy Europe. What a fool a great man is if he 
does not study to he affable —- weigh a prince's condescension in 
one scale, and all the cardinal virtues in the other, and the con¬ 
descension will outweigh them all. TheRegont of France ruined 
las country as much as he’welkcould do, and there was not a dry 
eye when he died! Even the memory of Charles II., who was, 
both privately and publicly, the most consummate rascal that 
England ever saw, is to this day rather popular than otherwise. 

A day had now effected a change — a great change in my fate. 
A new court — a new theatre of action — a ijew walk of ambition, 
were suddenly opfcned to me. Nothing could he more promising 
thau my first employment — nothing could he more pleasing than 
the anticipation of change. “ I must force myself to he agreeable 
to-night,” said I, as 1 dressed myself for the Regent's supper. 
“ I must leave behind me the remembrance of a bon mot , or I shall 
be forgotten.” . 

* Tb(* term Roue, now so comprehensive, was first given by tho 
Regent to a .select number of his friends: according to them, because 
they would lie broken on the wheel for lussake; according to himself, 
.because they deserved lo he so biokcn. — Eu. 
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And I was right, In that whirlpool, the capital of France, 
every thing sinks hut wit — that is always on the surface, and wc 
must cling to it vyth a firm grasp if we would not go down to — 
“ the deep oblivion.” 


CHAPTER X. 

Royal Exertions for the Good of the People. 

What a singular scene,was that private suppcrwith thcRcgent 
of France and his roues! The party consisted of twenty: nine gen¬ 
tlemen of the court besides myself, four men of low rank and 
character — but admirable buffoons — and six ladies, such ladies 
as the duke loved best — witty, lively, sarcastic, and good for 
nothing. 

Dc Chatran accosted me. 

“/a suis ravi, mon cher Morttieur Devereux,” said he, 
gravely, “to see you in such excellent company — you must be a 
little surprised to find yourself here!" 

“Not at all! Every scene is wqrth one visit. He, my good 
Monsieur Chatran, who goes to the House of Correction once is a 
philosopher — he who goes twice is a rogue! ” „ 

“Thank you, Count — what at.i I then — I have been here 
twenty times?” 

“ Why, I will answer you with a story. The soul of a Jesuit 
one night, when its body was asleep, wandered down to the lower 
regions; Satan caught it, and was about to consign it to some ap¬ 
propriate place; the soul tried hard to excuse itself: you know 
what a cunning thing a Jesuit’s soul is! ‘Monsieur Satan,’ said 
the spirit; ‘no king should punish a traveller as he would a native. 
Upon my honour, I am merely here en voyageur.' ‘Go, then, 
mon pere!’ said le bon Satan, and the soul ffew back to its body. 
But the Jesuit died, and came a Verier a second time. He was 
brought before his Satanic majesty, and made the same excuse. 
‘No, no,’ cried Beelzebub; • ‘ouce here Is to be only le dir.ble 
voyageur — twice here, and you are le diable tout bon.’” 

“Ha! ha! ha!” said Chatran, laughing; “l then am the 
diable tout bon! ’t is well 1 am no worse; for wc reckon the roues 
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a devilish deal worse than the very worst of the devils — but see, 
the Regent approaches us.” 

And, leaving a very pretty and enjouee looking lady, the Re¬ 
gent sauntered towards us. It was in walking, by the by, that 
he lost all the grare of his mien. I don’t know, however, that one 
wishes a great man to be graceful, so long ns he's familiar. 

“Aha, Monsieur Oevereux!” said he, “Vc will give you 
some lessons in cooking to-night — we shall show you how to pro¬ 
vide for yourself m that barbarous country which you arc about to 
visit. Tout ooyagrur (foil tout, savoir!" 

“A very adn liable saying; which leads me to understand that 
Monseigneur has been a great traveller,”, said I. 

“Ay, in all things ant \ all places — eh, Count!” answered 
the Regent, smiling; “but,” jjere he lowered his voice a little, 
“I have never yet learnt how you came so opportunely to our as¬ 
sistance that night. Dim iXe damne! hut it reminds me oflhe old 
story of the two sistersWnceting at a gallant’s house. ‘Oh, sister, 
how came you her*?’ said one, in virtuous amazement.• ‘Girl! 
mastrur!’ cries the othef; ‘{that brought you?’” * 

“Monseigneur is pleasant,” said 1 laughing; “ but a man does 
now aDd then (thqpgh I pwn it is very seldom) do a good action, 
without having previously resMved to commit a bad one!” 

“I like your parenthesis,” cried the Regent, “it reminds me 
of my friend St. Simon, who thinks so ill of mankind, that 1 asked 
him, one day, whether it was possible for him to despise any¬ 
thing more than men? ‘ Yes,’ said he, with a low bow, ‘women !’” 

■“His experience,” said I, glancing at«lhe female part of the 
coterie, “was, *1 must own, likely to lead him to that opinion." 

“None your sarcasms,* Monsieur," cried the Regent. 
“ L'amusement est vn lies besoins (ie I’homme — as I hear young 
Jmufl very pithily said the other day; and we owe gratitude to 
whomsoever it may be that supplies that want. Now, you will 
agree with me that none supply it like women; therefore we owe 
them gratitude — therefore we must not hear them abused, logi¬ 
cally proved, I think!” 

* The reader will remember a better version of lliis anecdote in one 
of ihe most popular of the Eughsh comedies. — Eu. 

Jh vereuje. 
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“Yes, indeed," said I, “it is a pleasure to find they liave so 
able an advocate; and that your Highness can so well apply to 
yourself both the assertions in the motto of the great master of for¬ 
tification, Vauban — ‘I destroy, but I defend.’”. 

“Enough,” said the duke, gaily, “now to our fortifications 
and he moved away towards the women. I followed the royal ex¬ 
ample; and soon found myself seated next to a pretty, and very 
small woman. We entered into conversation; and, when once 
begun, my fair companion to^ik care that it should not cease, with¬ 
out a miracle. liy the goddess Facundia, what volumes of words 
issued from that little mouth! and on all subjects too! church — 
slate — law — politics •— playhouses — lampoons — lace — 
liveries — kings — queens — roturiers • beggars — you would 
have thought, had you heard her, so vast was her confusion of all 
things, that chaos had come again.' Our royal In st did not escape 
her. “..You never before supped here \;n familla ,” said she, 

“Mon Dieu! it will do your heart good to sac how much the Re¬ 
gent will eat. He has such an appetite — you know he never cats 
any dinner, in order to eat the more a_t supper. You see that little 
dark woman he is talking to? — well, she is Madame da Purabere 
— he calls her his little black crow — Was there ever such a pet 
name? Cau you guess why he likes dier? Nay, never take the 
trouble of thinking — 1 will tell you at once — simply because she 
eats and drinks so much. Parole dthom.eur, ’t is true. The 
Regent says he likes sympathy in all things! — is it not droll? 
What a hideous old man is that Moca — his face looks as if it had 
caught the rainbow. That impudent fellow JhtOois scolded him 
for squeezing so many loais out of the good Regedt. The yellow 
creature attempted to deny the fay. ‘ Nay,’ cried pubois, you 
cannot coutradict me; I see their very ghosts ih your face.’” 

While my companion wag thus amusing herself, Moca, un¬ 
conscious of her panegyric on his personal attractions, joined us. 

“Ah! my dear JSoct," said the lady, mostiaflectionatcly, 
“how well you are looking! 1 am delighted to sec you.” 

“I do not doubt it,” said Noce, “for I have to inform you 
that your petition is granted; your husband will have the place.’’ 

“Oh, how eternally grateful 1 am to you! ” cried the lady in an 
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cilasy; “my poor dear husband will be so rejoiced. I wisli I had 
wings to fly io him! " 

The gallant A’oce uttered a compliment — i thought myself de 
trap , aud movefl away. I again encountered Chatran. 

“I overheard your conversation with Madame la Marquise," 
said he, smiling; “she has a bitter tongue — luts she not?" 

“ Very! how she abused the poor rogue A'oce! ” 

“Ves, and yet he is her lover ! ” 

“Her lover! — you astouish me; why, she seemed almost 
fond of her husband — the tears came in her eyes when she spoke 
of him.” 

“She is fond of him!” said Chatran, drily. “ She loves the. 
ground he treads on — it is precisely for that reason she favours 
JSocd; she is nev*r happy but when she is procuring something 
pour son c/ier bon mart. #vhe goes to spend a week at*,\'oce's 
country house, and writes to her husband, with a pen dipped in 
herbtood, saying* ‘My heart is with thee! 

“Certainly,” said If “/''ranee is the land of enigmas; the 
sphyni must have been a Pansienne. And when Jupiter made 
man, he made yvo natures utterly distinct from one another. 
One-was Human nature, and the other French nature!” 

At this moment supper was announced. We all adjourned to 
another apartment, where, to my great surprise, 1 observed the 
cloth laid — the sideboard loaded — the wines ready, but nothing 
to cat on the table! *A Madame de Savori, who was next me, uoted 
my -surprise. . 

“What astonishes you, Monsieur?” said she. 

1 L Ao!/iing\ Madame!” saiSI, “that is, the abseuce of all 
things.” 

“What! you expected to see suppfcr?” 

“I own my delusion — I did.” 

“It is not cooked yet! ” 

• “Oh! well, I can wait!” 

“And officiate loo!” said the petite Savori; — “in a word, 
this is one of the Regent’s cooking nights.” 

Scarcely had 1 received this explanation, before there was a 
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geneial adjournment to an inner apartment, it here all the neces¬ 
sary articles for cooking were ready to our hand. 

• “ The Regent led the way, 

To light us to our prey," 

and, with an irresistible gravity and importance of demeanour, 
entered upon the duties of chef. In a very short time we weie all 
eugaged. Nothing could exceed the zest with which every one 
seemed to enter into the rites of the kitchen. You would have 
imagined the) had been borit scullions, they handled the hatlenc 
dc cuisine so naturally. As for ine, 1 sought protection with Ma¬ 
dame de Savori; and as, fortunately, she was very deeply skilled 
in the science, she had o« - asion to employ me in many minor avo¬ 
cations which her experience taught her would not be above my 
comprehension. . ( 

After we had spent a certain time in this dignified occupation, 
we returned to the salle a manger. The attendants placed the 
dishes on the table, and we all fell to. \Vhcthcr out of self-love 
to their own performances, or complaisance to the performances 
of others, I cannot exactly say, butfertain it is that all the guests 
acquitted themselves d merveiUe; you would not have imagined 
the Regent the ouly one who had gone vvilhout'dinner to eat the 
more at supper. Even that devoted wife to btr cher bon mari, who 
had so severely dwelt upon the good Regent’s infirmity, occupied 
herself with an earnestness that would have seemed almost wolf- 
likc in a famished gienadicr. 

Very slight indeed was the conversation till the supper was 
nearly over, then the effects of the wine became more perceptible. 
The Regent was the first person who evinced that he had cat suffi¬ 
ciently to be able to talk. Utterly‘dispensing with th'e slightest veil 
of reserve or royally, he leant over the table, and poured forth a 
whole tide of jests. The gltesls then began to think it was in¬ 
decorous to stuff themselves any more, and, as well as they were 
able, they billowed their host’s example. But the most amusing 
personages were the buffoons: they mimicked, and joked, and 
lampooned, and lied, as if by inspiration. As the bottle cir¬ 
culated, and talk grew louder, the lampooning and the lying were 
not, however, confined to the buffoons. On the contrary, the 
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best born and best bred people seemed to excel the most iu those 
polite arts. Every person who boasted a fair name, or a decent 
reputation at court, was seized, condemned, »nd mangled iuau 
iuslant. And Ii8vv elaborately the good folks slandered! It was 
no hasty word and flippant repartee which did the. business of the 
absent — there was a precision, a polish, a Jabour of malice, 
which showed that each person had brought so rnany reputations 
already cut up. The good-natured conviv iulists differed from all 
other backbite)s that I have ever met, In the same manner as the 
toads o. Surinam differ from all other loads, viz.: their venomous 
offspring were not half formed, misshapen tadpoles of slander, 
but sprung at once into life — well shaped and fully developed. 

“Charitons cried the* Kcgcnt, whose eyes, winking and 
rolling, gave token of his approaching that stale which equals tho 
beggar to the king, “let us have a song. A ore, lift up thj^voice, 
and let us hear w hat the tokay has put into thy head! ” 

Aore obeyed, and £ang as men half drunk generally do sing. 

“ Odd!” whiSpcrcd the malicious Savori, “what a hideous 
screech — one would think hcdiad turned his Jure into a voice!” 

“ Hriwissimo /’’ cried the duke, when his guest had ceased, — 
“what happy people we are! Our doors are locked — not a soul 
can disturb us — we have pfeuty of wine — we arc goiug to gel 
drunk — and we have all Paris to abuse! What were you saying 
of Marshal Villars, my little Paraberc? ” 

And pounce went the little Parabcre upon the uufortunate 
marshal. At last, blander had a respite — nonsense began its 
reigii — the full Inspiration descended upon the orgies — the good 
people lost the use of their faculties. JNoise — clamour, uproar, 
broken bottlesy falling chairs, tftul — (I grieve to say) their occu¬ 
pants falling too — concluded th'c scene of the royal supper. Let 
ds drop the curtain. 

CHAl’TiiR XI. 

An Interview. 

I west a little out of my way, on departing from Paris, to visit 
Lord Bolingbroke, whejal that time was in the country. There are 
•some men whom one never really sees iu capitals; one secs their 
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masks, not themselves: Holingbrokc was ouc. It was in retire¬ 
ment, however brief it might be, that bis true nature expanded 
itself, and, weary of being admired, he allowed one to love, and 
even in the wildest course of his earlier excesses', lo respect him. 
My visit was limited to a few hours, but it made an indelible im¬ 
pression on me. 

“Onec more, 1 *’ I said, as we walked lo and fro in the garden 
of bis temporary retreat, “once more you are in your element: 
minister and statesman of'a prince, and chief supporter of the 
great plans which arc lo restore him to his throne.” 

A slight shade passed over JJolingbrokc's liuc brow. “To you, 
my constant friend,” said he, “to you — who of all my friends 
alone remained true iu exile, and unshaken by misfortune — to 
you I will confide a secret that I wpuld entrust lo uo other. 1 repent 
me already of having espoused this cause. 1 Sid so while yet the 
disgrace of an unmerited attainder tin|ied in my veins: while I was 
iu the full tide of those violent and warm ft ass ions which have so 
often misled me. Myself attainted — the best beloved of my asso¬ 
ciates In danger — my party deserted,' and seemingly lost but for 
some bold measure such as then offered; these were all that I saw. 
1 listened eagerly lo represenlatious 1 now find,.untrue; and I ac¬ 
cepted that rank and power from one {Jriuce which were so rudely and 
galiingly torn from me by another. I perceive that I have acted im¬ 
prudently, but what is done, is done; no private scruples, no 
private iuteresl shall make me waver in a cause that I have once 
pledged myself to serve; and if I can do au'ghl to make a weak 
cause powerful, and a divided party successful, 1 will; but, 
Dcvcreux, you are wrong, this is not my clement. Ever in the 
paths of strife, I have sighed foi*quiet, and, while most eager in 
pursuit of ambition, 1 have languished the most fondly for content. 
The littleness of intrigue disgusts me, and while the branches eft 
my power soared the highest, and spread with the most luxuriance, 
it galled me to think of the miry soil iu which that power was con¬ 
demned lo strike the roots ,* upon which it stood, aud by which 
it must be nourished.” 

* Occasional Writer — No. I. The litHor has. throughout this 
work, usually, but utu invariably, noted the passages in ltolmghrukea 
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1 answered Bolingbroke as men arc wont to answer statesmen 
who complain of their metier —half in compliment, half in contra¬ 
diction , but he replied with unusual seriousnesj. 

“J)o nul limit i affect to speak thus: you know how eagerly I 
snatch any respite from stale, and hovi uumovcdly J have borne 
the loss of prosperity and of power. You arc now about to enter 
those perilous paths which I bare trod for years.* Your passions, 
like mine, are strong! Beware, oh, beware, bow you indulge 
them without restraint! They are tlw tires which should warm: 
let them not he the fires which destroy.” 

Bolingbroke paused in evident and great agitation — he re¬ 
sumed: “J speak strongly, for I sptjjtk in bitterness; I was 
thrown early into the world; my whole education had been framed 
to make inc ambitious: it succeeded in its end. I was ambitious, 
and of ail success*—success in pleasure, success in fame. To 
wean me from the former,^ny friends persuaded me tomnrry— 
they chose my wife ISr her connexions and her fortune, and I 
gained those advantages at the. expense of what was heller than 
either — happiness ! Yofi kpow how unfortunate has been that 
marriage, and how young I was when it was contracted. Can you 
wonder that it failed in tip: desired effect? Every one courted me, 
every temptation assailed me* pleasure even became more alluring 
abroad, when at home I had no longer the hope of peace: the in ¬ 
dulgence of one passion begat the indulgence of another; and, 
though my betlcr sense prompter/ all my actions, it never re¬ 
strained them to a proper limit. Thus the commencement of my 
actions has been generally prudent, and ijicir continuation lias 
deviated into rastmess, or plunged inlo excess. Detereux, I have 
paid the forfeit of my errors with a terrible interest — when my 
motives have been pure, men have seen a fault in the conduct, 
and calumniated the motives; when my conduct has been blame¬ 
less, men have remembered its former errors, and asserted that 
its present goodness only arose from sonic sinister intention — 
Unis I have been termed crafty, when 1 was in reality rash, and 


writings, m which there occur similes, illustrations, or striking thoughts, 
eorre.s|»ofi<lont with those in the text. 
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that was called the inconsistency of interest which in reality was 
the inconstancy of passion.* 1 have reason therefore to warn you 
how you suffer yot^r subjects to become your tyrants; and believe 
me no experience is so deep as that of one who has committed 
faults, and who has discotered their causes.” 

“Apply, my dear lord, that experience to your future career. 
You remember vVnat the most sagacious of all pedants,** even 
though he was an Emperor, has so happily expressed — ‘Repent¬ 
ance is a goddess, and the preserver of those who have erred.’ ” 

“May I,find her so!” answered Bolingbrokc; “hut as Mon¬ 
taigne, or Charron would say 'I’homme se pipe’*** ‘man is 
at once his own sharper ( and his own bubble.’ We make vast 
promises to ourselves, and a passion, an example sweeps even 
the remembrance of those promises from our minds. One is loo 
apt to believe men hypocrites, if their conduct!'squares not with 
their sentiments; but perhaps no victris mare rare, for no task 
is more diJJicnU, than systematic hypocrisy: and the same 
susceptibility which exposes men to be easily, impressed by the 
allurements of vice renders them at Jieaf t most struck by the love¬ 
liness of virtue. Thus, their language and their hearts worship 
the divinity of the latter, while their conduct sjrays the most er- 
ringly towards the false shrines over which the former presides. 

* This I do believe to be the real (though perhaps it is a new) light 
in which Lord Bolingbroke’s life and character are to he viewed. The 
same writers who tell us of his ungovernable passions, always prefix to 
his name the epithets “designing, cunning, craft),” die. Now I will 
venture to tell these historians that, if they had studied hurnau nature 
instead of party pamphlets , they would have discovered that there arc 
Certain incompatible qualities which can never be united in one charac¬ 
ter — that no man can have violent passions to which httii in the /mbit 
of yielding , and be systematically crafty and designing. No man can be 
all heat, and at the same time all coolness; hut opposite causes nof 
unoften produce like effects. "Passion usually makes men changeable, 
so sometimes docs craft; hence the mistake of the uninquiring or tbo 
shallow; and hence while *** writes, and ***• compiles, will the cha¬ 
racters of great men be transmitted to posterity mis-stated and Re¬ 
lied. — Ed. 

** The Emperor Julian. The original expression is paraphrased in 
the text. 

*’* “ Spirit of Patriotism. ” 
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Yes! I have never been blind to the surpassing excellence of 
Goon. The still sweet whispers of virtue have been heard, even 
when the storm has been loudest, and the bark of reason been 
driven the most Impetuously over the waves: and, at this moment, 
I am impressed with a foreboding that, sooner or later, the 
whispers will not only be heard, but their suggestion be obeyed; 
and that, far from courts and intrigue, from dresipation and am¬ 
bition, I shall learn, in retirement, the true principles of wisdom, 
and the real ol jects of life/* • 

Thus did Itolingbroke converse, and thus did 1 listen, till it 
was time to depart. 1 left him impressed with a melancholy that 
was rather soothing than distasteful. Whatever were the faults of 
that most extraordinary an<l most dazzling genius, no one was ever 
more candid* in confessing his frrors. A systematical!) had man 
either ridicules wflat is good, or disbelieves in its existence; but 
no man can he hardened in Tice whose heart is still sensible of the 
excellence and tlrti gloflr of virtue. 

• 

* It is impossible to rftid Jlie letter to Sir W. Windham, without 
being remarkably struck with the dignified and vet open candour which 
it displays. The same candour is equally visible in whatever relates to 
hi nitrify in all LoriWBolingbroke’s writings and correspondence, end vet, 
candour is the last attribute ufuallv conceded to him. But never was 
there a writer whom people have talked of more and read less; and I do 
not know a greater proof of this than the ever-repeated assertion (echoed 
from a most, incompetent authontj) of the said letter to Sir W. Windham 
being the finest of all Lord Bolinghroke’s writings. It is an article of 
great value to the history ol the times; hut, as to all the higher graces 
and.qualities of composition, it is one of the least striking (and on the 
other hand it is gne °f the most verbally incorrect) which he has be¬ 
queathed to us (the posthumous works always excepted). 1 am not sure 
whether the inpsl brilliant passages — the most noble illustrations — 
the most profound reflections, and most useful truths — to he found in 
all his writings, are not to be gathered from the least popular ol them 
— such as that volume entitled *'Political Tracts. ” — Ei>. 
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BOOK V. 


CHAPTER 1. 

"A l’orlrait. 

Mvktkrious impulse at the heart, which never suffers us to 
he at rest, which urges up onward as by an unseen, yet irresistible, 
law — humau planets in a petty orbit, hurried for ever and for 
ever, till our course is run and our light is quenched — through 
the circle of a dark and impenetrable destiny I'urt thou not some 
faint forecast and type of our wandAings hereafter? of the un- 
slumbcring nature of the soul? of the everlasting progress which 
we are pre-doomed to make through the countless steps, and 
realms, and harmonies in the infinite Creation? Oh, often in nij 
rovings have 1 dared to dream so , often have f soared on the wild 
wiugs of thought above the “smoke and stir”, of this dim earth, 
and wrought, from the restless visions of my mind, a chart of the 
glories and the wouders which the released spirit may hereafter 
visit and behold! 

What a glad awakening from self, — what a sparkling and fresh 
draught from a new source of being, — what a wheel within wheel, 
animating, impelling, amusing all the rest of this animal machine, 
is the first excitation of Travel! The first free “escape from the 
bonds of the linked and lame Iifo of cities aud social vices, — the 
jaded pleasure and the hollow love, the monotonous round of 
sordid objects and dull desires, — the eternal drain that binds us 
to things and beings, mockeries of ourselves, — alike, but oh, 
bow different! the shock that brings us nearer to nr,en only to make 
us strive against them, and learn, from the harsh contest of ve : led 
deceit and open force, that the more we share the aims of others 
the more deeply and basely rooted we grow to the littleness ■«(' 
self. 
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I passed more lingeringly through Frame than I did through 
the other portions of my route. I had dwelt long enough in the 
capital to be anxious to survey the country. 1] was then that the 
last scale whiehathe magic of Louis Qtiatorzc and the memory of 
his gorgeous court had left upon the moral eye, fell off, and 1 saw 
the real essence of that monarch’s greatness and the true relics of 
his reign. 1 saw the poor, and the degraded,'and the racked, 
and th priest-ridden, tillers and peoplers of the soil, which 
made the substance beneath the glittering and false surface — the 
body o'.' that vast empire, of which 1 had hitherto beheld only the 
face, and tii it uarkly, and for the most part covered by a mask 1 

No man can look upon France, beautiful France, her rich soil, 
her temperate, yet maturing, clime, the gallant and bold spirits 
which she. produces, her boundaries so indicated and protected by 
nature itself, her Sdvanlages of oceali and land, of commerce and 
agriculture, and not wonefrr that her prosperity shuuliPbc so 
bloated, and her real state so wretched and diseased. 

Let Jingland d»a\v the moral, and beware not only of wars 
which exhaust, but of goAertjmenls which impoverish. A waste 
of the public wealth is the most lasting of public afflictions; and 
‘ the treasury whiejj is drained by extravagance must be relilied by 
crime. ’ * 

1 remember one beautiful evening an accident to my carriage 
occasioned my sojourn for a whole afternoon in a small village. The 
Cure honoured me with a visit, and we strolled, alter a slight 
repast, into the hamlet. The priest was complaisant, quiet in 
manner, and not ill informed, for his obscure station and scanty 
opportunities oftnowlcdge; be did not seem, however, to possess 
the vivacity of his countrymen,shut was rather melancholy and 
pensive, not only in his expression of countenance, hut bis east 
of thought. 

“ Vou have a charming scene here; I almost feel as if it were 
a sin to leave it no soon.” 

.AVewere, indeed, in a pleasant aud alluring spot at the time 
1 addressed this observation to the good Curd. A little rivulet 
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emerged from a copse to the left, aod ran sparkling and dimpling 
beneath our feet, to deck with a more living verdure the village 
green, which it intersected with a winding, nor unmclodious 
stream. We had paused, and I was leaning against an old and 
solitary ehesnut-trcc, which commanded the whole scene. The 
village was a little in the rear, and the smoke from its few chim- 
nies, rose slowly and bcautoously to the silent and deep skies, not 
wholly unlike the human wishes, which, though they spring from 
the grossness and the tunics of earth, purify themselves as they 
ascend to Heaven. And from the village, (when other souuds, 
which I shall note presently, were for an instant still ,) came the 
whoop of children, mellowed, by distance, into a confused, yet 
thrilling sound, which Ic'd upon the heart like the voice of our goue 
childhood itself. Before, in the far expanse, stretched a chain of 
hills on which the autumn san sunk slowly, pouring its yellow 
beamvjvcr groupes of peasantry, wliuch, on the opposite side of 
the rivulet and at some interval from us,.were scattered, partly 
over the green, anti partly gathered beneath the shade of a little 
grove. The former were of the young, -and those to whom youth's 
sports are dear, and were dancing to the merry music, which 
(ever and anon blended with the laugh and the tone of a louder jest,) 
Boated joyously on our ears. The fathers and matrons of the ham¬ 
let were inhaling a more quiet joy beneath the trees, and 1 involun¬ 
tarily gav e a tenderer interest to their converse, liy supposing them 
to sanction to each other the rustic loves which they might survey 
among their children. 

“ Will not Monsieur draw nearer to the dancers,” said the 
Curii; “there is a piank thrown over the rivulet a little lower 
down?” (l 

“No!” said I, “perhaps they arc seen to better advantage 
where we are — what mirth a wiil bear too close an inspection?” 

“True, Sir,” remarked the priest, and he sighed. 

“Vet,” 1 resumed, musingly, and 1 spoke father to myself 
than to my companion, “yet, how happy do they scent! what a 
revival of our Arcadian dreams are the flute and the dance, the 
glossy trees all glowiogin the autumn sunset, the green sod, aod 
the murmuring rill, and the buoyaut laugh startling the satyr in 
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his leafy haunts; and the rural loves which will grow sweeter still 
when the sun has set, and the twilight has made the sigh more 
tender, and the blush of a mellower hue! Ah, why is it only the 
revival of a dreaiy ? why must it be only an interval of labour and 
woe — the brief saturnalia of slav es — the green resting spot in a 
dreary and long road of travail and toil?” 

“ Fou arc the first slrauger I have met,” saidtlhe Cure, “who 
seems to pierce beneath the thin veil of our Gallic gaiety; the first 
to whom the scene we now survey is fraught w ith other feelings 
than a ''clief in the happiness of our peasantry, and an envy at ils 
imagined exuberance. Hut as it is not the happiest individuals, so 
I fear it is not the, happiest nations, that arc the gayest.” 

I looked at the Cure with some surprise. “Your remark is 
deeper than the ordinary wisBom of your tribe, my father,” said I. 

“I have travelled over three pSrtsuf the globe,” answered the 
Cure; “I was not always intended for what 1 am;" and the 
priest's mild eyes llasljpd with a sudden light, that as suddenly 
died away. “Yes^i have travelled over the greater part of the 
known world,” he repealed, in a more quiet tone, “and 1 have 
noted that where a man has many comforts to guard, and many 
rights to defend, he neeessarily shares the thought and the se¬ 
riousness of those \?ho feet tlie.v aluo of a treasure which they pos¬ 
sess, and whose most earnest meditations are intent upon pro¬ 
viding against its loss. I have noted, too, that the joy produced 
by a momentary suspense of labour is naturally great, in propor¬ 
tion to the toil; hencp it is that no European mirth is so wild as 
that of the Indian slave, when a brief holiday releases him from his 
task. Alas! thatwery mirth is the strongest evidence of the weight 
of the previous chains; even as, t in ourselves, we find the hap¬ 
piest moment w?c enjoy is that imraediatclysuccecdingthe cessation 
of deep sorrow to the mind, or v iolent torture to the body.” * 

* This reflection, if true, may console us for the loss of those ul- 
lago itanees and peSsant holidays for which “merry England” wax onco 
Celebrated. The loss of them has been ascribed to the gloomy influence 
of the Puritans: hut il has never occurred to the good poets, who have 
so njumneu over that loss, that it is also to he ascribed loti xf/ibnly 
Which those Puritans grutralhtt/, if Ihev did not introduce. — Co. 
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I was struck by this observation of the priest. 

“I see now,” said I, “that, as an Englishman, I have no 
reason to repine at the proverbial gravity of my countrymen, or to 
envy the lighter spirit of the sons of Italy and France.” 

“No,” said the CurA, “the happiest nations are those in 
w hose people you witness the least sensible reverses from gaiety to 
dejection; and that thought , which is the noblest characteristic 
of the isolated man, is also that of a people. Freemen are serious, 
they have objects at their heart worthy to engross attention. It 
is reserved for slaves to indulge in groans at one moment and 
laughter at another.” 

“At that rale,” said I, “the best sign for France will be 
when the gaiety of her ^Ans is no longer a just proverb, and tbe 
laughing lip is succeeded by the thoughtful brow.” 

“That day will he the Hogird of our politic^ happiness,” said 
the Card. *: 

And wc remained silent for several miputes; our conversation 
had shed a gloom over the light scene before j>s , aud the voice of 
the flute no longer sounded musically,,ou my car. I proposed lu 
the Curd to return to my eiubrrgc! As wc walked slowly in that 
direction, I surveyed my companion more attentively than I had 
hitherto done. He was a model oC.makulintf vigour aud grace of 
form; and, had I not looked earnestly upon his check, I should 
have thought him likely to outlive the very oaks around the hamlet 
church where he presided. But the cheek was worn aud hectic, 
and seemed to indicate that the keen fire wljieh burns at the deep 
heart, unseen, but unslaking, would consume the mortal fuel, 
long before Time should even have commenced his gradual decay. 

“You have travelled then much, Sir?’.’ said I, and the tone 
of my voice was that of curiosity. 

The good Cure penetrated into my desire to hear something of 
his adventures; and few are the recluses who are not gratified by 
the interest of others, or who are unwilling to reward it by recall¬ 
ing those portions of life most cherished by themselves. Before 
we parted that night, he told me his little history. He had been 
educated for the army; before he entered the profession he had 
seen the daughter of a neighbour — loved her — and the ok 1 
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r-fory — she loved him again, and died before the love passed the 
ordeal of marriage. He had no longer a desire for glory, but he 
had for eicilenient. lie sold his little property and fra\ellcd,.as 
he had said , fo» nearly fourteen years, equally over the polished 
lands of Europe, and the far climates, where Truth seems fable, 
ami Fiction finds her own legends realized or excelled. 

lie returned home, poor in pocket, and Wearied in spirit, 
lie became what I beheld him. “Sly lot is fixed now,” said he, 
in conclusion; “ but 1 find there is alUhr difference between quiet 
and content; my t 'art cats itself away here: it is the moth fretting 
the garment laid by, more than the storm or the fray would have 
worn it.” 

1 said something, coijunon-place enough, about solitude, 
and the blessings of competency, and the country. The Curd 
shook his head Jcutly, hut made no answer; perhaps lie did 
wisely in thinking the fccifngs are ever hey mid the reach of a 
stranger’s reasoning. »\Ve parted more affectionately than ac¬ 
quaintances of so »hort a dale usually do; and when I returned 
liom Russia, 1 slopped at the tillage on purpose In inquire after 
him. A few months had done the work: the moth had already 
fretted away the hjjmau garment; and 1 walked to his lowly ami 
nameless grave, and felt thafil contained the only quiet in which 
monotony is not blended with regret! 


CHAPTER 11. 

The Entrance ints Petersburg — a Keneontre with an inquisitive amt 
mysterious stranger ■— .Nothing like Travel. 

. • 

lr was certainly like entering a new world when l had the frigid 
felicity of entering Russia. 1 expccted»to have found Pelcrsburgh 
a wonderful city, and I was disappointed; it was a wonderful be¬ 
ginning of a city, and that was all I ought to have expected. But 
nevey, I believe, was there a place which there was so much diffl- 
c ulty in arriving at: such winds — such climate — such police ar~ 
r.inm'ineiUs — arranged, too, by such fellows! six feet high, 
with nothing human about them, but their uucleauness ami fero- 
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city! Such vexatious delays, difficulties, ordeals, through which 
it was necessary to pass, and to pass, too, with an air of the 
most perfect satisfaction and content. By the lord! one would 
have imagined , at all events, it must be an cmhy paradise, to 
be so arduous of access, instead of a Dutch-looking town, with 
comfortless canals, and the most terrible climate in which a ci¬ 
vilized creature •H as ever frozen to death. “ It is just the city a na¬ 
tion of hears would build, if bears ever become architects," said 
1 to myself, as 1 entered tl'e northern capital, with my teeth chat¬ 
tering , and my limbs iu a slate of perfect insensibility. 

My vehicle stopped, at last, at a hotel to which I had been 
directed. Jt was a circumstance 1 believe peculiar to Pelersburgli, 
that, at the time I speak of, none of its streets had a name: and 
if one wanted to find out a bouse, one was forced to do so by oral 
description. A pleasant tiling it was, too, fo stop in the middle 
of a‘street, to listen to such desert-ption at full length, and find 
one’s self rapidly becoming ice as the detail progressed. Alterlwas 
lodged, thawed, and fed, 1 fell fast asleep, end slept for eighteen 
hours, without waking once; —,to Day mind, it was a miracle 
that I ever woke again. 

1 then dressed myself, and, taking my interpreter who was a 
Livonian, a great rascal, but clever, who washed twice a week, 
and did not wear a beard above eight inches long, I put myself into 
my carriage, and went to deliver my letters of introduction. I had 
one in particular to the Admiral Apraxin; and it was with him that 
I was directed to confer, previous to seeking an interview with the 
Kmpcror. Aecordipgly I repaired to his hotel, which was situated 
on a sort of quay, and was really, for Pelersburgli, very magni¬ 
ficent. In this quarter, then,* or a little Inter, Jived about thirty 
other officers of the court, General Jagoyinsky, General Gyer- 
nicliolf, Ac.; and, appropriately enough, the most remarkable 
public building in the vicinity, is the great slaughter-house'—a 
line specimen that of practical satire! . 

On endeavouring to pass through the Admiral’s hall, I had the 
mortification of finding myself rejected by his domestics. As two 
men, in military attire, were instantly admitted, I thought-this a 
little hard upon a man who had travelled so far to see his ai£- 
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miralship, arid, accordingly, hinted my indignation to Ytr. Mus- 
colofsky, my interpreter. 

“ You are not so richly dressed as those genl(pnieu," said he. 

“That is the reason, is it?” 

“If it so please St. Nicholas it is; and besides, those gentle¬ 
men have two men running before them, to cry ‘Clear the way’.”’ 

“I had better, then, dress myself better, ano'take two araul 
couriers. ” 

“ If it so please Sc Nicholas.” 

Upon this I returned , robed myself in scarlet and gold, took 
a couple of lacqueys, returned to Admiral Apr.ivin’s, and was 
admitted in an instant. "Who would bayg thought these savages 
so like us? Appearances, you see, produce tealilies all over the 
world! 

The. admiral, w*io was a very grcAl man al court — though lie 
narrowly escaped Siberia, o,*the knout, some time after — was 
civil enough to me; butW soon saw that, favourite as he was with 
the. Czar, that great»man left but petty moves in the grand chess¬ 
board of politics to be played Jiy any hut himself: and my proper 
plan in this court appeared evidently to be unlike that pursued in 
most others, whereat is better to win the favourite than the prince. 
Accordingly, I lost no time ire seeking an interview with the Czar 
himself, and readily obtained an appointment to that effect. 

On the day before the interview took place, I amused myself 
with walking over the city, gazing upon its growing grandeur, and 
tasting, in especial,*a wistful eye upon the fortress or citadel, 
which is situated in an island, surrounded by,the city; and upon 
the building of wlfieh more than one hundred thousand men arc 
supposed to liav^e perished. So g.veat a sacrilice docs it require to 
conquer nature. 

AYhile I was thus amusing myself, I .observed a man iu a small 
chaise with one horse pass me tw ice, and look at .me very earnestly. 
Like most of my countrymen, I do not love to be stared at: how¬ 
ever,. I thought it better in that unknown country to change my in¬ 
tended frown for a good-natured expression of countenance, and 
lurnedaway. A singular sight now struck my attention, a couple 
“litmen with beards that would have bidden a cassowary, were 

UtoeTvux. 
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•walking slowly along in their curious long garments, and certainly 
(I say it reverently) disgracing the semblance of humanity, when, 
just as they canie ( by a gate, two other men of astonishing height, 
started forth, each armed with a pair of shears.* Before a second 
was over, off went the beards of the two first passengers; and be¬ 
fore another second expired, off went the skirls of their garments 
too — I never srfvv excrescences so expeditiously lopped. The two 
operators, who preserved a profound silence during this brief 
affair, then retired a little,, and the mutilated wanderers pursued 
their way with an air of extreme discointiture. 

“Nothing like travel, certainly!" said I unconsciously aloud. 

“True!” said a vojee in English behind me, I turned, and 
saw the man who had noticed me so earnestly in the one horse 
chaise, lie was a tall, robust man, dressed very plainly, and 
even shabbily, in a green uniform, with a narrow and tarnished 
gold lace; and i judged him to he a foreigner, like myself, though 
liis accent and pronunciation evidently showed that he was not a 
native of the country in whose language hc-ucvpsted me. 

“Jt is very true,” said lie again,; “rhere is nothing like travel!” 

“And travel," 1 rejoined, courteously, “in those places 
where travel seldom extends. I have only been six days at Pelers- 
burgh, and, till I came hither, J»knew nutting of the variety of 
human nature or the power of human genius. But w ill you allow 
me to ask the meaning of the very singular occurrence we have just 
witnessed?” 

“Oh, nothing,” rejoined the man, wilk a broad strong smile, 

‘ ‘ noihing hut an attempt to make men out of brutes. This custom 
of shaving is not, thank Heaven, much wautedViow — some years 
ago it was requisite to have several stations, for barbers and tailors 
to perform their duties in. Now this is very seldom necessary: 
those gentlemen were especially marked out for the operation. By 
— (aud here the man swore a hearty English and somewhat sea¬ 
faring oath, which a little astonished me in the streets of Pcters- 
burgb) I wish it were as easy to lop off all old customs! that it 
were as easy to clip the beard of the mind, Sir! Ha — ha! ” 

“But the Czar must have found a little difficulty in effecting 
even this outward amendment, aud to say truth, I see so man-;,-" 
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beards about still thall thiuk the reform has been more partial than 
universal.” 

“Ah, those are the beards of the, commoif people, the Czar 
leaves those for ftie present. Have, you seen the docks yet?” 

“ No: I ain not sufficiently a sailor to take much interest in 
them.” 

“Humph! humph! you are a soldier, perhaps?" 

“ I nope to be so one day or other — I am not jet! ” 

“Not yet! humph! there are opportunities in plenty for those 
who wish it — wl it is your profession then, and what do you 
know best?” 

I was certainly not charmed with thuhoncsi inquisitiveness of 
the stranger. “Sir,” sank I, “Sir, my profession is to answer 
no questions; and what I know l»est p-to hold my tongue ! ” 

The stranger laughed ojit. “Well, well, that is v^ial all 
Englishmen know best!” said be; “lint don't be offended — if 
yon will come home with me I will give you a glass of brandy! ” 

“1 am very imfl'h obliged for the offer, but business obliges 
me do decline it — good morning, Sir.” 

“Good morning ! " answered the man, slightly moving his hat, 
in answer to my salutation. 

Wc separated, aslthougllt, but 1 was mistaken. As ill-luck 
would have it, I lost my %ay in endeavouring to return home. 
While 1 was interrogating a French artizan, who seemed in a pro¬ 
digious hurry, as to my best route, up comes my inquisitive friend 
in green again, “fla! you have lost your way — lean pul you 
into it better that pny man in Petersburgh! ’’ ' 

I thought it right to accept the offer; and we moved on, side 
by side. 1 now looked pretty attentively at my gentleman. I have 
said that he was tall and stout—he was also remarkably well-built, 
and had a kind of seaman’s ease and freedom of gait and manner. 
His countenance was very peculiar; short, firm, and strongly 
marked; a small', but thick mustaebio, covered his upper lip — 
the rest of his face was shaved. His mouth was wide, but closed, 
when silent, with that expression of iron resolution which no fea¬ 
ture but the mouth can convey. His eyes were large, well-opened, 
■and rather stern; and when, which was often iu the course of con- 
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vcrsation, he pushed back his hat from his forehead, the motion 
developed two strong deep wrinkles between the eye-brows, which 
might be indicative either of thought or of irascibility — perhaps of 
both. lie spoke quick, and with a little occasional embarrass¬ 
ment of voice, which, however, never communicated itself to his 
manner. He seeped, indeed, to have a perfect acquaintance with 
the mazes of the growing city; and, every now and then, stopped 
to say when such a house was built — whither such a street was to 
lead, <kc. As each of thede details betrayed some great triumph 
over natural obstacles, and sometimes over national prejudice, I 
could not help dropping a few enthusiastic expressions in praise of 
the genius of the Czar. The man’s eyes sparkled as he heard them. 

“ It is easy to see,” said 1, “ that y iu sympathize with me, and 
that the admiration of this great u an is notcouliuedtoKiiglishrnen. 
llow little in comparison seem all otlipr monarch’s : they ruiu king¬ 
doms — the Czar creates one. The whole history of the world does 
not alford an instance of triumphs so vasf— so important — so 
glorious as his have been. How his subjects Should adore him 1 ” 

“ No,” said the stranger, with an altered and thoughtful man¬ 
ner, “it is not his subjects, hut Ihcir posterity, that will appre¬ 
ciate his motives, and forgive him for wishi lg Russia to be an 
empire of sins. The present generation may sometimes he 
laughed, sometimes forced, out of their more barbarous habits 
and brute-like customs, hut they cannot be reasoned out of them; 
and they don’t love the man who attempts to do it. Why, Sir, I 
question whether Ivan IV., who used to butcher the dogs between 
prayers for an occupation, and between meals for an appetite, I 
question whether his memory is not to the full as much loved as the 
living Czar. . I know, at least, t’nat, whenever the latter attempts 
a reform, the good Muscovites shrug up their shoulders, and mut¬ 
ter, ‘ We did not do these filings in the good old days of Ivan IV.’ ” 
“Ah! the people of all nations are wonderfully attached to 
their ancient customs. I will tell you who seem 16 me to have been 
the greatest enemies we living men ever had — our ancestors! ” 

“Ha, ha! — true —good!” cried the stranger; and then, after 

a short pause, he said, in a tone of deep feeling which not hitherto_ 

seemed at all a part of his character, “ We should do that which is 
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good to the human race, from some principle withiu, arid should 
not therefore abate our efforts for the opposition, the rancour, or 
the ingratitude that we experience without. , It will he enough 
reward for Peter I., if hereafter, when (in that circulation of 
knowledge throughout the world which I can compare to nothing 
better than the circulation of the blood in the human body) the 
glory of Russia shall rest, not upon the cxleiJV of her dominions, 
but H at of her civilisation — not upon the number of inhabitants, 
embruted am' besotted, but the miitfbcr of enlightened, of pros¬ 
perous, aud of free men; it will he enough for him, if he be con¬ 
sidered to have mid the first stone of that great change — if his 
labours be fairly weighed against Ih^ obstacles which opposed 
them — if, for his honest, end unceasing endeavour to improve 
millions, is not too severely judged for offences iu muorc limited 
circle — and if, <iu consideration o'f having fought the great battle 
against custom, circumstances, aud opposing uaturif, he be 
sometimes forgiven Sir not having invariably conquered himself.” 

As the stranger broke off abruptly, I could not hut feel a little 
impressed by his words Aid ^he energy with which they were spoken. 
AVe were now in sight of my lodging. 1 asked my guide to enter 
it; but the change in our conversation seemed to have uulilted him 
a little for my companionship. 

“.No,” said he, “I have business now; wc shall meet agaiu; 
what’s jour name?" 

“Certainly,” thought I, “no man ever scrupled so little to ask 
plain questions: ” however, I answered him truly and freely. 

■ “lJevereux! ” said he, as if surprised: ‘,‘IIa! —well—we shall 
meet again, (food day.” 

CHAPTER III. 

The Czar — the Czarina — a FeasPat a Russian Nobleman's. 

The next day I dressed myself in myrichcstatlirc; and, accord¬ 
ing lo my appointment, went with as much state as I could com¬ 
mand to the Czar’s palace (if an exceedingly humble abode can de¬ 
serve so proud an appellation). Although my mission was private, 

I was a little surprised by the extreme simplicity and absence from 
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pomp which the royal residence prescnlcd. 1 was ushered for a 
lew moments into a paltry anlichambcr, in which were several mo¬ 
dels of ships, cannon, and houses; two or three indifferent portraits 
— one of King William Ilf,, another of Lord Carmarthen. 1 was 
then at once admitted into the royal presence. 

There were only two persons in the room -one a female, the 
other a man; no 'officers, no courtiers, uo attendants, none of the 
insignia nor the witnesses of majesty. The female w r as Catherine, 
the Czarina; the man was the stranger I had met the day before 
and I’eter the Great. 1 was a little startled at the identity of the 
Czar with my inquisitive acquaintance. However, 1 put on as as¬ 
sured a countenance as i qviiifd. Indeed, J had spoken sufficiently 
well of the royal person to feel very li/fle apprehension al having 
unconsciously paid so slight a respect to the royal dignity. 

“Ho — ho!’’ cried the Czar, as I reverentiy'approaehcd him; 
“I told^you we should meet soon! ”an$, turning round, he present¬ 
ed me to her majesty. That extraordinary woman received me 
very graciously; and, though 1 had been a spectator of the most ar- 
tificial and magnificent court in Europe, 1 must confess that Icould 
detect nothing in the Czarina’s air calculated to betray her having 
been Hie servant of a Lutheran minister and tin;, w ife of a Swedish 
dragoon. Whether it was that greatness was natural to her, or 
w hether (which was more probable) she was an instance of the, 
truth of Suckling’s hacknicd thought, in Hrcimoralt— “ Success K 
a rare paint— hides all the ugliness.” 

While I was making my salulalions, (he Czarina rose very quiet¬ 
ly, and presenlly, to ciy no small astonishment, brought me with 
her own hand, a tolerably large glass of raw brandy. There is no¬ 
thing in the world I hale so much as brandy; however, 1 swallowed 
the potation as if it had been nectar, and made some fine, speech 
about it, which the good Czarina did not seem perfectly to under¬ 
stand. I then, after a few preliminary observations, entered upon 
my main business with the Czar. Her majeslysat ala little distance, 
but evidently listened very attentively to the conversation. 1 could 
not but be struck with the singularly hold and strong sense of my 
royal host. There was no hope of deluding or misleading him by 
diplomatic subterfuge. The only way by which that wonderful ,, 
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mau was cut misled was through his passions. His reason con¬ 
quered all errors but those of temperament. I turned the conver¬ 
sation as artfully as I could upon Sweden and ftharlcs'Xll. “ Ha¬ 
tred to one povftr," thought I, “may produce love to another; and 
if it does, the child will spring from a very vigorous parent." While 
1 was on this subject, i observed a most fearful convulsion oomc 
over the face of the Czar — one so fearful that 1 involuntarily 
looked away. Fortunate was it that I did so. Nothing ever enraged 
him more than being observed in tlrtisc constitutional contortions 
of countenance V *hich from his youth he had been subjected. 

Alter 1 had conversed with the Czar as long as 1 thought deco¬ 
rum permitted, I rose to depart. He dismissed me very complai¬ 
sant!;. I re-entered my <«nc equipage, and took dumbest of my 
way home. % 

Two or three ^lays afterwards, the Czar ordered me l£ he in¬ 
vited to a grand dinnei at Apraxin’s. I went there, and soon 
found myself in eonvetsalion with a droll little man, a Dutch mi¬ 
nister, and a grial favourite with the Czar. The admiral and 
Madame m femme , before v»e sat down to eat, handed round to 
each of their company a glass of brandy on a plate. 

“What an odious custom K* whispered the little Dutch mi¬ 
nister, smacking Ins lips, * however, with au air of tolerable 
content. 

“Why,” said I, prudently, “all countries have their cus¬ 
toms. Some centuries ago, a French traveller thought it horrible 
in us Englishmen Ideal raw oysters. But the Knglisli were in the 
right to eat oysters; and perhaps, by and bj , so mueh does civi¬ 
lisation increase , we shall think the Russians in the right to drink 
brandy. Buljcally, (we had uflw sat down to the entertainment,) 
1 am agreeably surprised here. 'All the guests are dressed like my 
owu countrymen; a great decorum reigns around. If it were a 
little less cold, 1 might fancy myself in London or in Paris.” 

“ Wui," quoth the little Dutchman, with his mouth full of 
jelly b'- ih — “wait till you hear them talk. What think you, 
now , t.‘ i. dy next me is saying?" 

“1 e,m,. ;i guess — hut she has the prettiest smile in the world; 
and there is something at once so kiud and so respectful in her 
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manner that I should say she was either asking some great favour, 
or returning thanks for one.” 

“Right,” cried the little minister, “I will interpret for you. 
She is saying to that old gentleman — ‘Sir, 1 am extremely grate¬ 
ful — (and may St. Nicholas bless you for it) — for your very great 
kindness in having, the day before yesterday, at your sumptuous 
entertainment, made me so deliciously — drunk! ” 

“You are witty, Monsieur,” said!, smiling. Si non e vero 
e bon Irovalo." 

“By my soul, it is true,” cried the. Dutchman; “but, hush! — 
see, they are going to cut up that great pie.” 

I turned my eyes to tbs centre of the table, which was orna¬ 
mented with a huge pasty. Presently i-t was cut open, and out — 
walked a lildeous little dwarf. , 

“^re they going to eat him?” said I. 

“Ha — ha!” laughed the Dutchman. “No! this is a fashion 
of the Czar’s, which the admiral thinks it-'good policy to follow. 
See, it tickles the liebete Russians. They ardhjuite merry on it.” 

“To be sure,” said I; “practical jokes are the only witticisms 
savages understand.” 

“ Ay, and if it were not for such jokes now,and then, the Czar 
would be odious beyond measure; b'ut dwarf pies and mock pro¬ 
cessions make, his subjects almost forgive him for having shortened 
their clothes and clipped their beards.” 

“The Czar is very fond of those mock processions?” 

“Fond! ” and the little man sunk his voiceinto a whisper; “ he 
is the sublimcst buffoon that ever existed. I w^ll tell you an in¬ 
stance: (do you like these Hungary wines, by the by?) On the 
tlth of last June, the Czar carried me, and" half-a-dozen more of 
the foreign ministers, to his pleasure-house (Pcterhoff). Dinner, 
as usual, all druuk with tohay, and linished by a quart of brandy 
each, from her majesty's own hand. Carried off to sleep, — 
some in the garden — some in the wood. — Woke at four, still in 
the clouds. Carried back to the pleasure house, found the Czar 
there, made us a low bow, and gave us a hatchet apiece, with 
orders to follow him. Off we trudged, rolling about like ships in 
the Zuyder Sea, entered a wood, and were immediately set to. 
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work at cutting a road in it. Nice work for us of the corps diplo¬ 
matique! Aud, by my soul, Sir, you see thjt I am by no means 
a thiu man! >J’ e had three hours of it — were carried back — 
made druuk again — sent to bed — woke in an hour — made 
drunk a third time; and, because we could uol be waked again, 
left in peace tiil eight the next morning. InviteAlo court to break¬ 
fast - such head-aches we had longed for coffee — found 
nothing but brandy — forced to drink — sick as dogs — sent to 
take a.f airing upon the most damnable little horses, not worth a 
guilder — no bridles nor saddles — bump — hump — bump we 
go — up and dona before the Czar’s window -— he and the Czarina 
looking at us. I do assure you I lost two stone bj that ride — two 
stone, Sir! — taken to dinber — drunk again, by tk»*.ord— all 
bundled on boari a torrcuschulc —- devil of a storm came on — 
Czar took the rudder Caarina on high benches in the cabin, 
which was full of w^ter— waves beating — winds blowing — 
certain of being drowned — charming prospect! — tossed about 
for seven hours — driven* into the Port of Cronsllol. Czar leaves 
us, saying, ‘Too much ofajest, eh, gentlemen!’All got ashore 
wet as dog-lishcs, made a lire, stripped stark naked, (a Dutch 
ambassador stark* naked —.think of it. Sir!) erept iuto some 
covers of sledges, and rose next morning w ith the. ague — positive 
fact . Sir. Had the ague for two months. Saw the Czar in Au¬ 
gust — ‘A charming excursion to my pleasure house,’ said his 
majesty — ‘we mu^j make another parly there soon.’" 

As my little Dutehmau delivered himself of this little history he 
was by no means»forgetful of the Hungary wines; and as Bacchus 
and Venus have old affinity, now began to grow eloquent on 
the women. ' 

“What think you of them yourself?” said he, “they have a 
rolling look, eh!” 

“They have so,’’ I answered, “but they all have black teeth 
— what’s the reason?” 

'“They think it a beauty, and say white teeth are the sign of a 
blackamoor." 

Here the Dutchman was accosted by some one else, and there 
was a pause. Dinner at last ceased, the guests did not sit Ions’ 
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after dinner, and for a very good reason: the brandy bowl is a 
'great enforcer of a,prostrate position! I had the satisfaction of 
seeing the company safely under the table. The 1,‘iitchinan went 
first, and, having dexterously manoeuvred an escape from ultcr 
oblivion for myself, I managed lo find my way borne, more eddied 
than delighted by t!ie character of a Russian entertainment. 

CHAPTER IT. 

Conversations with the (bar— if Oomwrll was the greatest Man (Caesar 
excepted) who ever rusr to the Supreme Power. Peter was the great¬ 
est Man ever A»r« to it. e 

It was singular enough that my infroduetion to the notice of 
Peter the Great, and Philip the itebonnair, slpuld have taken 
place udder circumstances so far simili r that both those illustrious 
personages were playing the part rather of subjects than of princes. 
I cannot, however, conceive a greater mark o[ the, contrast be¬ 
tween their characters than the different motives and manners of 
the in cognitos severally assumed. ' 

Philip, in a scene of low riot and debauch, hiding (be Jupiter 
under the Siienus — wearing the mask only for'i'hc licentiousness 
it veiled, and foregoing the prerogative of power, solely for in¬ 
dulgence in the grossest immunities of vice. 

Peter, on the contrary, parting with the selfishness of stale, 
in order to wateli the more keenly over the interests of his people 
— only omitting to preside in order to examine— and affecting 
the subject only to learn the better the duties of the prince. Had 
I leisure, I might here pause to point out a notable contrast, not 
between the Czar and the Regent, hut between Peter the Great and 
Louis le (Inuid; both creators of a new era, — both associated 
with a vast change in the condition of two mighty empires. There, 
ceases the likeness, and begins the contrast; the blunt simplicity 
of Peter, the gorgeous magnificence of Louis; tile sternness of a 
legislator for barbarians, the clemency, of an idol of eourtie’rs. 
One the victorious defender of his country — a victory solid, 
durable, and just; the other the conquering devastator of a neigh¬ 
bouring people — a victory, glittering, evanescent, and disho- ■ 
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nourable. The one, in peace, rejecting parade, pomp, indivi¬ 
dual honours, and transforming a wilderness into an empire: the . 
other involved in ceremony, and throned on pomp; .and exhaust¬ 
ing the produle of millions to pamper the bloated vanity of an in¬ 
dividual. The one a fire that burns, without enlightening beyond 
a most narrow circle, and whose lustre is tracked by what it ruins, 
and fed by what it consumes: the other a luminary, whose light, 
not .-■> dazzling in its rays, spreads over a world, and is noted, 
no' lor what i destroys, but for vvhJt it vivifies and creates. 

i umnol say that it was much to my credit that, while I thought 
the Urgent’s condescension towards me natural enough, 1 was a 
little surprised Ivy the favour shown me by the Czar. At Paris, I 
h id fi'c/nril to be the mao, of pleasure; that alone was enough to 
charm Philip of Orleans. Biq in. Russia, what couTd I seem in 
any way calculated to charm the Czar? I could neither m^se ships, 
nor could sail them when they were made; l neither knew, nor, 
what was worse, carWd to know, the stern from the rudder. Me¬ 
chanics were a mastery to me; road-making was an incomprehen¬ 
sible Science. Brandy I could not endure — a blunt bearing, and fa¬ 
miliar manner, I could not assume. What was il then that made 
the Czar call upgn me, at least twice a week, in private, shut 
himself up with me by the liour together, and endeavour to make 
me drunk with tokay, in order (as he very incautiously let out one 
night), “to learn the secets of my heart?” I thought, at first, 
that the nature of my mission was enough to solve the riddle: but 
vve talked so little' about it that, with all my diplomatic vanities 
fresh about me, I could not help feeling i owed the honour I re¬ 
ceived less to my qualities as a minister, than to those as an in¬ 
dividual. 

At last, however, 1 found-that the secret attraction was what 
the Czar termed the philosophical channel into which our conferen¬ 
ces flowed. I never saw a man so partial to moral problems and 
metaphysical inquiries, especially to those connected with what 
ought to be the beginning or the end of all moral sciences — poli¬ 
tics. Sometimes we would wander out in disguise, and select 
some ohje t from the customs, or things around us, as the theme 
of reflection and discussion; nor in these moments would live Czar 
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ever allow me to yield to his rank what 1 might not feel disposed to 
concede to his arguments. One day, I remember that he arrested 
me in the streets, add made me accompany him toJunk upon two 
men undergoing the fearful punishment of the battaog*; one 
was a German, the other a Russian; the former shrieked violently 
— struggled in the hands of his punishers — and, with the utmost 
difficulty, was subjected to his penalty; the latter bore it palieully, 
and in silenee; he only spoke once, and it was to say, “God 
bless the Czar!” 

“Can your majesty hear the man,” said I, warmly, when the 
Czar interpreted these words to me, “and not pardon him?” 

Peter frowned, but I was not silenced. “ You don’t know the 
Russians! ”»"vid he, sharply, and turned aside. The punishment 
was now over. “Ask the German',” said the Oar to an officer, 
“what was his offence?” The Gemini, who was writhing and 
howling horribly, uttered some violent words against the disgrace 
of the punishment, and the pettiness of his fault; what the fault 
was I forget. 

“Now ask the Russian,” said Peter. “My punishment was 
just!” said the Russian, coolly, putting on his clothes as if no¬ 
thing had happened; “ God and the Czar were angry with me! ” 

“Come away, Count,” said the Czar; “and now solve me a 
problem. I know both those men; and the German , in a battle, 
would be the braver of the Iwo. How comes ii that he weeps and 
writhes like a girl, while the Russian bears (he same pain without 
a murmur?” 

“Will your majesty forgive me,” said I, “but I cannot help 
wishing that the Russian bad complained more bitterly; insensibi¬ 
lity to punishment is the sign of a brute, not a hero. Do you not 
see that the German felt the‘indignity, the Russian did not; and 
do you not see that that very pride, which betrays agony under the 
disgrace of the battaog, is exactly the very feeling that would have 
produced courage in the glory of the battle. A sense of honour 
makes better soldiers and better men than indifference to pain.” 


• A terrible kind of flogging, but less severe than the knout. 



“I5nt had 1 ordered the Russian to death, he would have gone 
with the same apathy, and the same speech, ‘It is just! I have 
• offended God and the Czar ! ’” 

“Dare I observe, Sire, that that fact would he a strong proof 
of the dangerous falsity of the old maxims which extol indifference 
to death as a virtue. In some individuals it may be a sign of virtue, 
I allow; hut, as a national trail, it is the strongest sign of national 
misery. Look round the great globe. What countries are those 
where the inhabitants Lear death with cheerfulness, or, at least, 
with apathy? Are they the most eivifized — the most free — the 
most prosperou' ? Pardon me no ! They are the half-starved, 
half-clothed, half-human, sons of the forest and the waste; or, 
when gathered in states, they are slaves vfithout enjoyment or sense 
beyond the hour; and the Treason that they do not ri^jjl from the 
pangs of death is because they hive never known the real pleasures 
or the true objects of life." 

“ Yet,” said the C/ai, musingly, “the contempt of death was 
the great characteristic of the Spartans.” 

“And, therefore," <*iidl, “ the great token that the Spartans 
were a miserable horde. Ycfur majesty admires England and the 
English; you have, beyond doubt, witnessed an execution in that 
country; you havfc noted, eyen where the criminal is consoled by 
religion, how he trembles, and shrinks — how dejected — how 
prostrate of heart he is before the doom is completed. Take mm 
the vilest slave, either ol the Emperor of Morocco, or the great 
CzarofRussia. Up changes neither tint normuscle: he requites 
no consolation: lie shrinks from no torture. What is the infer¬ 
ence? That shfi'es dreu<l death less than the free. And it should 
be so. The end of legislation is not to make death, but life, a 
blessing.’’ 

“You have pul the matter in a new light,” said the Czar; “but 
you allow that, in individuals , contempt of death is sometimes a 
virtue." 

“Yes, wlie'n it springs from mental reasonings, not physical 
Indifference. Rut your majesty has already pul in action one vast 
spring of a system, which will ultimately open to your subjects so 
many paths of existence that they will preserve contempt for its 



proper objects, and not lavish it solely, as they Jo now, on the 
degradation which sullies life, and the axe that ends it. You have 
already begun the conquest of another and a most vital error in the 
philosophy of the ancients; that philosophy taught-hat man should 
have few wauls, and made it a crime to increase, and a virtue to 
reduce, them. A legislator should teach, on the contrary, that 
man should have many wants: for wants arc not only the sources 
of enjoyment — they are the sources of improvement; and that 
nation will he the most enlightened among whose populace theyare 
found the most numerous. You, Sire, hy circulating the arts, 
the graces, and the wisdoms, if I may so say, of life, create a 
vast herd of moral wants hitherto unknown, and in those wants 
will hereafter he found the prosperity of your people, the fouutain 
of your resMVecs, and the strength of your empire.” 

In conversation on these topics we often passfld hours together, 
and frofii such conferences the Czar pissed only to those on other 
topics more immediately useful to him. N't man, perhaps, had 
a larger share of the mere human frailties than Veter the Great; yet 
1 do confess that when 1 saw the nobl'-ncss of mind with which he 
flung aside his rank as a robe, and repaired from man to man, the 
humblest or the highest, the artizan or the prince, — the prosper¬ 
ity of his subjects his oidy object, and the acquisition of know¬ 
ledge his only means to obtain it, — I do confess that my mental 
sight refused even to perceive his frailties, and that I could almost 
have bent the knee in w orship to a being whose benevolence was so 
pervading a spirit, and whose power was so glorious a minister to 
utility. 

Towards the end of January, I completed my mission, and took 
my leave of the court of Russia. ‘ 

“Tell the Regent,” said Peter, “that I shall visit him in 
France soon, and shall expect to see his drawings , if I show him 
my models.” 

In effect, the next month (February 16), the Czar com¬ 
menced his second course of travels. He was pleased to testify 
some regard for me on my departure. “ If ever you quit the ser¬ 
vice of the French court, and your own docs not require you, I 
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implore you to come to me; I will give you carte blanche, as to the 
nature and appointments of your office.” 

1 need not say that 1 expressed my gratitude^ for the royal con¬ 
descension; mar that, in leaving Russia, 1 brought, from the ex¬ 
ample of its sovereign, a greater desire to be useful to mankind 
than I had known before. Pattern and Teacher of kings, if each 
country, in each century, had produced one Vtch ruler as you, 
either all mankind would now be contended with despotism, or all 
mankind would he free Oh! when kings have only to he good, to 
be kept for ever in our hearts and souls as the gods and benefactors 
of the earth, by what monstrous fatality have they been so blind to 
their fame? When we remember the millions, the generations, 
they can degrade, destroy, eievate or s.Tve, we might almost think 
(even if the oilier riddles i?f the present existence di^itol require 
a future existent' »lo solve them}, we might almost think a here¬ 
after necessary , were it hit for the sole purpose of requiting the 
virtues of princes, — ( or their sins : ’ 

l IIA PTE II V. 

Return to Paris — Interview with Rolingbroke — A gallant Adventure — 
Affair with Duhtis- - Public Life is a Drama, in which private Vices 
generally play the Pari of life Seene-slnlters. 

It is a strange feeling we experience on entering a great city by 
night— a strange mixture of social and solitary impressions. I 
say by night, beetyisc at that time xve are most inclined to feel; 
and the mind, less distracted than in the day by external objects, 
dwells the mort? intensely upon its own hopes and thoughts, re¬ 
membrances and associations ~ and sheds over them , front that 
one feeling which it cherishes the most, a blending and a mellowing 
hue. 


* ( pon his death-hod, Peter is reported to have said, “God, I dare 
trust, will look r/Sernlully upon my faults, in consideration of the good I 
base done my country.” These are worthy to he the last words of a king! 
Rarely has there been a monarch who more required the forgiveness of 
the Greater; — vet seldom peihaps has there been a human being who 
more deserved it. — Ki>. 
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It was at night that I re-entered Paris. I did not tarry long at 
my hotel, before (though it was near upon midnight) I convoyed 
myself to Lord Hol,inghrokc’s lodgings. Know ing his engagements 
at St. Germains, where the Chevalier (who had but 6 very few weeks 
before returned to France, after the crude and unfortunate affair 
of 1715) chiefly resided, I was not very sanguine in my hopes of 
finding him at Partis. 1 was, however, agreeably surprised. His 
sonant would have ushered me into his study, but I was willing to 
introduce myself. I withheld the servant, and entered the room 
alone. 

The door was a-jar, and Bolingbroke neither heard nor saw me. 
There was something in his attitude and aspect which,made me 
pause to survey him, before 1 made myself known. He was sitting 
by a table •r’rircd with books. A large folio (it was the Casaubon 
edition ot Polybius) was lying open before him. *1 recognised the 
work ah once — it was a favourite booh with Bolingbroke, and we 
had often discussed the merits of its author,, I smiled as I saw that 
that book, which has to statesmen so peculiar aja attraction, made 
still the study from which the busy, restless, ardent and exalted 
spirit of the statesman before me drew its intellectual food. But 
at the moment in which I entered, his eye was absent from the 
page, and turned abstractedly in an opposite, though still down¬ 
cast, direction. His countenance was extremely pale — his lips 
were tightly compressed, and an air of deep thought, mingled, as 
it seemed to me, with sadness — made the ruling expression of his 
lordly and noble features. “It is the torpor of,ambition after one 
of its storms,” said I inly — and I approached, and laid my hand 
on his shoulder. 

After our mutual greetings, I spid — “ Have the dead so strong 
an attraction that at this hour they detain the courted and courtly 
Bolingbroke from the admiration and converse of the Jiving?” 

The statesman looked at me earnestly — “Have you heard the 
news of the day?” said he. 

“How is it possible? I have but just arrived at'Paris.” 

“You do not know, then, that I have resigned my oflicc under 
the Chevalier! ” 

“Resigned your office? " 
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“Resigned is a wrong word — I received a dismissal. Imme¬ 
diately on his return the Chevalier sent for me — embraced me — 
desired me to prepare to follow him to Lorraine; and three days 
afterwards cam* the Duke of Ormond to me, to ask me to deliver 
up the seals and papers. I put the latter very carefully in a little 
letter ease, and vui/d an end to the administration of Lord Boling- 
broke ! The Jacobites abuse me terribly thnVking accuses me 

of neg! >ct, incapacity and treachery — and Fortune pulls down the 
fabric she had built for me, in order t* pelt me with the stones! ” * 
“My dear, dear friend, 1 am iildeed grieved for you; hut I am 
more incensed at the infatuation of the Chevalier. Surely, surely 
he must already have seen his error, an<J solicited your return." 

“Return!” cried Bolingbroke, and his eyes flashed fire — 
“ return! — Hear what 1 said to Jlic queen mother vvhrPSlune to me 
to attempt a reconciliation: ‘Madath,’ said I, in a tone as calm 
as I could command, ‘if rvA- this hand draws the sword, Air em¬ 
ploys the pen, in beh.ilf of that prince, may it rot!’ Return! not 
if my head were th# price of refusal! — Yet, Dcvcreux,” — (and 
here Holingbroke's voice Aid planner changed) — “yet it is not at 
these tricks of fate that a wise man will repine. We do right to 
cultivate honours; they are sources of gratification to ourselves: 
they, are more — they are incentives to the conduct which works 
benefit to others ; hut we do wrong to allliet ourselves at their loss. 
JVrc qt/aiTcre nuc spernere lumores oporlel. It is good to enjoy the 
blessings of fortune; it is better to submit without a pang to their 
loss. You remember, when you left me, I was preparing myself 
for this stroke — believe me, I am now prepared.” 

And in truth'Bolingbroke bore the ingratitude of the Chevalier 
well. Soon afterwards be carrgtd his long cherished wishes for 
retirement into effect; and Fate, yvho delights in reversing her disk, 
(earing in darkness what she had just,illumined, and illumining 
what she had hitherto left in obscurity and gloom, for a long inter¬ 
val separated us,from each other, no less by his seclusion than by 
tin*,publicity to which she condemned myself. 

Lord Bolingbroke’s dismissal was not the only event affecting 

* Letter to Sir W. Windham. — En. 
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me that had occurred during my absence from France. Among the 
most active parlizans of the Chevalier, in the expedition of Lord 
Mar, had been Mqotrcuil. So great indeed had been either his 
services or the idea entertained of their value, that a reward of 
extraordinary amount was offered for his head. Hitherto he had 
escaped, and was supposed to he still in Scotland. 

but what afferfed me more nearly was the condition of Gerald’s 
circumstances. On the breaking out of the rebellion, he had been 
suddenly seized, and detained in prison; and it was only upon the 
escape of the Chevalier that he was released; apparently however, 
nothing had been proved against him- and my absence from the 
head quarters of intelligence left me in ignorance both of the 
grounds of his imprisonment, and the circumstances of his release. 

1 beared •-•however, from Bolinghroke, who seemed to possess 
some of that information which the ecclesiasiicalt'//f;v'g?/ff//fa of the 
day so Curiously transmitted from ccMrt to court, and corner to 
eoruer, that Gerald had retired to Dcvcreux/lomt, in great disgust 
at his confinement. However, when I considered his hold cha¬ 
racter, his close intimacy with Montreui), and the genius for in¬ 
trigue which that priest so eminently possessed, J was not much 
inclined to censure the government for unnecessary precaution in 
his imprisonment,. „ ' 

There was another circumstance connected with the rebellion 
which possessed for me an individual and deep interest. A man 
of the name of Barnard had been executed in Kngland for seditious 
and treasonable practices. I look especial pairs to ascertain every 
particular respecting h,iin. I learned that he was young, of incon¬ 
siderable note, hut esteemed clever; and had, long previously to 
the death of the queen, been secretly employed by the friends of 
the Chevalier. This circumstance occasioned me much internal 
emotion, though there could be no doubt that the Barnard whom I 
had such cause to execrate, had only borrowed from this minion 
the disguise of his name. 

The Regent received me with all the graciousness and com¬ 
plaisance for which he was so remarkable. To say the truth, my 
mission had been extremely fortunate in its results; the only cause 
in which the Regent was concerned, the interests of which J’eler 
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the Great appeared to disregard, was that of (lie Chevalier: but I 
had been fully instructed on that head anterior to tny legation. 

There appears very often to be a sort of moral fitness between 
the, beginning a#d the end of certain alliances or acquaintances. 
This sentiment is not very clearly expressed. 1 am about to illus¬ 
trate. it bv an important event in my political life. During my ab¬ 
sence Dubois bad made rapid steps towards bcivg a great man. 
He was daily growing into power, and those courtiers who were 
neither too haughty nor too iionest to bend the knee to so vicious, 
yet aide, a minion, had already singled Inin out as a lit person to 
Hatter and to rise lij. for me, I neither sought nor avoided him; 
but he was as civil towards me as his brusque temper permitted 
him to be towards most persons: and as fiur careers were not like¬ 
ly to cross one another, 1 thought 1 might reckon on a ly# neutral¬ 
ity, if not on hid friendship. Chance turned the scale against 
me. » • 

One day 1 received jjn anonymous letter, requesting me to be, 
at such an hour, aj a certain house in the Rue —. It occurred to 
me as no improbable supposition that the appointment might re¬ 
late to my individual circumstances, whether domestic or political, 
and 1 certainly had not at the moment any ideas of gallantry in my 
brain. At the hotir pres'erilp'd, I appeared at the place of as¬ 
signation. My miud misgave me when 1 saw a female conduct me 
into a little chamber, hung with tapestry, descriptive of the loves 
of Mars and Venus. After 1 had cooled my heels in this apartment 
for about a quarter c\f an hour, in sailed a tall woman, of a com¬ 
plexion almost Moorish. I bowed — the lady sighed. An rclnir- 
rissernrnl ensued — and 1 found that l had the good fortune to he 
the object of a caprice, in the favourite mistress of the Abbe Du¬ 
bois. Nothing was farther from my wishes! What a pity it is that 
one cannot always tell a woman one's mind ! 

I attempted a nourish about friendship, honour, and the re¬ 
spect due to the awa/ile of the most intimate ami I had in the 
world. 

’“Pooh! ’’ said the tawny Calypso, a little pettishly — “pooh! 
one does not talk of those things here.” 

“Madame," said I, very energetically, “I implore you to re- 
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frain. I)o not mite too severe a contest between passion anil 
duty! I feel that I must fly you — you are already too bewitching.” 

And 1 rose. To speak frankly, I did not wish to risk making 
a powerful enemy, for the. sake of a woman whom 1 thought parti¬ 
cularly plain. Not altogether of my mind was the tall lady. A 
farther conversation ensued, in the midst of which, in rushes the 
femme de chain}re, and announces, not Monsieur, the abbe, 
but Monseigneur, the regent. Of course (the old resort in such 
cases) 1 was thrust into a closet; in marches his royal highness, 
and is received very cavalierly. It is quite astonishing to me what 
airs those women give themselves, when they have princes to ma¬ 
nage! However, my confinement was not long — the closet had 
another door — th e.femifie de ehambre slips round, opens it, and 
1 congratqJ$,f myself on my escape. ' 

When a Frenchwoman is -piqficd, she passis all understand¬ 
ing: for my part, 1 think those very (tall women, especially with 
that sultry, moorish tinge in them, are —., Well, it’s no matter! 
The next day 1 am very quietly employed a! breakfast, when my 
valet ushers in a masked personage, and, behold my gentlewo¬ 
man again! Human endurance will hot go too far, and this was a 
case which required one to be in a passion one way or the other; 
so I feigned anger, and talked with eifeedin^ dignity about the 
predicament I had been placed in , the day before. 

“Sucli must always be the case,” said I, “when one is weak 
enough to form an attachment to a lady w ho encourages so many 
others!” , 

“For your sake,’’ said the tender dame, “for your sake, then, 
1 will discard them all! ” ’• 

There was something grand jn this: it.might have elicited a 
few strokes of pathos, when — never was there any thing so strange¬ 
ly provoking — the Abbe Dubois himself was heard in my anti- 
room. 1 thought this chance, but it was more; the good Abbd, 
1 afterwards found, had traced cause for suspicion, and had come 
to pay me a visit of amatory police. I opened my dressing-room 
door, and thrust in the lady. “There,” said I, “are the back¬ 
stairs , and at the bottom of the back-stairs is a door.” 

Would not any one have thought this hint enough? By no 
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means; this very tall lady stooped to the littleness of listening, 
and, instead of departing, stationed herself by the key-hole. 

I never exactly learnt whether Dubois suspected the visit his 
mistress had paitf me, or whether he merely surmised, from her 
spies or her escritoire, that she harboured an inclination towards 
me; in either case bis policy was natural, and like himself. 

He sat himself down — talked of the Regent ,W pleasure, of 
women, and, at last, of this very tall lady in question. 

‘‘La pauvrn diaUesse,” said he, cijntempluously, “I had once 
compassion on her: 1 have repented it ever since. You have no 
idea what a terrible creature she is — has such a wen in her neck 
— quite a goitre. Mori diable!” (and tly; A bbe spat in his hand¬ 
kerchief.) “ i would sooner have a liaison with the w itch of Kn- 
dor!” «i»» 

Not content widi this , he went oil in his usual gross and dis¬ 
pleasing manner to enumerate or to forge those various pardculars 
of her personal charms t which he thought most likely to steel me 
against her attract jus. ‘Thank Ueavcu, at least,’ thought I, 

‘ that she has gone! ’ ' f 

Scarcely had this pious gratulation (lowed from my heart, be¬ 
fore the door was bjtrsl open, aud, pale — trembling — eyes on 
(ire — hands clenched — forth stalked the lady in question. A 
wonderful proof how much sooner a woman would lose her cha¬ 
racter than allow it to be called not worth the losing. She entered; 
and had all the furies of Hades lent her their tongues she could not 
have been more eloquent. It would have been a very pleasant 
scene, if one had not been a partner in it. , The old Abbe, with 
his keen astute marked face, struggling between surprise, fear, 
the sense of the ridiculous, anil the certainty of losing his mis¬ 
tress ; the lady — foaming at the mouth, and shaking her clenched 
hand most meuacingly at her traduepr — myself endeavouring 
to pacify, and acting, as one does at such moments, mechani¬ 
cally — though one flatters one’s self afterwards that one acted 
sol«ly from wisdom. 

But the Abbe’s mistress was by no means content with vindi¬ 
cating herself — she retaliated — and gave so minute a description 
of the Abbe's own qualities and graces, coupled with so many 



342 


pleasing illustrations, that iu a very little time his coolness forsook 
him, and he grew in as great a rage as herself. At last she Hew 
out of the room. t The Alibi':, trembling with passion, shook me 
most cordially by the. hand, grinned from ear loVar, said it was a 
capital joke, wished me good by, as if he loved me better than his 
eyes, and left the house, my most irrceoncileable and bitter foe! 

How could if be otherwise? The rivalship the Abbe might have 
forgiven — such things happened every day to him — but the ha¬ 
ving been made so ogregiopsly ridiculous, the Abbe in common 
humanity of nature could not. forgive; and the Abbe's was a critical 
age for jesting on these matters, sixty or so. And then such un¬ 
palatable sarcasms on his appearance; “It 's all over in that 
quarter,” said 1 to myself, “but we may find another,” and I 
drove oufcjfe't very day to pay mjj respects to the Regent. 

What a pity it is that one’s pride should sotifteu be the bane of 
one’s wisdom ! Ah! that one could'he as good a man of the world 
in practice as one is in theory! my master stroke of policy at that 
moment would evidently have been this: I should have gone to the 
Regent and made out a story a littje similar to the real one, but 
with this difference, all the ridicule of the situation should have 
fallen upon me, and the little Dubois should hjjve been elevated on 
a pinnacle of respectable appearances! This, as the Regent told 
the Alibi every thing, would have saved me. I saw the plan; hut 
was too proud to adopt it; I followed another course in my game: 
I threw away the knave, and played with the king, i. e. with the 
Regent. After a little preliminary conversation, 1 turned the con¬ 
versation on the Ablnj. 

“Ah, the scelerat!” said Philip, smiling, “’t is a sad dog, 
but very clever and tones me; he would b’e incomparable, if lie 
were but decently honest.” 

“At least,” said I, “he is no hypocrite, and that is some 
praise.” 

“Hem!" ejaculated the Due, very slowly, .and then, after a 
pause, he said, “Count, I have a real kindness for you , and I 
will therefore give you a piece of advice: think as well of Dubois 
as you can, and address him as if he were all you endeavoured to 
fancy him.” 
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After this hint, which in the mouth of any prince but Philip of 
Orleans would have been not a little remarkable for its want of 
dignity, iny prospects did not seem much brighter: however, I 
was not discouraged. 

“The Abbe,” said 1 respectfully, “is a choleric man: one 
nun/ displease him; but dare 1 hope that so long as I preserve in¬ 
violate my zeal and my attachment to the interests, and the person 
of your highness, no—” 

The Itegent interrupted me. “Y»u mean nobody shall suc¬ 
cessfully misrepresi at you to me. No, Count,” (and here the 
Urgent spoke with the earnestness and dignity, which, when he 
did assume, few wore with a nobler gmeej — “no, Count. 1 
make a distinction between .those who minister to the stale and 
those who minister to me. I cetisider jour senicesTWlf valuable 
to the former to put them at tlje mercy of the latter. And now that 
the conversation has turned upon business, 1 wish to sprat? to you 
about this scheme id' lldrlz." 

After a prolonged conference with the Itegent upon matters of 
business, in which his deep penetration into human nature not a 
little surprised me, I went away, thoroughly satisfied with my 
visit. 1 should no'thavc been so had I added to my other accom¬ 
plishments the gift of prophccV 

Above five dajs after this interview, I thought it would be but 
prudent to pay the Abbe ltubois one of those visits of homage 
which it was already become policy to pay him. “If I go,” 
thought I, “it will seem as if nothing had happened; if 1 stay away, 
it will seem as iff attached importance to a scene I should appear 
to have forgotten.” 

H so happened that the AhiA had a very unusual visitor that 
morning in the person of the austere but admirable Due de St. 
Simon. There was a singular, and almost invariable, distinction 
in the Regent’s mind between one kind of regard and auolher. Jlis 
regard for one ofdcr of persons always arose cither out of his v ices 
or his indolence; his regard for another, out of his good qualities 
and his strong sense. The Rue de St. Simon held the same place 
in the latter species of affection that Rubois did in the former. The 
Rue was just coining out of the Abbe’s closet as I entered the anti- 
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room. He paused to speak to me, while Dubois, who had 
followed the Due out, stopped for one moment, and surveyed me 
with a look like ? thunder cloud. I did not appear to notice it, 
but St. Simon did. * 

“That look,” said he, as Dubois, beckoning to a gentleman 
to accompany hip to bis closet, once more disappeared, “that 
look bodes you no good, Count.” 

Pride is an elevation which is a spring-board at one time, and 
a stumbling-block at another. It was with me. more often the 
stumbling-block thau the spring-board. “ Monseigueur le Due,” 
said 1, haughtily enough, and rather in too loud a tone consider¬ 
ing the chamber was prttty full, “in no court to which Morton 
De'ereux^pioffers his services shall his fortune depend upon the 
looks of a low-born, insolent, o', a profligate p^yest.” 

St.,Simon, who was both very biCer, and very fond of la haute 
naissance, smiled sardonically. “Monsieur le Comte,” said 
he, rather civilly, “I honour your sentiments, and I wish you 
success in the world — and a lower voice.” 

1 was going to say something by way of retort, for I was in a 
very bad humour, but I checked myself; “1 need not,” thought 
1, “make two enemies, ifleanheip.it/' 

“I shall never,” I replied gravely, “ I shall never despair, so 
long as the Due de St. Simon lives, of winning by the same arts 
the favour of princes and the esteem of good men.” 

The Due was flattered, and replied suitably, but he very soon 
afterwards went away, 1 was resolved that f would not go till 1 had 
fairly seen what sort of reception the Abbd would give me. I did 
not wait long — he came out ofdiis closet', and standing in his 
usual rude manner with his back to the fire-place, received the 
addresses and compliments, of his visitors. I was not in a hurry to 
present myself, but 1 did so at last with a familiar, yet rather re¬ 
spectful , air. Dubois looked at me from head to foot, and ab¬ 
ruptly turning his back upon me, said with an oath , to a courtier 
who slood next to him, — “ The plagues of Pharaoh are come 
again — only instead of Egyptian frogs in our chambers, wc have 
the still more troublesome guests — English adventurers! ” 
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Somehow or other my compliments rarely tell; I am lavish 
enough of them, hut they generally have the air of sarcasms; 
thank Heaven, however, no one ean accuse mepf ever wanting a 
rude answer to a- rude specrli. “Ha! ha! ha!” said 1 now, in 
answer to Dubois, with a courteous laugh, “you have an excellent 
wit, Abbe. A propos of adventures, I met a Monsieur St. 
Laurent, Principal of the Institution of St. Mifihacl, the other 
day; ‘Count,’ said be, bearing I was going to Paris, ‘you can 
do me an especial favour!’ ‘What is it,?’ said l. ‘Why a castoff 
valet of mine is living at Paris — a terrible little scoundrel, who 
ran off with an old coal of mine. I understand he gives himself 
great airs, and calls himself an Abbe, and a gentleman; but pray, 
if ever you meet him, give him a good horse-whipping on my ac¬ 
count; — his name is William Dubois.’ — ‘Depend u[u„'> it,’ an¬ 
swered I to Monsieur St. Laurent, ‘ dial if he is servant to any one 
not belonging to the royal fatuity, 1 will fulfil your or ran J, and 
horsewhip him soundly* if in the service of the royal family, why 
respect for his mast, rs must oblige me to content myself with pul¬ 
ling all persons on their guwrd against a little rascal, who retains, 
in all situations, the manners of the apothecary’s son, and the 
roguery of the director’s valet.’ ” 

All the time f was re'lalisg this charming little anecdote, it 
would have been amusing to the last degree to note the horrified 
countenane.es of the surrounding gentlemen. Dubois was loo 
confounded, too aghast, to interrupt me, and I left the room be¬ 
fore a single syilablnwas uttered. Had Dubois at that time been 
what he was afterwards, cardinal and prime minister, 1 should in 
all probability ha\e had permanent lodgings in theltastilc, in re¬ 
turn for my story. Even as it vyis, the Abbe was not so grateful 
as he ought to have been, for my taking so much pains to amuse 
him! in spite of my anger on leav ing the favourite, l did not forget 
my prudence, and accordingly I hastened to the prince. When 
the Regent admijted me, 1 Hung myself on my knee, and told him, 
verbatim, all that had happened. The Regent, who seems to 
have had very little real liking for Dubois, * could not help laugh- 

* Oil the death of Dubois, he wrote to the Count lie Sore. whom lie 
hail banished for an indiscreet expression against the favourite, uttered 
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mg when l ludicrously described to him the universal constoiua- 
tion my anecdote had excited. 

“Courage, mon cher Comte ,” said he kindly, “you have no¬ 
thing to fear; return home, and count upon an embassy! ” 

1 relied on the royal word, returned to my lodgings, and spent 
the evening with Chaulien and Fontenelle. The next day the Due 
de St. Simon pr'.d me a visit. Alter a little preliminary conversa¬ 
tion , he uuhurthened the secret with which he was charged. 1 was 
desired to leave Paris in forty-eight hours. 

“Believe me,” said St. Simon, “that this message was not 
entrusted to me by the Regent, without great reluctance. He sends 
you many condescending and kind messages; says he shall alway 
both esteem and like you, and hopes to see you again, some time 
or other*the l’alais Royal. Moreover, he desires-llie message 
to he private, and has entrusted it to me in' especial, because 
bearing that I bad a kindness foryoea, and knowing I bad a hatred 
for Dubois, he thought I should he the leas', unwelcome messenger 
of such disagreeable tidings. ‘To tell you Ihptruth, St. Simon,’ 
said the Regent, laughing, ‘I only consent to have him banished, 
from a firm conviction, that if 1 do not, Dubois will take some 
opportunity of having him beheaded. 

“Pray,” said 1, smiling with a tolerable good grace, “pray 
give my most grateful and humble thanks to Ins highness, for his 
very considerate and kind foresight. 1 could not have chosen belter 
for myself than Ins highness has chosen for me : my only regret on 
quitting France is at leaving a prince so affable as Philip, and a 
eourlier so virtuous as St. Simon.” 

Though the good Due went every year lo the Abbey de la 
Trajtpe, for the purpose of mortifying his sins and preserving his 
religion, iu so impious au atmosphere as the. Palais Royal, he 
was not above flattery; and he expressed himself towards me with 
particular kindness alter ujjl speech. 

At court, one becomes a sort of human ant-bear, and learns to 
catch one’s prey by one’s tongue. 


at one of the Kegenl’s private suppers: “With (lie liras I (lies the venom: 
1 expect you to-night to supper at the Palais Koval." 




Alter we had eased ourselves a little by abusing Dultois, the 
I)uc took his leave in order to allow' me lime to prepare for my 
‘‘journey,” as he politely called it. Before hejclt, be however 
asked me whithe. tuy course, would be bent? I told him that "I 
should take my chance with the Czar Peter, and see if his czarship 
thought the same esteem was due to the disgraced courtier, as to 
the favoured diplomatist. 

That night I received a letter from SI. Simon, enclosing one 
addressed with all due. form to the Czar. “You will consider the 
enclosed,” wrote S‘. Simon, “a fresh proof of the Regent's kind¬ 
ness to you; it is a most llatleringtestimonial in your favour, and 
cannot fail to make the Czar anxious to secure your services.” 

1 was not a little touched by this kindness, so unusual in 
princes to their discarded courtiers, and this entirely*.vvonciled 
me to a change of jeene which, indeed, under any other circum¬ 
stances, my somewhat morbid love for action ami variety Would 
have induced me rather (o relish than dislike. 

Within thirty-sjx hours from (he lime of dismissal, 1 had 
turned my back upon the I vench capital, and was moralizing most 
sagely on the observation I made as a preface to Ibis narrative of 
tiie causes of my departure, viz. “that (hereappears very often to 
be a sort or moral lifness between the beginning and end of certain 
alliances, or acquaintances.” Jt was indeed meet that the royal 
favour towards me that bad commenced in a brothel, should be 
terminated by a harlot! 


CHAPTER VI. . 

A long Interval of t ears — a Change of Mind and its Causes. 

» 

Thh: last accounts received of the Czar had reported him to be 
atPantzic. He had, however, quilted that place when I arrived 
there. 1 lost no time in following him" and presented myself to 
his majesty one day after his dinner, when he was sitting with one 
leg in the Czarina's lap, and a bottle of the best ran. dr vir. before 
him* I had chosen my lime well; he received me most graciously, 
read my letter from the Regent — about which, remembering the 
fate of Bellcropboti, 1 had had certain apprehensions, but which 
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proved to be, in the highest degree, complimentary — and then 
declared himself extremely happy to see me again. However par¬ 
simonious Poter r generally was towards foreigners, 1 never had 
ground for personal complaint on that score. The very next day I 
was appointed to a post of honour and profit about the royal per¬ 
son; from this I was transferred to a military station, in which I 
rose with greal'.rapidily; and I was only occasionally called from 
my warlike duties, to be entrusted with diplomatic missions of the 
highest confidence and importance. 

It is this portion of my life — a porlion of nine years, to the 
time of the Czar’s death — that I shall, in this history, the most 
concentrate and condense. In truth, were 1 to dwell upon it at 
length, I should make little more than a mere record of political 
events Tcring, in some respects, it is true, from the received 
histories of the time, but containing nothing to compensate, in 
utility; for the want of interest. Inal this was the exact age for 
adventurers, Atberoni and Dubois arc sufficient proofs. Never 
was there a more stirring, active restless period — never one in 
which the genius of intrigue was so,oert‘adingly at work. I was not 
less fortunate than my brethren. Although scarcely four and 
twenty when I entered the Czar’s service, my habits of intimacy 
with men much older — my cus.omary gravity, reserve, and 
thought — my freedom, since lsora’s death, from youthful Jeyily 
or exeess — my early entrance into the world — and a countenance 
prematurely marked with the lines of rcllertion, and sobered by its 
hue — made me appear considerably older than I was. I kept my 
own counsel, and affected to be so; youth is a great enemy to one’s 
success; and more esteem is often bestowed upon a wrinkled brow 
than a plodding brain. • 

All the private intelligence which, during this space of time, 
I had received from England, was far from voluminous. My mo¬ 
ther still enjoyed the quiet of her religious retreat. A fire, arising 
from the negligence of a servant, had consumed nearly the whole 
of Devereux Court (the fine old house! till that went, I thought 
even England held one friend). Upon this accident, Gerald had 
gone to London; and, though there was now no doubt of his 
having been concerned in the Rebellion of 171a, he had been 
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favourably received at court, and was already renowned through¬ 
out Loudon for his pleasures, his excesses, and his munificent 
profusion. * 

Monlrcuil, whose lot seemed to be always to lose, by intrigue, 
what he gained by the real solidity of his genius, had embarked 
very largely in the rash but gigantic schemes of £ortz and Albc- 
roni; schemes which, had they succeeded, would not only have 
placed a new king upon the English throne, but wrought an utter 
change over the. whole face of Europe. With Alberoni and with 
GorU fell Monlrcuil. He was banished from France and Spain; the 
penally of death awaited him in Britain; and he was supposed to 
have thrown himself into some convent in Italy, where his name 
and his character were unknown. In this brief inlc||j"»nce was 
condensed all my information of the .actors in my first scenes of 
life. 1 return to that scene "lyvvhich I had now entered. 

At the age of thirty-three, 1 had acquired a reputation sufficient 
to content mv ambiti >n — my fortune was larger than my wants — 
I was a favourite in courts -I had been successful iu camps — 
I had already obtained all that ivould have rewarded the whole lives 
of many men superior lo myself in merit — more ardent than my¬ 
self iu desires. I was sSill vouug — my appearance, though 
greatly altered, mauhood had rather improved than impaired. 
I had not forestalled my constitution by excesses, nor worn dry the 
sources of enjoyment by too large a demand upon their capacities; 
why was it then, at that golden age — in the very prime and glory 
of mauhood — in the very zenith and summer of success — that a 
deep, dark, pervading melancholy fell upon‘me? A melancholy 
so gloomy that it seemed to me as a thick and impenetrable curtain 
drawn gradually between myself and the blessed light of human 
enjoyments. A torpor crept upon me — an indolent, heavy, 
clinging languor, gathered over my whole frame — the physical 
and the im-nlal: I sat for hours without book, paper,•object, 
thought, gazing dn vacancy — stirring not — feeling not —yes, 
feeliitg, but leeling only one sensation, a sick, sad, drooping 
despondency— a sinking in of the heart—a sort of gnawing within, 
as if something living were twisted round my vitals, and, finding 
no other food, nreved, tlioueh wit'* a sVt’n ,v" m*;*w i>r»o" 
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them. This disease; came upon me slowly . il was not. till the be¬ 
ginning of a second year, from its obvious ami palpable com¬ 
mencement, that it grew to the height that I hate described. It 
began w ith a distaste to all that I bad been accustomed to enjoy or 
to pursue. Music, which I had always passionately loved, though 
from some defeat in the organs of bearing, I was incapable of at¬ 
taining the smallest knowledge of the science, music iost all its 
diviner spells, all its properties of creating a new existence, a life 
of dreaming and vague luxtries, within the mind — il became only 
a monotonous sound, less grateful to the languor of my faculties 
than an utter and dead stillness. 1 had never been what is gener¬ 
ally termed a boon companion, but I had bad the .social vanities, 
if not t he so cial tastes: I had insensibly loved loo board wl.ie.i 
echoed witn'appluuse at my sallies, aud the comrade . : ■. while 
they deprecated my satire, had beep complaisant enough to ha,, .t 
as wit. One of my weaknesses is a love of show, and 1 bad gratilied 
a feeling not Hie less cherished bciaus'c 1 it arose from a petty 
source, in obtaining for my equipages, my inali* my banquet-, 
the celebrity which is given no less to magiiili, .i<e than to f 
now I grew indifferent alike to the signs of pomp, aud to the 
baubles of taste — praise fell upon a listless*’ar, and Crate pitch 
of satiety!) the pleasures that are the offspring of our foibles de¬ 
lighted me no more. 1 bad early learned from Jtoliugbroke a love 
for the converse of men, eminent, w hether for vv isdom or for wit; 
the graceful badinage, or the keen critique — the sparkling flight 
of the winged words which circled and rebounded from lip to lip, 
or the deep speculation upon the mysterious and unravelled 
wonders of man, of nature, and the world — the light maxim 
upon manners, or the sage inquiry into the mines of learning: all 
and each had possessed a link to bind my temper and my tastes to 
the graces aud fascination'of social life. Now a new spirit entered 
within me: the smile faded from my lip, and the jest departed 
from my tongue; memory seemed no less treacherous than fancy, 
and deserted me the instant I attempted to enter into those''con- 
tests of knowledge in which I had been not undistinguished before. 
I grew confused and embarrassed in speech—my words expressed 
a sense utterly different to that which I had intended to convey, 
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and a! last, as iny apathy increased, f sal at my own hoard, silent 
and lifeless, freezing into ice the very powers and streams of 
Com ri se which I had once been the foremost lo em ulate and to 
warm. 

At the time I refer to, I was minister at one of the small con¬ 
tinental conus, where life is a round of umncaiyng etiquette and 
wearisome ceremonial'-, a daily labour of trifles—a ceaseless 
pageantry of nothings —■ I had heen sent there upon one important 
ev.tl, the l-o'iuess resulting Irom it Hail soon erased, and all the 
duties that i": cord (<u me 10 discharge were of a negative and 
■S'iui i. if* '• Aoilmig that could amuse — nothing that could 
avnpi t.n .':.■■■■ that ... d fur years heeu<s<) perpetually wound up 
to a iestir:-. M jiement’A.is*lel'f fur me in this lerrdile reservoir of 
‘mm. I Dad route llntio-p .;! once from the skirmisliiug and wild 
warf.ueoi 'Jailarlin • • wag in which, though the glory fas oh- 
si orr, tin- a- Ifou » o, peipclual and exciting. I had come thither, 
sod the chance w ,>s if I had passed from a mountain stream to a 
-i.tguaii! p-ii.l. 

>oeiety „i this oiirl lemrtided ;ne of a state funeral, every 
thing was pompous anil lugubrious, even to the drapery—even 
to the feathers — iff otliel* scenes consecrated to associations of 
levity "nr of grace; the hourly pageant swept on slow, tedious, 
mournful, and till- object of tile attendants was only to entomb the 
Pleasure which they aliened to rclcbiale. What a change for the 
wild, the strange, Jhe novel, the intriguing, the varying life, 
which, whether in courts or camps, 1 had hjlherto led. The in¬ 
ternal change that came oi er myself is scarcely to he w ondered at; 
the winds stood still, and the stjaw they had blown from quarter 
to quarter, whether in anger or in sport, began to moulder upon 
the spot where they had left it. 

From this cessation of the aims, hopes, and thoughts of life, 

I was awakened by the spreading, as it were, of auolher disease 

tty-dead, dull, aching paiu at my heart, was succeeded by one 
acute and intense; the absence of thought gave way to one thought 
more terrible — more dark — more desparing than any which had 
haunted me since the iirst ; ear of Isora’s death; and from a numb- 
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ness and pause, as it were, of existence, existence became loo 
teen and intolerable a sense. I will cuter into an explanation. 

At the Court of —, there was an Italian, not uuceiebrated for 
his wisdom, nor unbeloved for an innocence and integrity of life, 
rarely indeed to be met with among his countrymen. The acquaint¬ 
ance of this mau ; who was about fifty years of age, and who was 
devoted, almost exclusively, to the pursuit of philosophical science, 
1 had sedulously cultivated. His conversation pleased me; his 
wisdom improved me; and-his benevolence, which reminded me 
of the traits of La Fontaine, it was so infantine, made me incline 
to love him. Upon the growth of the fearful malady of mind which 
seized inc, 1 had discontinued my visits and my iuv ilations to the 
Italian; and Bezoni (so was he called) felt a little offended by my 
neglect. "“As soon, however, as he discovered my state of mind, 
the good man's resentment left him. v He forced himself upon my 
solitude, and would sit by me whole evenings — sometimes with¬ 
out exchanging a word — sometimes with-tain attempts to interest, 
to arouse, or to amuse me. 

At last, one evening, it was the awa of a fearful suffering to 
me, our conversation turned upon those subjects which are at once 
the most important, and the most rarely diseijssed. We spoke of 
religion. We first talked upon the theology of revealed religion. 
As Bezoni warmed into candour, I perceived that his doctrines 
ditfered from my own, and that he inly disbelieved that divine 
creed which Christians profess to adore. From a dispute on the 
ground of faith, we came to one upon the more debateablc ground 
of reason. We turned from the subject of revealed, to that of na¬ 
tural, religion; and wc entered long and parneslly into that grand¬ 
est of all earthly speculations —- the metaphysical proofs of the 
immortality of the soul. Again the sentiments of Bezoni were op¬ 
posed to mine. He was a believer in the dark doctrine which 
teaches that man is dust, and that all things arc forgotten in the 
grave. He expressed his opinions with a clear.iess and precision 
the more impressive because totally devoid of cavil and of rhetoric. 
I listened in silence, but with a deep and most chilling dismay. 
Even now I think I sec the man as he sat before me, the light of 
the lamp falling on his high forehead and dark features; eveu now 
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I think 1 hear his calm, low voice — the silver voice of his country 
- - stealing to my heart, and withering the only pure and unsullied 
hope which 1 yet cherished there. * 

Bczoui left me, unconscious of the anguish lie bequeathed me, 
to think over all he. had said. I did not sleep, nor even retire to 
bed. ] laid my head upon my hands, and surrepdered myself to 
turbulent, yet intense, reflection. livery man who has lived 
much in the world, and conversed with its various tribes, has, I 
feai, met with many who, on this momentous subject, profess the 
same tenets aslmzoni. But he was the iirsl person I had mot of 
that sect who had evidently thought long and deeply upon tliecrecd 
he had embraced. He was not a voluptuary, nor a boaster, nor a 
wit. He had not been misled by the delusions cither of^anily or 
•if the senses. He was a man, pure, innocent, modest, full of 
all tender charities, and meek dispositions towards mankind; it 
was evidently his interest to believe in a future state: lie could 
have had nothing to fclir from it. Not a single passion did he 
cherish winch the latys of auother world would have condemned. 
Add to this, what I have observed before, that lie was not a 
man fond of the display of intellect, nor one that brought to 
the discussions of jvisdom the artillery of wit. He was grave, 
humble, and self-diffident, beyond all beings. I would have 
given a kingdom to have funnd something in the advocate by 
which I could have condemned the cause: 1 could not, and I 
was wretched. 

I spent the wholi? of the next week among my books. I ran¬ 
sacked whatever in my scanty library the theblogiaus had writtcu, 
or the philosophers had bequeathed upon that mighty secret. I 
arranged their arguments in my Ini mi. I armed myself with their 
weapons. I felt my heart spring joyously within me as I felt the 
strength I had acquired, and I sent to the philosopher to visit me, 
that X might conquer and confute him. He came: but he spoke 
with pain and reluctance. He saw that I had taken the matter far 
morn deeply to heart than he could have supposed it possible in a 
courtier, and a man of fortune and the world. Little did he know 
of me or my secret soul. I broke down his reserve at last. I 
uurolled my arguments. I answered his, and we spent the whole 
Ucutreux. 23 
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niglit in controversy., He iell me, and I was more bewildered than 
ever. 

To speak Infill, lie had devoted years to the subject: I had 
devoted only a week. He had come to his conclusions step by 
step; he had reached the great ultimatum with slowness, with 
care, and, lie confessed, with anguish and with reluctance. What 
a match was I, who brought a hasty temper, and a limited reflec¬ 
tion, on that subject, to a reasoncr like this? His candour stag¬ 
gered and chilled me eveinmore than his logic. Arguments that 
occurred not to me, upon my side of the. question, he staled at 
length, and with force; 1 heard, and, till he replied to them I 
deemed they were unanswerable — the reply came, and I bad >. > 
counter-word. A meeting of this nature was often repeated; and 
when lie left me, tears crept itlo my wild eyes, and my heart 
incited within me, and I wept! 

1 must now enter more precisely than I have yet done into my stale 
of mind upon religions matters at the time this dispute with the 
Italian occurred. To speak candidly, 1 had .icon far less shocked 
with his opposition to me upon matters of doctrinal faith, than 
with that upon matters of abstract reasoning, lired a Catholic, 
though pride, consistency, custom, made pac externally adhere 
to my sect, 1 inly perceived its errors, and smiled at its supersti¬ 
tions. And iu the busy world, where so little but present objects 
or human anticipations of the future, engross the attention, 1 had 
never given the subject that consideration which would have (as ii 
has siucc) enabled me to separate thedogmak of the priest from the 
precepts of the Saviour,and thus conlirmcd my belief as the Chris¬ 
tian , by the very means which would have loosened it as the Sec¬ 
tarian. So, that at the time llczoni knew me, a certain indiffer¬ 
ence to — perhaps arising from an ignorance of — doctrinal 
points, rendered me little linrt by arguments against opinions 
which I embraced indeed, but with a lukewarm and imperfect 
affection. But it was far otherwise upon abstract points of reason¬ 
ing, far otherwise, when the hope of surviving this frail and most 
unhallowed being was to be destroyed. I might have been indiffer¬ 
ent to cavil upon whal was the word of God, but never to question 
of the justice of God himself. In the whole world, there was no! 
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a more ardent believer in our imperishable nature, nor one more 
deeply interested in the belief. I)o not let it be" supposed that 
because I have jiot often recurred to Isora’s de’ath, [or because I 
hate continued my history in a jesting and light tone, 1 that that 
event ever passed from the memory which it had turned to bitter¬ 
ness and gall. JVcver, in the mazes of intrigue, »jn the festivals of 
pleasure, in the tumults of ambition, in the blaze of a licentious 
court, or by the rude, tents of a barbarous host, — never, my 
bulled love, ha ' 1 forgotten thee! Shat remembrance, had no 
other cause existed, would have led me to God. Every night, in 
whatever toils or objects, whatever failures or triumphs, the day 
had been consumed, — every night, biVore I laid my bead upon 
my widowed and lonely pillow, 1 bad knelt down, jpdjiftcd my 
heart to Jleaven, ^lending the Hopes of that heaven with the me¬ 
mory and the vision of isoi-%. Traycr had seemed to me,a com¬ 
mune not only with the living God, hut with the dead by whom 
His dwelling is sorroufided. Pleasant and soft was it lo turn to 
one thought, to winch allelic holiest portions of my nature clung, 
between the weaning acts of'lhis hard and harsh drama of evist- 
euce. Even the bitterness of Isora’s early and unavenged death 
passed away, whew I thought of the heaven to which she was gone, 
and ih which, though I journeyed now through siu and travail, and 
recked little if the paths of oliiers differed from my own, I yet 
trusted, with a solemn trust, that I should meet her at last. There 
was I to requite her woes — there was 1 to reward her devotion 
— there was I lo merit her with a love as undying, and at length as 
pure, as her own. It was this that at the stated hour in which, 
after my prayer to God for our reunion, I surrendered my spirit to 
the bright and wild visions of her tar, but nol impassable, home, — 
it was this which for that single hour made all around me a para¬ 
dise ol delighted thoughts'. It was ndt the little earth, nor the 
fold sky, nor the changing wave, nor the perishable turf — no, 
nor the dead wali\ and the narrow chamber which were round me 
then’! No dreamer ever was so far from the localities of flesh and 
life as f was in that enchanted hour: a light seemed to settle upon 
all things round me; her voice murmured on niyear, her kisses 
melted on my brow; 1 shut niy eyes, and I fancied that I beheld her! 

23 * 
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Wherefore was this comfort? — whence came the spell which 
admitted me. to this fairy land? What was the source of the hope, 
and the rapture, and the delusion? Was it not the deep certainty 
that Isom yet existed, that her spirit, her nature, her love w'orc 
preserved, were inviolate, were the same? That they watched 
over me yet, that she knew that in that hour 1 was with her — that 
she felt my prayer —that even then she anticipated the moment 
when my soul should burst the human prison-house, and he once 
more blended with her own ! 

What! and was this to be no more? — were those mystic and 
sweet rcvealings to be mule to me for ever ? Were my thoughts of 
Isora to be henceforth “hounded to the charnel house and the 
worm? was she, indeed, no more?- No more — 0, intolerable 
despair! — Why, there was not a thing I had once known, not a 
dog thst I had caressed, not a book'hat I had read, which f could 
know that I should sec no more. , and, knowing, not feel some¬ 
thing of regret. No more! were we, indeed, parted for ever and 
for ever? Had she gone in her young years, with her warm af¬ 
fections , her new hopes, all green dihd unwithered at her heart, at 
once into dust, stillness, ice? And had 1 known her only for one 
year, one little year, to sec her torn*from 'Ate by a violent and 
bloody death, and to be left a mourner in this vast and eternal 
charnel, without a solitary consolation, or a gleam of hope? 
Was the earth to be henceforth a mere mass conjured from the 
bones and fattened by the day of our dead sires? — were the stars 
and the moon to be mere atoms and specks of a chill light, no 
longer worlds, which the ardent spirit might hefeafter reach, and 
be fitted to enjoy? Was the heaven, the tender, blue, loving 
heaven, in whose far regions I had dreamt was Isora’s home, and 
had, therefore, grown belter and happier when I gazed upon it, 
to be nothing but cloud and air? And had the love, which had 
seemed so immortal, and so springing from that which had not 
blent itself with mortality, been but a gross lamp fed only by 
the properties of a brute nature, and placed in a dark cell of 
clay, to glimmer, to burn, and to espirc with the frail walls 
which it had illumined? Dust, death, worms, — were these 
all onr heritage, all the heritage of love and hope, of thought 
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of passion, of all that breathed, and kindled, and exalted, and 
created within? 

Could I contemplate this idea, could I befieve it possible? I 
could not. But against the abstract, the logical arguments for 
that idea — had 1 a reply? X shudder as 1 write that at that time 1 
had not! I endeavoured to lix my whole thougfys to the study of 
those subtle reasonings which 1 had hitherto so imperfectly conned; 
but my mind was jarring, irresolute, bewildered, coufuscd; my 
stake seemed < > vast to allow me cotflncss for the game. 

Whoever has had cause for some relined aud deep study in the 
midst of the noisy and loud world, may perhaps readily compre¬ 
hend that feeling which now posscssed’me, a feeling that it was 
utterly impossible to abstract and concentrate oq^'s ^thoughts, 
while at the merr^ of every intruder, and fevered and fretful by 
every disturbance. Men, sarly and long accustomed t» mingle 
sueh reflections with the avocations of courts and cities, have 
grown callous to these interruptions, aud it has been in the very 
heart of the multitude lhal the profoundest sp#u!ations have been 
cherished and produced; bul*J w as not of this mould. The world, 
which before had been distasteful, now grew insufferable; I longed 
for some seclusion* some utjcr solitude, some quiet and unpeue- 
trale'd nook, that X might give my undivided iniud to the know¬ 
ledge of these things, and build the tower of divine reasonings by 
which I might ascend to Heaven. It was at this lime, and in the 
midst oi my lierces^interual conflict, that the great Czar died, and 
1 was suddenly recalled to Russia. “Now,” I said, when X heard 
of my release, * now shall my wishes be fulfilled.” 

X sent to Bezoni. lie cam<;, t but he refused, as indeed he had 
for some time done, to speak to me further upon the question 
which so wildly engrossed me. “I forgive you,” said I, when 
we parted, “I forgive you for all that you have cost me; 1 feel that 
the moment is now at hand when my faith shall frame a weapon 
w herewith to trifimph over yours! ” 

father in Heaven! thanks bo to thee that my doubts were ai 
last removed, and the cloud rolled away from my soul. 

Bezoni embraced me, and wept over me. “All good men,” 
said he, “have a mighty interest in your success; for me there is 



nothing dark, even in the mute grave, if it covers the ashes of onr 
who li.fs loved and served his brethren, and done, with a wilful 
heart, no living creature wrong.” 

Soon aflerwards the Italian lost his life in attending the victims 
of a fearful and contagious disease, whom even the regulirr practi¬ 
tioners of the healing art hesitated to visit. 

At this moment I am, in the strictest acceptation of the words, 
a believer and a Christian. I have neither anxiety nor doubt upon 
the noblest and the most conMorting of all creeds, and I am grate¬ 
ful, among the oilier blessings which I'ailh has brought me ! 
am grateful that it has brought me CIIAHITY! Dark to all hum. u 
beings was llezoui’s dof.triue — dark, above all, to those who 
have mourned on earth — so withering to all (he hopes which ding 
the most enduringly to the heart), was his unlpppv creed — that 
lie who knows how inseparably, though insensibly, our moral le¬ 
gislation is woven with our supposed self-interest, will scarcely 
marvel at, even while he condemns, the unwise and unholy per¬ 
secution which tflht creed universally sustains! Many a most 
wretched hour, many a pang of a'gony and despair, did those 
doctrines inflict upon myself; but I know that the. intention ollte- 
*oni was benevolence, and that the practice of'‘his life was virtue 
and while my reason tells me thatGod will not punish the reluctant 
and involuntary error of one to whom all God’s creatures were st* 
dear, my religion bids me hope that I shall meet him in that world 
where no error is, and where the Great Spirit,to whom all human 
passions are unknown avenges the momentary doubt of His justice 
by a proof of the infinity of Ilis mercy. 
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CHAPTER *1. 

The Kotrrat. 

1 iRim i' ll at St. Petersburgh, and found the Czarina, whose 
conjugal pcilidy was more than suspected, loleraldwri flgned to 
(lie extinction of that dazzling life, whose incalculable and godlike 
utility it is resened for posleAfy to appreciate, I had almost said, 
to adore! I have observed, by the way, dial, in general, men 
are the less iiioiirncij by ihcir families iu proportion as they are the 
more mourned by the community. The great at?seldom amiable; 
and those w ho are the least lenient to our errors are invariably our 
relations! 

Many circumstances at’thattime conspired to make my request 
to quit the imperial service appear natural and appropriate. The 
death ot the Oar, joined to a growing jealousy and suspicion 
between the English monarch and Itussia, which, though long 
existing, was now benome more evident, and notorious than hereto¬ 
fore, gave me full opportunity to observe lhatany pardon had been 
obtained from Kihg George three years since, and that private as 
well as national lies rendered my rf-clurn to England a measure not 
uidy of expediency but necessity. The imperial Catherine granted 
me my dismissal in the most flattering kerms, and added the high 
distinction of the order founded in honour of the memorable feat 
l>y which she had ^aved her royal consort and the Russian army, to 
the order of St. Andrew, which I had already received. 

1 transferred my wealth, now immense, to England, and, 
with the pomp which became the rank and reputation fortune had 
bestowed upon me, I commenced the long land journey I had 
chalked ou! to myself. Although I had alleged mv wish to revisit 
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England as the main reason of my retirement from Russia, 1 had 
also expressed aq intcnlion of visiting and making a short sejovr 
in Italy, previous to my return to England. (The physicians, 
indeed, had recommended to me that delicious climate, as an an¬ 
tidote to the ills my constitution had sustained in the freezing skies 
of the north; anti iu my own heart 1 had secretly appointed some 
more solitary part of the Ditine Land for the scene of my purposed 
hermitage and seclusion. It is indeed astonishing how 1 those who 
hate lived much in cold climates yearn for lands of mellow light 
and summer luxuriance; and I fell for a southern sky the same re¬ 
sistless longing which sailors, in the midst of the vast ocean, hat 
felt for the green lields and various landscape of the shore. 

I triKe^d, then, the immense'tracts of Russia — passed 
through Hungary — cntered'Turkey, which I(had wished to tisit, 
where J remained a short time; and,“crossing the Adriatic, hailed, 
for the first time, the Ausonian shore. It y-ns the month of May — 
that mouth, of whose lustrous beauty none,in a northern clime 
can dream — IhatPl entered Italy. It may serve as an instance of 
the power with which a thought that, however important, is ge¬ 
nerally deemed of too abstract and metaphysical a nature deeply to 
engross the mind, possessed me then,' that i — no cold nor un- 
enthusiastic votary of the classic Muse — made no pilgrimage to 
city or ruin, hut, after a brief sojourn at Ravenna, where I dis¬ 
missed all my train, set out alone to find the solitary cell, for 
which I now sickened with a hermit’s love. » 

It was at a smal 1 village at the foot of the Apennines, that i 
found the object of my search. Strangely enough, there blended 
with my philosophical ardour a ( dcep mixture of my old romance. 
Nature, to whose voice the dweller in cities, and struggler with 
mankind, had been so lo.og obtuse, now pleaded audibly at my 
heart, and called me to her embraces, as a mother calls unto hei 
wearied child. My eye, as with a new vision, Jvccamc opened to 
the mute yet eloquent loveliness of this most fairy earth: —and 
hill and valley — the mirror of silent waters — the sunny stillness 
of woods, and the old haunts of satyr and nymph — revived in int 
the fountains of past poetry, and became the receptacles of a 
thousand spells, mightier than the charms of any enchanter save 
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Love — winch was departed — Youth, which was nearly gone — 
and Nature, which (more vividly than ever) existed for me still. 

I chose, tliqp, my retreat. As I was fastidious in its choice, 

I cannot refrain from the luxury of describing it. Ah, little did 
I dream that l had come thither, not only to find a divine comfort, 
but the sources of a human and most passionate woe! Mightiest 
of the lloman bards! in whom tenderness and reason were so en¬ 
twined , and who didst sanctify even thine unholy errors with mi 
beautiful and • .re a genius! what art invariable truth one line ol 
thine has expressed: “ Even in the fairest fountain of delight, 
there is a secret and evil spring eternally bubbling up and scat¬ 
tering its bitter waters over tbc very flbwcrs which surround it 
margin! ” 

In the midst of # a lil'le and mttel glossy vale was a small cottage; 
that was my home. The gooij people there performed for nje all the 
hospitable ollices I required. At a neighbouring monastery I had 
taken the precaution tS make myself known to the superior. Not 
all Italians — no, n*or all igonks — belong to cither of the two great 
tribes into which they arc generally divided—knaves or fools. The 
Abbot Anschno was a man of rather a liberal and enlarged mind; 
he not only kept my sccrtrt, which was necessary to my peace, hut 
lie Wok my part, which was, perhaps, necessary to my safety. 
A philosopher, who desires only to convince himself, and upon 
one subject, docs not require many hooks. Truth lies in a small 
compass; and, for piy part, in considering any speculative subject, 
1 would sooner have with me one hook of Euclid, as a model, than 
all the Vatican, as authorities. But then I am not fond of drawing 
upon any resources but those of reason for reasonings; wiser men 
than 1 am are not so strict. Thc*fcw books that I did require were, 
however, of a nature very illicit in Italy; the good father passed 
them to me from Jlavenna, under his tiwn protection. “I was a 
holy man," he said, “who wished to render the Catholic church 
a great sen ice,* by writing a vast book against ccrtaiir atrocious 
opinions; and the works I read were, for the most part, works 
that I was about to confute.’’ This report gained me protection 
and respect; and, after I had ordered my agent at Kavcnna to 
forward to the excellent abbot a piece of plate, and a huge cargo of 
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a rare Hungary wine, it was not the abbot’s fault it I was not the 
most popular person iu the neighbourhood. 

But to my description : — my home was a cottage — the valley 
m which it lay was divided by a mountain stream, which came 
from the forest Apcnnine, a sparkling and wild stranger, and 
softened into quiet and calm as it proceeded through its green 
margin in the vale. And that margin, how dazzlingly green it was! 
At thedistanceof about a mile from my hut, the stream was broken 
into a slight waterfall, whose sound was heard distinct and deep in 
that still place: and often l paused, from my midnight thoughts, 
to listen to its enchanted and wild melody. The fall was uusei * 
by the ordinary wanderer, 4 for, there, the stream passed through a 
thick copse; and even when you pierced the grove, and gained the 
water-side, dark trees hung over t>ie turbulent w^'ive, and the silver 
spray Wj-s thrown upward through thgjeaves, and fell in diamonds 
upon the deep green sod. 

This was a most favoured haunt with* me; the sun glancing 
through the idle leaves — the music of, the water — the solemn 
absence of all other sounds, except 1 the songs of birds, to which 
the ear grew accustomed, and, at last, in the abstraction of 
thought, scarcely distinguished from the silev.ee — the fragrant 
herb? — and the unnumbered and nameless (lowers which formed 
my roucli — were all calculated to make me pursue uninterruptedly 
the thread of contemplation which I had, in the less voluptuous and 
harsher solitude of the closet, (irst woven fronyhe web of austcrest 
thought. I say pursue, for it was too luxurious and sensual a 
retirement for the conception of a rigid and severe It nin of reflection; 
at least it would have been so to me. But, when the thought 
is once born, such scenes seem £o me the most lit to cradle and to 
rear it. The torpor of the physieal, appears to leave to the mental, 
frame a full scope and power; the absence of human cares, sounds, 
aud intrusions, becomes the best nurse to contemplation; and 
even that delicious and vague sense of enjoyment which would 
seem, atlirst, more genial to the fancy than the mind, preserves 
the thought undisturbed, because contented; so that all but the 
scheming mind becomes lapped in sleep, and the mind itself lives 
dislinet and active as a dream;—adream, not vague, nor confused. 
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nor unsatisfying, but. endowed with more than the clearness, the 
precision, the vigour, of waking life. 

A little wa j from this waterfall was a fount/tin, a remnant of a 
classic and golden ago. Never did Naiad gaze on a more glassy 
mirror, or dwell in a more divine retreat. Through a crevice in an 
overhanging mound ol' the emerald earth, the father stream of the 
fountain crept out, horn, like Love, among flowers, and in the 
most sunny smiles; it then fell, broadening and glowing, into a 
marble basin at whose bottom, id the shining noon, you might 
sec a soil which mocked the very hues of gold, and the water insects, 
in their quaint shapes, and unknown sports, grouping or gliding 
in the midmost wave. A small temple,»of the lightest architecture, 
stood before the fountain; and, in a niche therein, g mutilated 
statue — possibty of the Spirit V>f the place. I!y this fountain, iny 
evening vv alk would linger till the short twilight melted ajvay, and 
the silv er wave trembled in the light of the western star. Oh! then, 
what feelings galhcrc*! over me as I turned slowly homeward; the 
air still, breathless, shirking—the stars, gleaming over the woods 
of the, far Apcnniue — the liflls, growing huger in the shade — the 
small insects humming on the wing — and, ever and auon, the 
swift bat, wheeling rotlnd and amidst them — the music of the 
vv atcrl'all deepening on the ear; and the light and hour lending even 
a mysterious charm to Ihe cry of the weird owl, flitting after its 
prey, — all this had a harmony in my thoughts, and a food for the 
meditations in vvljich my days and nights were consumed. The 
World moulders away the fabric of our early nature, and Solitude 
rebuilds it on iflirmcr base. 

CHAf'TER II. 

The Victory. ' 

0 k yrtii ! Reservoir of Life, over whose deep bosom brood 
the wings of the Universal Spirit, shaking upon thee a blessing 
and a power — a blessing and a power to produce and re-produce 
tin; living from the dead, so that our flesh is woven from the same 
atoms which were once the atoms of our sires, and the inexhaustible 
nutriment of Existence is Decay! 0 eldest and most solemn Earth, 
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Wending even thy loveliness and joy with a (error and an awe! thy 
sunshine is girt with clouds, and circled with storm and tempest: 
thy day conieth from the womb of darkness, and ffturncth unto 
darkness, as man returns unto thy bosom. The green herb that 
laughs in the valley, the water that sings merrily along the wood; 
the many-winged .end all-searching air, which garners life as a 
harvest, and scatters it as a seed; all arc pregnant with corruption 
and carry the cradled death within them, as an oak banqueteth the 
destroying worm. But who that looks upon lliec, and loves thee, 
and inhales thy blessings, will ever mingle too deep a moral with 
his joy? Let us not ask whence come the garlands that we wreathe 
around our altars, or sliowbr upon our feasts: will they not bloom 
as brightly« a yd breathe with as rich a ffagrance, whether they he 
plucked from the garden or the graft' ? O Earth, ipy Mother Earth ! 
dark Sejvdehrc that closes upon all which the Flesh hears, but 
Vestibule of the vast regions which the Soul shall pass, how leapt 
my heart within me when I first fathomed thy'real spell! 

Yes! never shall I forget the rapture,with which 1 hailed the 
light that dawned upon me at last!’ Never shall I forget the 
suffocating — the full — flic ecstatic joy, with which I saw the 
mightiest of all human hopes accomplished; dad felt, as if an 
tlngcl spoke, that there is a life beyond the grave! Tell me not 
of the pride of ambition — tell me not of the triumphs of science: 
never had ambition so lofty an end as the search after immortality! 
never had science so sublime a triumph as tj>e conviction that 
immortality will be gained! I had been at my task the whole 
night, — pale alchymist, seeking from meaner truths to extract 
the greatest of all! At the first hour of day, lo! the gold was 
there: the labour, for which I would have relinquished life, was 
accomplished; the dove descended upon the waters of my soul. 
I fled from the house. I was possessed as with a spirit. I ascended 
a hill, which looked for leagues over the sleeping valley. A grey 
mist hung around me like a veil; I paused, and the great Sun broke 
slowly forth; I gazed upon its majesty, and my heart swelled. 
“So rises the soul,” I said, “from the vapours of this dull being; 
hut the soul waneth not, neither selteth it, nor knoweth it any 
night save that from which it dawneth!” — The mists rolled 



gradually away, the sunshine deepened, and the face of nature 
lay iu smiles, yet silently, before me. It Jay before me, a scene 
that, I had often yvilncsscd, and bailed, and worshipped; but it 
was not the .nunc: a glory had passed over it; it was steeped in a 
beauty and a holiness, in which neither youth, nor poetry, nor 
even love, bad ever robed it before! The change which the earth 
had undergone was like that of some being we have loved — 
■wlii’ii ilcirlh is pus l , mid from u iiwrlit) it becomes an anycl! 

I uttered ar, of joy, and was theft as silent as all around me. 
I felt as if lieneelortli there was a new compart between Nature and 
myself. 1 fell as if ev cry tree, and blade of grass, were henceforth 
to be eloquent with a voice,, ami instinct With a spell. 1 felt as if a 
religiou had entered into the earth, and made oracles of ah that the 
earth bears; the old fables ofDodftna.wcre to becomefealized, and 
the very Icncrs to be haliuvvcij by a sanctity, and to murmyr with 
a truth. I was no longer only a part of that which withers and 
decays; I was no longefi machine of clay, moved by a spring, and 
to be trodden into life mirc t wliich I had trod; I was no longer lied 
to humanity by links which could never be broken , and which, if 
broken, would avail me not. 1 was become, as by a miracle, 
a part of a vast, tlicwgli uascen, spirit. It was not to the matter, 
hut to the, essences, of things that I bore kindred and alliance; 
the stars and the heavens re-timed over me their ancient influence; 
ami, as I looked along the far hills and the silent landscape, a voice 
seemed to swell I'royi the stillness, and to say, “1 am the life of 
these things, a spirit distinct from the things themselves. It is 
to me that you belong for ever and for ever; separate, but equally 
indissoluble; apart, but equally eternal! ” 

1 spent the day upon the bills* It was evening when I returned. 
I lingered by the old fountain, and saw the,stars rise, and tremble, 
one by one, upon the wave. The horn*was that which Isora had 
loved flic .best, and that which the love of her bad consecrated the 
most to me. Afcd never, oh, never, did it sink into my heart 
with*a deeper sweetness, or a more soothing balm. I had once 
more knit my soul to Isora's: I could once more look from the 
toiling and the dim earth, and forget that Isora had left me, in 
dreaming of our re-union. Blame me not, you who indulge in a 
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religious hope more severe and more sublime — you who miss no 
footsteps from the earth, nor pine for a voice that your human 
wanderings can h4ar no more — hlame me not, jpu whose pulses 
heat not for the wild love of the created, but whose spirit languishes 
only for a nearer commune with the Creator — blame me not too 
harshly for my mortal wishes, nor think that my faith was the less 
sincere because it was tinted in the most unchanging dyes of the 
human heart, and indissolubly woven with the memory of the dead! 
Often from our weaknesses 6ur strongest principles of conduct arc 
horn ; and from the acorn, which a breeze has wafted, springs the 
oak which defies the storm. 

The, tirst intoxication'and rapture consequent upon the reward 
of my labour passed away; but, unlike other excitement, it was 
followed not by languor, or a sAed and torpiij calm; a soothing 
and delicious sensation possessed joe — my turbulent senses 
slept; and Memory, recalling the world, rejoiced at the retreat 
which Hope had acquired. 

I now surrendered myself to a nobley philosophythan in crowds 
and cities 1 had hitliertoknown. I nfilonger satirized — I inquired; 
I no longer derided — 1 examined. I looked from the natural proofs 
of immortality to the written promise of Cur T'&hcr — I sought not 
to .baffle men, but to worship truth — I applied myself more to 
the knowledge of good and evil — I bowed my soul before the 
loveliness of Yirtue; and though scenes of wrath and passion yet 
lowered in the future, and I was again speedily called forth — to 
act - to madden— to contend — perchance to sin — the Image 
is still unbroken, anil the Votary has still an offering for its Altar 1 

CI1A ITER III. 

The Hermit of the Well. 

Tub thorough and deep investigation of those principles from 
which we learn the immortality of the soul, and the nature of its 
proper ends, leads the mind through such a course of rellectiori and 
of study — it is attended with so many exalting, purifying, and, 
if I may so say, clherealizing thoughts, that I do believe no mao 
has ever pursued it, and not gone back to the world a belter and 
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delating and reliuing studies be conned, so largely and sensibly 
must they enter the intellectual system, that 1 firnrfy think that even 
a sensualist w hollas only considered the subject with a view to 
convince himself that he is clay, and has therefore an excuse to 
the curious conscience for his grosser desires; nay, should he 
come to his wished for, yet desolate, conclusion ,*from which the 
abhorrent nature shrinks and recoils, I do nevertheless iirmly 
think, should tl study have been loii$ and deep, that he would 
wonder to liud Ins desires had lost their poignancy, and his objects 
their charm. He would descend from the Alp he had climbed to 
the low level on which lie formerly dented it a bliss to dwell, 
with the feeling of one who, .having long drawn in high places an 
empyreal air, has become unable to inhale the smoke *id fhe thick 
vapour he inhaled of yore. His soul once aroused would stir within 
him, though he felt it not, and though lie grew not a believer, he 
would cease to be only the voluptuary. 

I meant at one titoe tohave here stated the arguments which had 
perplexed ntc on one side,'and those which afterwards convinced 
me on the other. I do not. do so for many reasons, one of which 
will suffice, viz. t^e evident and palpable circumstance that a 
dissertation of that nature vvoflld, in a biography like the present, 
he utterly out of place and season. Perhaps, however, at a later 
period of life, 1 may collect my own opinions on the subject into 
a separate work, and bequeath that work to future generations, 
upon the same conditions as the present memoir. 

One day 1 wan favoured by a visit from one of the monks at the 
neighbouring abbey. After some general conversation, lie asked 
me if I had yet encountered the iftrinit of the Well ? “No,” said 

I, “and I was going to add, that I have not even heard of him, 
but J now remember that the good people of the house have more 
than once spoken to me of him as a rigid and self-mortifying 
recluse.” 

“ Yessaid the holy friar; “Heaven forbid that I should say 
aught against the practice of the saints and pious meu to deny 
unto themselves the lusts of the flesh, but such penances may 
lie carried loo far. However, it is au excellent custom, and the 
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Hermit of the Well is an excellent creature. Santa Maria! what 
delicious stuff is that Hungary wine your scholarship was pleased 
to bestow upon oar father Abbot. He suffered me to taste it the 
eve before last. I had been suffering with a pSin in the reins, 
and the wine acted powerfully upon me as an efficacious and 
inestimable medicine. l)o you find, my son, that it bore the 
journey to your judging here, as well as it bore it to the convent 
cellars?” 

“Why, really, my father, I have none of it here; but the 
people of the. house have a few ffasks of a better wine than ordinary, 
if you will deign to taste it in lieu of the Hungary w ine.” 

“Oh — oh!” said tfce monk, groaning, “my reins trouble 
me much — perhaps the wine may pomforl me! ” and the wine 
was brought. 

“It is not of so rare a flavour as that you sf-nt to our reverend 
fathersaid the monk, wiping his mouth with his long sleeve. 
“Hungary must be a charming place — is *lt far from hence? — It 
joins the heretical — 1 pray your pardon — it jt/ins the continent ol 
England, I believe?” 

“Not exactly, father; but whatever its topography, it is a rare 
country — for those who like it! ltut tejl me qf this Hermit of the 
Well. How long has lie lived herd — and how came, ho by his 
appellation? Of what country is he — and of what birth? ” 

“ You ask me too many questions at once, my son. The country 
of the holy man is a mystery to us all. He speaks the Tuscan 
dialect well, but with a foreign accent. Nevertheless, though the 
wine is not of Hungaiy, it has a pleasant flavour. 1 wonder how 
the rogues kept it so snugly from the knowledge and comfort ot 
their pious brethren of the inonaa.cry.” 

“And how long has the hermit lived in your vicinity?” 

“Nearly eight years, .my son. It was one winter’s evening 
that he came to our convent in the dress of a worldly traveller, to 
seek our hospitality, and a shelter for the night, .which was incle¬ 
ment and stormy. He stayed with us a few days, and held some 
conversation with our father Abbot; and one morning, after roam¬ 
ing in the neighbourhood to look at the old stones and ruins, which 
is the custom of travellers, lie returned, put into our box some 
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certain alms, and two (lays afterwards he appeared in the place he 
now inhabits, and in the dress he assumes.” 

“And of what nature, my father, is the place, and of what 
fashion the drefs?” 

“Holy St. Francis!” exclaimed the father, with a surprise sv 
great that 1 thought at first it related to the wine, “Holy St. Francis 
— hare you not seen the well yet? ” 

“No, father, unless you speak of the fountain about a mile 
and a quarter d ;tant.” 

“Tush — rush!” said the good man, “what ignoramuses you 
travellers arc; j ou affect to know w liat kind of slippers Prester John 
wears, and to have been admitted to tljp bed-chamber of f/ie Pa¬ 
goda of China; and yet, when one comes to sound you, you are 
as ignorant of every thing a jnan of real learning kifttws as an 
Englishman is otitis missal. Why, I thought that every fool in 
every country had heard of flic Holy Well of St. Francis,* situated 
exactly two milts from our famous convent, and that every fool irt 
the neighbourhood had seen it.” 

“What the fools, mj father, whether in this neighbourhood 
or any other, may have heard or seen, t, who profess not osten¬ 
sibly to belong to jo goodly an Order, cannot pretend to know; but 
be assured that the Holy Wtdl of St. Francis is as unfamiliar to me 
as.thc Pagoda of China — God bless him — is In you.” 

Upon this, tliele.tiued monk, after expressing due astonish¬ 
ment, offered to show it to me; aud as 1 thought I might, by 
acquiescence, get rid of him the sooner, and as, moreover, I 
wished to see ^ie ilibot, to whom some hooks for mo had been 
lately sent, I agree! to the offer. 

The well, said lie monk,' lay not above a mile out of the rus- 
tomary way to the ironaslerv; and after we had finished the flask 
of wine, we sallied out ou our excursion, — the monk upon a 
stalely and strong ass — myself on foot. 

I he Abbot bad, on granting me liis friendship and protection, 
observed that I was *ot the only stranger and recluse on whom his 
favour was bcstowcc. He had then mentioned the Hermit of the 
Well, as an ccccnfic and strange being, who lived an existence 
of rigid penance, harmless to others, painful only to himself. 

Oeverei/x *)/. 
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This story hail been confirmed in the tew conversations 1 had ever 
interchanged with my host and hostess, who scented to take a pe¬ 
culiar pleasure in .talking of the Solitary; and front them 1 had 
heard also many anecdotes of his charily towards life poor, and his 
attention to the sick. All these circumstances came into my mind 
as the good monk indulged his loquacity upon the subject, and my 
curiosity became,' at last, somewhat excited respecting my fellow 
recluse. 

1 now learned from the imytk that the post of Hermit of the Well 
was an ollicc of which the present anchorite was hy no means the 
first tenant. The well was one of those springs frequent in catholi. 
countries, to which a legend and a sanctity are attached; and twice 
a-vear, once in the spring, once in the putumn, tip neighbouring 
peasants thick*, d thither, on a stall'd day, to drink, and lose their 
diseases. As the spring most probably did possess some medi¬ 
cinal quiliities, a few extraordinary cures had occurred; especially 
among those pious persons who took not biennial, hut coustaut, 
draughts; — and to doubt its holiness was downright heresy. 

Aow, hard by this well was a ipiveVn, which, whether first 
formed hy nature or art, was now, upon the whole, constructed 
into a very commodious abode; atul he;p, fo^years beyond the 
memory of man, some solitary person had fixed his abode, to dis¬ 
pense and to ldess the, water, to be exceedingly well fed by the sur¬ 
rounding peasants, to wear a hmg gow n ot scree or sackcloth, and 
to he. called the Hermit of the Well. So fast as each succeeding 
anchorite died there were enough candidates e’agcr to supply his 
place; for it was no haul m flier to some penny ess yrnpostor to be¬ 
come tlic quack aud patentee of a holy specific. The choice of these 
candidates always rested with the superior if the neighbouring 
monastery; and it is not impossible that he made an indifferently 
good per eentage upon the,annual advantage of his protection 
and choice. 

At the time the traveller appeared, the fotmer hermit had just 
departed this life, and it was, therefore, to the vacancy thus ec- 
casioned, that he had procured himself to he elected. The incum¬ 
bent appeared quite of a different mould from ihe former occupants 
of the hermitage. He accepted, it is true, the gifts laid at regular 
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periods upon a huge stone between the hermitage and the well, but 
he distributed among the donors alms far more profitable than 
their gifts, lie entered no village, borne upon an ass laden with 
twin sacks, for*the purpose of sanctimoniously robbing the inha¬ 
bitants; no profane songs were ever heard resounding from Ins 
dwelling by the peasant incautiously lingering at a late hour too 
near its vicinity; my guide, the monk, complartied bitterly of his 
unsoeiability, and no scandalous legend of nymph—like comforters 
and damsel vi- mts, haunting the stored dwelling, escaped from 
the garrulous Inar's well loaded budget. 

••Hoes he study much?" said I, with the interest of a student. 

‘I fear me not,” qm.lh the monk. VI have had occasion often 
to enter his abode, and I lgive examined all things vvilh a close eye 

— for, praised he the Lord, ijiavc faculties more flinn*ordinarily 
clear and obscrvafit — hut I have seen no hooks (herein, excepting 
a missal, and a l.alm or Greek testament, J know not wetl which; 

— nay, so incurious «r unlearned is the holy man dial he rejected 
even a loan of tin* ‘J.ife of St. Francis,’ notwithstanding it has' 
many and rare pi< lures, to siy uothiug of its most interesting and 
amazing talcs.'’ 

More might tjje monk have said, had vve not now suddenly 
entered a thick and sombrti wood. A path cut through it was 
narrow, and only capable of admitting a traveller on foot or horse¬ 
back; and the houghs overhead were so darkly interlaced that the 
light scarcely, and only in brokeu and erratic glimmerings, pierced 
the canopy. * 

“It is the VHpod,” said the monk, crossing himself, “wherein 
the wonderful adventure happened to St. Francis, which I will one 
day narrate at length to you.” 

“And wc are near the well, 1 suppose?” said I. 

“It is dose at hand,” answered the monk. 

In effect wc iiad not proceeded above iifty yards before the path 
brought us iiiKva circular space of green sod, in the midst of which 
wits a small square stone building, of plain, but not inelegant, 
shape, and evidently of great antiquity. At one side of this build¬ 
ing was an iron handle, for the purpose of raising water, which 
cast itself into a stone basin, to which was affixed, by a strong 

•> \ ‘ 
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chain, an iron cup. An inscription, in monkish Latin, was en¬ 
graved over the basin, requesting the traveller to pause and drink, 
and importing that what that water was to the body, faith was to 
the soul; near the cistern was a rude scat, formcd*by the trunk of 
a tree. The door of the well-house was of iron, and secured by a 
chain and lock; perhaps the pump was so contrived that, only a 
certain quantum 6f the sanctilied beverage could lie drawn up at a 
time, without application to some mechanism within: and way¬ 
farers were thereby preventedrfroin helping themselves ad libitum, 
and thus depriving the anchorite of the profit and the necessity of 
his ollice. 

It was certainly a strange, lonely, and wild place; and the 
greensward, roundais a fairy ring, in Jhe midst of trees, which, 
black, chfte/tmd huge, circled it like a wall; and the solitary 
grey building in the centre, gaunt and cold, and 1 startling the eye 
with the'’abruptness of its appearance, and the strong contrast 
made by its wan hues to the dark verdure and forest gloom 
around it! 

I took a draught of the water, which wits very cold and tasteless, 
and reminded the monk of his disorder in the reins, to which a 
similar potation might possibly be efficacious.,. To this sugges¬ 
tion the monk answered that he would'certainly try the water some 
other lime; but that at present the wine he had drunk might pol¬ 
lute ils div ine properties. So saying, he turned off the conversa¬ 
tion by inviting me to follow him to the hermitage. 

In our way thither he pointed out a large fragment of stone, and 
observed that the watcu would do me evil instead of-good if I forgot 
to remunerate its guardian. I took the lifnl, and laid a piece of 
silver on the fragment. ' 

A short journey through the wood brought us to the foot of a 
hill covered with trees, aud having at its base a strong stone door, 
the entrance to the excavated home of the anchorite. The monk 
gently tapped thrice at this door, but no answer caucc. “ The holy 
man is from home,” said he, “let us return.” 

We did so; and the monk, keeping behind me, managed, as 
he thought, unseen, to leave the stone as naked as we had found 
it'. We now struck through another path in the wood , and were 
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soon at the convent. I did not lose the opportunity to question the 
abbot respecting his tenant: I learnt from him little more than the 
particulars I liavjp already narrated, save that in concluding his 
details, he said: 

“I can scarcely doulit but that the hermit is, like yourself, a 
person of rank; his hearing and his mien appear to denote it. lie 
has given, and gives yearly, large sums to the tfses of the con¬ 
vent; and, though he takes the customary gifts of the pious villa¬ 
gers, it is only l. j my advice, and for llic purpose of avoiding sus¬ 
picion. Should he he considered rich , it might attract cupidity ; 
and there are enough bold hands and sharp knives in the country 
to place the wealthy and the unguarded in some peril. Whoever 
lie may he, — for he has nokeontided his secret to me — I do not 
doubt but that he^is doing penance .for some great Ariifie; and, 
whatever he the crime, 1 suspect that its earthly punishment is 
nearly over. Tb" hermit is naturally of a delicate and weal? frame, 
and year alter year I hate marked him sensibly wearing away; so 
that when 1 last savfhim, three days since, 1 was shocked at Utc, 
visible ravages which disease «r penance had engraven upon him. 
If ever Death wrote legibly, his characters are in that brow and 
cheek.” 

“Poor man! Know you fiot even whom to apprise ofliis de¬ 
cease when lie is no more ? " 

“1 do not yet; hut the last lime,I saw him he told me that, he 
found himself dravving near his end, and that he should not quit 
life without troubling me with one request.” 

After this the Abbot spoke ol other matters, and my visit 
expired. 

Interested in the recluse mBre deeply than I acknowledged to 
myself, I found my steps insensibly leading me homeward by the 
more circuitous road which wound lirst liy the holy well. I did not 
resist the impulse, hut walked musingly onward by the waning 
twilight, for the day was now over, until I came to the well. As I 
emerged lnm the wood, I started involuntarily and drew hack. A 
figure, robed from head to fool in a long sable robe, sate upon the 
rude seat beside the well; sate so still, so motionless, that coming 
upon it abruptly in that strange place, the heart beat irregularly at 
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an apparition so dark in hue, and so dea th-like in its repose. The 
hat, large, broad, and overhanging, which suited the costume, 
was lying on the ground: and the face, which .inclined upward, 
seemed to woo the gentle air of the quiet and soft skies. I ap¬ 
proached a few steps, and saw the profile of the countenance more 
distinctly than I had done before, ft was of a marble whiteness; 
tlie features, though sharpened and attenuated by disease, were 
of surpassing beauty; the hair was exceedingly, almost effemi¬ 
nately, long, and hung in waves of perfect jet on eithersidc; the 
mouth was closed lirmly, and deep lines, or rather furrows, were 
traced from its corners to either nostril. The stranger’s beard, of 
a hue equally black as tin hair, was dishevelled and neglected, hut 
not very long; and one hand, which hy on the sable robe, was so 
thin antf wateyou might have dec'-nod the very starlight could have 
shone through it. I did not doubt (hat it was the recluse whom J 
saw; Tdrew near and accosted him. 

“ Your blessing, holy father, and your permission to taste the 
healing of your well.” 

Sudden as was my appearance, and abrupt my voice, the her¬ 
mit evinced by no startled gesture a token of surprise. lie turned 
very slowly round, cast upon me anjndifferent glance, and .said, 
in a sweet and very low tone, 

“You have my blessing, stranger; there is water in the cis¬ 
tern — drink, and be healed.” 

I dipped the bowl in the basin, and took sparingly of the water. 
In the accent and tone of the stranger, my car, accustomed to the 
dialects of many nations, recognised something English; Ire- 
solved, therefore, to address him in my native tongue, rather 
than the indifferent Italian in which I had lirst accosted him. 

“The water is fresh and cooling; would, holy father, that it 
could penetrate to a deeper malady than the ills of llesh: that it 
could assuage the fever of the heart, or lave from die wearied mind 
the dust which it gathers from the mire and travail of the world.” 

Now the hermit testified surprise; but it was slight and mo¬ 
mentary. He gazed upon me more attentively than he had done 
before, and said, after a pause, 
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‘My countryman! and in this spot! It is not often that the 
English penetrate into places where no ostentatious celebrity 
dwells to sale curiosity and flatter pride. My contryman! — it is 
well, and perhaps fortunate. Yes,” he said, after a second 
pause, “ yes; it were indeed a boon, had the earth a fountain for 
the wounds which fester, and the disease which consumes within.” 

“The earth has oblivion, father, if not a cure?’ 

“It is false!” cried the hermit, passionately, and starting 
wildly from hi‘ .cat; “ the earth has %u oblivion. The grave — is 
tlwl forgetfulness ? No, no — there is no grave for i he soul! The 
deeds pass — the flesh corrupts — but the memory passes not, 
and withers not. From ago to age, from world to world, through 
eternity, throughout Croatian, it is perpetuated — an immortality 
—a curse — a hell!” 

Surprised by The vehemence of the hermit, I was still more 
startled by the agonizing and ghastly expression of his face. 

“My father,” said t, “pardon me, if I have pressed upon a 
sore. 1 also have trtat within which, did a stranger touch it, would 
thrill my whole frame witfi towture, and I would fain ask from your 
holy soothing, aud pious comfort, something of alleviation or of 
fortitude.” 

The hermit drew near to’me; he laid his thin hand upon my 
arm, and looked long and wistfully in my face. It was then that 
a suspicion crept through me which after observation proved to be 
true, that the wandering of those dark eyes, aud the meauing of 
that blanched brow were tinctured with insanity. 

“Brother, and fellow man,” saidhe, mournfully, “hast thou 
in truth suffered? and dost thou still smart at the remembrance? 
We are friends then. If thou lfcst suffered as much as I have, I 
will fall down and do homage to thee as a superior; for pain has 
its ranks, and I think, at times, thatcohe ever climbed the height 
that 1 have done. Yet you look not like one who has had nights of 
delirium, and*days in which the heart lay in the breast, as a 
corpse endowed with consciousness might lie in the grave, feeling 
•he w orm gnaw it, and the decay corrupt, and yet incapable of re¬ 
sistance or of motion. Your cheek is thin, bullion; your eye is 
haughty and bright; you have the air of one who has lived with 
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men, and struggled and not been vanquished in the struggle. 
Suffered! No, man, no — you have not suffered! ” 

“My father, etis not in the countenance that Fate graves her 
records. I have, it is true, contended with iny fellows; and if 
wealth and honour be the premium , not in vain: but I have not 
contended with Sorrow with a like success; and 1 stand before 
you, a being who, if passion be a tormentor, and the death of 
the loved a loss, has borue that which the most w retched will not 
envy.” 

Again a fearful change came oyer the face of the recluse — he 
grasped my arm more vehemently, “You speak my own sorrow.* 
— you utter my own curs'; — 1 will see you again — you may do 
my last will better than yon monks. Can I trust you? If you have 
in truth known misfortune, I will! — I will — yea, even to the 
outpouring — Merciful, merciful G<^d, what would I say — what 
would Tver cal! ” 

Suddenly changing his voice, lie released me, and said, 
touching his forehead with a meaning gesture, 1 and a quiet smile, 
“ You say you arc my rival in pain? ,'Iave you ever known the rage 
and despair of the heart mount here? It is a wonderful thing to be 
calm as I am now, when that rising makes itself felt in lire and 
torture! ” * 

“If there be aught, father, which a man who cares not what 
country he visit, or what deed — so it be not of guilt or shame — 
he commit, can do towards the quiet of your soul, say it, and I 
will attempt your will.” 

“You are kind, myson,” said the hermit, resuming his first 
melancholy and dignified composure of mien and hearing, “and 
there is something in your voice, 'which seems to me like a tone 
that I have heard in youth. Bo you live near at hand?” 

“In the valley, about feur miles hence; lam, like yourself, 
a fugitive from the world.” 

“ Come to me then to-morrow at eve; lo-morro-w! — No, that 
is a holy eve, and l must keep it with scourge and prayer. Thenext 
at sunset. I shall be collected then, and I would fain know more 
of you than I do. Bless you, my son — adieu.” 

“Yet stay, father, may I not conduct you home?” 
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“No - my limbs arc weak, but l irust they can carry me to 
that home, till 1 be borne thence to my last. Farewell! The night 
grows, and may (ills even these shades with pefil. The e\e after 
next, at sunset, we meet again.” 

So saying, the hermit waved his band, and I stood apart, 
watching his receding figure, until the trees cloaked the last 
glimpse from my view. I then turned liomewardf, and reached my 
cottage in safety, despite of the hermit’s caution. But I did not 
retire to rest ■ .1 powerful foreboding* rather than suspicion, that, 
in the worn and wasted form which I had beheld, there was iden¬ 
tity with one whom I had not met for years, and whom I had be- 
licu'd to be no more, thrillingly possessed me. 

“Can — can it be?” thought I. “Can grief have a desolation, 
or remembrance jn agony, snlBeieut to create so avflul a i hnnge? 
And of all human beings, fey: that one to be singled out; that one 
in whom passion and sin were, if they existed, nipped in their ear¬ 
liest germ, and seemiltgly rendered barren of all fruit! If, loo, al¬ 
most against the efidene^of sight and sense, an innate feeling has 
marked in thalmost altered f*rm the traces of a dread recognition, 
would not bis memory have been yet more vigilant than mine? Am 
I so changed (hatdhe shnuld have looked me in the face so wist¬ 
fully, and foundlhcre nougltt save the lineaments of a stranger? ” 
And, actuated by this thought, 1 placed the light by the small mil 
ror which graced my chamber. 1 recalled, as l gazed , my features 
as they bad been in eoiliest youth. “No,” I said, with a sigh, 
■there is nothing Tiere that he should recognize.” 

And I said aright: my features, originSlly small and delicate 
had grown enlarged and prominent. The long locks of my youth 
(for only upon state occasions Aid my early vanity consent to the 
fashion of the day) were succeeded by curls, short and crisped; 
the hues, alternately pale and hectic • that the dreams of romance 
had nice spread overmy check, had settled into the unchanging 
bron/e of matlhood; the smooth lip, and unshaven chin, were 
clothed with a thick hair; the cnce uufurrowed brow was habi¬ 
tually knit in thought; and the ardent, restless expression that 
boyhood wore bad yielded to the quiet, unmoved countenance of 
one. in whom long custom has subdued all outw ard sign of emo- 
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tiori, and many and various events left no prevalent token of the 
mind, save that of an habitual, hut latent resolution. My frame, 
loo, once scarcely less slight than a woman's, y as become knit 
and muscular, and nothing was left by which, in the foreign air, 
the quiet brow, and the athletic form, my very mother could have 
recognized the slender lignre and changeful face of the boy she 
bad last beheld. The very sarcasm of the eye was gone: and 1 
had Icarut the world’s easy lesson — to clothe bitterness within in 
the most rigid vesture of an t:\lcrnal composure. 

I have noted one thing in others, and it was particularly u >- 
liccablc in me, viz. that few who mix very largely with men, anti 
with the courtier’s or tiic*eitizeii’s design, ever retain the key and 
lone of their original voice. The voice of a young man is as yet 
modulated bf nature, and expresses the passipn of the moment; 
tiiat of Ijie matured pupil of art expresses rather the customary oc¬ 
cupation of his life: whether he aims at .persuading, convincing, 
or commanding others, his voice irrevocably settles into the key- 
lie ordinarily employs; and, as persyasion'is the means men 
chiefly employ in their commerce with each other, especially in the 
regions of a court, so a tone of artificial blaudness and subdued 
insinuation is chiefly that in which the accents »'f worldly men are. 
clothed; the arlilieial intonation, long continued, grows into na¬ 
ture, and the very pith and basis of the original sound fritter them¬ 
selves away. The change was groat in me, for at lhal time, which 
X brought iu comparison with the present my age was one in which 
the voice is yet confused and undecided, struggling between the 
accents of youth and bOyhood; so that even this most powerful and 
unchanging of all claims upon the memory was iu a great measure 
absent in me; and nothing but an*occasional and rare tone could 
have produced even that faint and unconscious recognition which 
the hermit had confessed. * 

I must be pardoned these egotisms, which the nature of my 
story renders necessary. 

With what eager impatience did I watch the hours to the ap¬ 
pointed interview with the hermit languish themselves away! How¬ 
ever , before that time arrived, and towards the evening of the next 
day, I was surprised by the rare honour of a visit from Ansclmo 
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himself. He came attended by two of the mendicant friars ol In- 
order, and they carried between them a basket of tolerable size, 
which, as mine hostess afterwards informed me, Vith many a tear 
went hack somewhat heavier than it came, from the load of eerlan 
reccptuciila of that rarer wine which she had had, the evening be 
fore, the indiscreet hospitality to produce. 

The abbot came to inform me that the hcrniit*had been will 
him that morning, making many inquiries respecting me. “1 told 
him,” said he that I was acquainted with your name and birth 
but that I was under a solemn promise not to reveal them, without 
your consent; and I am now here, my sou, to learn from you 
whether that consent may he obtained?” • 

“Assuredly not, holy father!" said I, hastily; nor was 1 eon 
tented until I had obtained a renwval .of his promise it) that olivet 
This seemed to give the abbijf some little chagrin: perhaps the 
hermit had offered a reward for my discovery. However, 1 knew 
that Anselmo, though 9 gnping, was a trustworthy, man, aud I 
felt safe iu his renevfed promise. 1 saw him depart with great sa¬ 
tisfaction , and gave uiysoli ouanmorc to conjectures respecting tin 
strange recluse. 

As, the nest earning, I prepared to depart towards the hei 
milage, I took peculiar pains To give my person a foreign and dis¬ 
guised appearance. A loose, dress, of rude and simple, material 
and a high cap of fur. were pretty successful in accomplishing tlii- 
purpose. Aud, as I gave, (he last look at the glass before 1 left 
the house, Isaid, inly, If there he any truth in my wild and ini 

probable conjecture respecting the identity ofllie anchorite, I think 
time and this dress are sullicipnt wizards to secure me from a 
chance of discovery. I will keep if guard upon my words and tones 
until, if my thought be verified, a moment (it for unmasking mvscll 
arrives, llut would to God that the thought he. groundless' In 
such circumstances, and after such an absence, to meet him ' 
-No; and vet —Well, this meeting will decide.” 
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CHAPTER IV. 

The Solution of ipany Mysteries — a (lark View or the Life and Nature 
of Man. i 

l'otv kuv'l'Ij , though not clearly developed in my own mind, 
was the motive which made me so strongly desire to preserve the 
incognito during my interview with the hermit. I have before said 
that 1 could not resist a vague, but intense, belief that he was a 
person whom I had long bylieved in the grave; and 1 had more 
than once struggled against a dark, but passing, suspicion, that 
lliat person was in some measure — mediately, though not dircc 'y 
— connected with the mysteries of my former life. If both these 
conjectures were true, 1 thought it possible that the communica¬ 
tion theVern it wished to make pie might be made, yet more will¬ 
ingly to me as a stranger than if he knew wild was in reality his 
confidant. And, at all events, if P I could curb the impetuous 
gushingsof my own heart, which yearned for immediate disclosure, 
I might, by hint and prelude, ascertain the advantages and disad¬ 
vantages of revealing myself. t 1 

I arrived at the well: the hermit was already at the place of 
rcndezious, seated in the same posturc.in wlijch I had before seen 
him. I made my reverence, and accosted him. 

“I have not failed you, father.” 

“ That is rarely a true boast with men,”. said the hermit, smi¬ 
ling mournfully, but without sarcasm; “and were the promise of 
greater avail, it might not have been so rigidly kept.” 

“The promise, father, seemed to me of greater weight than 
you would intimate," answered I. 

“How meanyou?” said the hermit, hastily. 

“Why, that we may perhaps serve each other by our meeting; 
you, father, may comfoyt me by your counsels; 1 you by my 
readiness to obey your request.” 

The hermit looked at me for some moments, end, as well as J 
could, I turned away my face from his gaze. I might have spared 
myself the effort. He seemed to recognize nothing familiar in my 
countenance; perhaps his mental malady assisted my own altera¬ 
tion. 
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“1 have inquired respecting you,” lie said, after a pause, 
“and I hear that you are a learned and wise man, who have seen 
much of the world, aud played the part both «f soldier aud of 
scholar, in its various theatres: is my information true?” 

“Not true with respect to the learning, father, but true with 
regard to the experience. 1 have been a pilgrim in many countries 
of Europe.” 

‘ Indeed! ” said the hermit, eagerly. “ Come with me to my 
home, and tell me of tin: wonders youahave seen.” 

I assisted the hermit to rise, and he walked slowly towards the 
cavern, leaning upon my arm. Oh, how that light touch thrilled 
through my frame! How I longed to crj, “Arc you not the one 
whom X have loved, aud mourned, and believed buried in the 
tomb ?” lfut f choked myself. • We moved on in sileucc. The 
hermit’s hand was on the do»r of the cavern, when lie sayl, in a 
calm tone, but with evideut effort, and turning his face from me 
while he spoke: 

“And did your wandc»ings ever carry you into the farther re¬ 
gions of the north ? Bid the fdine of the great Czar ever lead you to 
the city lie has founded?” 

“lam right—"lam right!” thought I, aslanswcrcd, “In 
truth, holy father, X spent not a long lime atPctcrsburgh; but I 
am not a stranger either to its wonders, or its inhabitants.” 

“Possibly, then, you may have met with the English favourite 
of the Czar, of whom X hear in my retreat that men have lately 
spoken somewhat largely?” The hermit parsed again. We were 
now in a long, Tow passage, almost in darkness. I scarcely saw 
him, yell heard a convulsed uyivemout in his throat, before he 
uttered the I'eniainder of the sentence. “He is called the Couut 
Dcvcreux.” 

“Father,” said I calmly, “I have both seen and known the 
man." 

•“Hu!” said the hermit, and he leant for a iTioment agaiust 
the wall; “known him — and — how — how —I mean, where 
is he at this present time?” 

“That, father, is a difficult question, respecting one who 
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has led so acti\c a life. He was ambassador at the court of —. 
just before I left it.” 

We had now passed the passage, and gained a room of tolei- 
ablc size; an iron lamp burnt within, and afforded a sullinent, 
but somewhat dim, light. The hermit, as l Concluded my reply, 
sunk down on a long stone bench, beside a table of the same sub¬ 
stance, and leaning his face on his hand, so that the long, large 
sleeve he wore, perfectly concealed his features, said, “I’ardon 
me. my breath is short, rjud my frame weak — 1 am quite ci- 
hausted —but will speak to you more anon.” 

I uttered a short answer, and drew a small wooden stool within 
a few feet of the hermit'sp>eat. After a brief silence he rose, placed 
wine, bread, and preserved fruits, jiefore me, and bade me cat. 
i seemeb lo»eomply with his request, and the apparent diversion 
of my attention from himself somewhat relieved the embarrass¬ 
ment u'mlcr which he evidently laboured. 

“Think youhe said, “that were my commission to this — 
to the Count Dcvcrcux — you would execute faithfully and with 
speed? Vet stay — you ha\e a high piicb, as of oue above fortune, 
but your garb is rude and poor; and if aught of gold could com¬ 
pensate vour trouble, the hermit has other treasuries beside thi- 
coll." 

“I will do your bidding, father, without'robbing the poor. 
You wish then that 1 should seek Morton Itcvcrcux — you wish 
that I should summon him hither — you wish to see, and to coutei 
■with him! ” 

“God of mercy forbid!” cried the Hermit r and with such 
vehemence that 1 was startled from the design of revealing myself, 
which 1 was on the point of executing. “ 1 would rather that these 
walls would crush me into dust, or that this solid stone would 
crumble beneath my feet,ay, even into a bottomless pit, than 
meet the glance of Morton Dcvcrcux! ” 

“Is it even so?” said I, stooping over the wiixe cup; “yehavi 
been foes then', I suspect. — Well, it matters not — tell me your 
errand, and it shall he done.” 

“Done!” -cried the hermit, and a new, and certainly a mosi 
natural suspicion darted within him, “done! and — fool that I 
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am! — who, or vloit arc }ou, that I should believe you take so 
keen an interest in the wishes of a man utterly unknown to you? 
I tell you that my wish is that you should cross seas and traverse 
land- until jou Arid the man I have named to you. Will a stranger 
do this, and without hire— no — no —I was a fool, and will 
trust (he monks, and give gold, and then my errand will be sped.” 

“Fafhci , or rather, brother,” said I, with h slow aud lirm 
voire, “for ; i are of mine own age, and you have the passion 
mid the infirmity which make brelhrcryil'all mankind, I am one to 
whom all places are alike: it matters not whether 1 visit a northern 
or a southern clime — J have wealth, which is sufficient to smooth 
toil — 1 hate leisure, which makes lycupatinu an enjoyment. 
More than this , I am one, jvlio in his gayest and wildest moments 
lias ever loved mankind, and vyruld have renounce! at^my time 
his own pleasure for the advantage of another. Itul at this time, 
above all other-, 1 am most disposed to forget myself, aTid there 
is a passion in your w m ils which leads me to hope that it may be a 
great benefit whielii can confer upon you.” 

“You speak well,” sSid jhe hermit, musingly, “and I may 
trust you; 1 w ill consider yet a little longer, aud to-morrow at this 
hour, you shall ha^e my linal answer. If you execute the charge 1 
entrust to you, may the Messing of a dying and most wretched man 
cleave to you for ever! - itul hush — the dock strikes — it is my 
hour of prayer.” 

And, pointing to a huge black clock that hung opposite the 
door, and indicated the, hour of nine (according to our English 
mode of numheyng the hours), the hermit fell on iris knees, and, 
clasping his hands tightly, licnt his face over them in the attitude 
of humiliation and devotion. Hollowed his example. After a few 
minutes, he rose — “Once in every three hours,” said he, with 
a ghastly expression, “for the last tv\elfo years have i bowed in; 
sou! in anguish before God, and risen to feci that it was in vain — 
I am eueved without and within! ” 

‘Jlv lather, my father, is this your faith in the mercies of the 
Redeemer who died for Man?” 

“Talk not to inc of faith!” cried the hermit, wildly. “Ye 
laymen and worldlings know nothing of its mysteries and its 
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[towers. But begone! the dread hour is upon me, when my tongue 
is loosed, and my brain darkened, and I know not my words, and 
shudder at niv own thoughts. Begone! no human being shall w it- 
ness those moments — they are only for God and my own soul.” 

So saying, this unhappy and strange being seized me. by the 
arm ami dragged tne towards the passage we had entered. I was in 
doubt whether to yield to, or contend with, him; but there was a 
glare in his eye, and a flush upon his brow, which, while it be¬ 
trayed the dreadful disease of his mind, made me fear that resist¬ 
ance to his wishes might operate dangerously upon a frame so 
feeble and reduced. I therefore mechanically obeyed him. lie 
opened again the entrance to his rugged home, and the moonlight 
streamed wanly out his dark robes and spectral figure. 

“Go*,” suidlic, more mildly, than before — “go, and forgive 
the vehemence of one whose mind and heart are alike broken 
within him. Go, but return to-morrow at sunset. Your air dis¬ 
poses me to trust you.” > 

So saying, be closed the door upon me, 'and I stood without 
the cavern alone. 

But did 1 return home? Did I hasten to press my couch in 
sleep and sweet forgetfulness, while he was in that gloomy sepul¬ 
ture of the living, a prey to anguish, and torn by the fangs of mad¬ 
ness and a fierce disease? No — on the damp grass, beneath the 
silent skies, 1 passed a night, which I ween well could scarcely 
have been less wretched than his own. My conjecture was now, 
and in full, confirmed. Heavens! how I loved that man — how. 
from my youngest y«ars, had my soul’s fondest.alTections inlci- 
laeed themselves with him! — with what anguish had 1 wept his 
imagined death! and now to know that he lay within those walls, 
smitten from brain to heart with so fearful and mysterious a curse 
— to know, too, that he dreaded the sight of me— of me who 
would have laid down my life for his! — the grave, which 1 ima¬ 
gined his home, had been a mercy to a doom like -this! 

“He fears,” I murmured, and I wept as I said it, “lo look 
on one who would watch over, and sooth, and bear with him, with 
more than a woman’s love! By what awful fate has this calamity 
fallen on one so holy and so pure? or by what pre-ordcred destiny 
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did I come to these solitudes, to find at the same time a new charm 
• for the earth, and a spell to change it again into a desert and a 
place of woe?” 

All night 1 kept vigil by the cave, and listened if I could catch 
moan or sound; but every thing was silent: the thick walls of the 
rock kept even the voice of despair from my ear. The day dawned, 
and I retired among the trees, lest he might comf out unawares 
and see me. At sun-rise 1 saw him appear for a few moments, 
and again refir , and I then hastened home, exhausted and wearied 
by the internal conflicts of the night, to gather cooluess and com¬ 
posure for the ensuing interview, which 1 contemplated at once 
with eagerness and dread. 

At the appointed hour, I repaired to the cavern: the door was 
partially dosed; I opened it,’afteidiearing no answer % m^knock, 
and walked gently *loiig the passage;' hut 1 heard shrieks, and 
groaus, aud wild laughter, as l*uearcd the rude chamber. I paused 
tor a moment, aud then in terror aud dismay entered the apart¬ 
ment. It was empty, but I saw near the dock a small door; from 
within which the sounds tlfct planned me proceeded. I had no 
scruple in opening it, and found myself in the hermit’s sleeping 
chamber; a small dark room, where, upon a straw pallet, lay the 
wretched occupant in a state of frantic delirium. I stood mute 
and horror-struck, while bis exclamations of frenzy burst upon 
my car. 

“There—there!” he cried, “Ihave struck thee to the heart, 
and now I will kneel* and kiss those white lips, and bathe my 
hands in that blood. *Ha! — do I hate thee? hate — ay — hate, 
abhor, detest! Have you the beads there? — let me tell them. 
Yes, I will go to the coufessional#—confess? No, no—all the 
priests in the world could not lift up a soul so heavy with guilt, 
•lelp — help — help! I am falling — filling — there is the pit, 
and the fire, and the devils! Do you hear them laugh? — lean 
laugh too! - ha — ha — ha! Hush, I have written it all out, in 
a fair (jand — he shall read it — and then, 0 God! what curses he 
w ill heap upon my head! Blessed St. Francis, hear me! Lazarus, 
baza rus, speak for me! ” 

Thus did the hermit rave, while my flesh crept to hear him. 

DevereiiJC. *>r, 
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I stood by his bedside, and called on him, but be neither heard 
nor saw me. Upon the ground, by the bed's-head , as if it had 
dropl from undef the pillow, was a packet sealed and directed to 
myself: I knew the hand-writing at a glance, teven though the 
letters were blotted and irregular, and possibly traced in the first 
moment that his present curse fell upon the writer. I placed the 
packet in my bosom : the hermit saw not the motion, he lay back, 
on the bed, seemingly in utter exhaustion. I turned away, and 
hastened to the monastery for assistance. As I hurried through 
the passage, the hermit’s shrieks again broke upon me, with a 
liercer vehemence than before. I flew from them, as if they wc. - 
sounds from the abyss nj Hades. I Hew till, breathless, and half- 
senseless myself, I fell down exhausted by the gate of the mo¬ 
nastery. *,! 

The two most skilled in pliysic of the brethren were im¬ 
mediately summoned, and they lost not a moment in accompany¬ 
ing me to the cavern. All that evening, until midnight, the 
frenzy of tiie maniac seemed rather to increase than abate, ltul ai 
that hour, exactly, indeed, as the cl'ck struck twelve, he fell alt 
at once into a deep sleep. 

Then for the lirst time, but not till the wearied brethren bad, 
at this favourable symptom, permitted themselves to return fora 
brief interval to the monastery, to seek refreshment for them¬ 
selves, and to bring down new medicines for the patient — then, 
for the first time, 1 rose from the hermit’s couch by which 1 bad 
hitherto kept watch, and, repairing to the outer chamber, took 
forth tlie packet superscribed with my name. There, alone in 
that grey vault, and by the sepulchral light of the single lamp, 1 
read what follows. 

THE HERMIT’S MANUSCRIPT. 

“ Morton Devcreux, if ever this reach you, rcadit, shudder, 
and, whatever your afflictions, bless God that you are not as 1 am- 
l)o you remember my prevailing characteristic as a boy? No, jun¬ 
do not. You will say, ‘devotion!’ Itwasnot! ‘Gentleness.’ h 
was not — it was JEALOUSY! Now does the truth flash on you? 
Yes, that was the disease that was in my blood, and in my heart. 
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and through whose ghastly medium every living object was beheld. 
Did I love you? Yes, J loved you — ay, almost with a love equal 
to your own. 1 loved my mother — I loved Gerald — 1 loved Mon- 
treuil. It was a part of my nature to love, and I did not resist the 
impulse. You I loved better than all; but 1 was jealous of each. 
If my mother caressed you or Gerald — if you ojiencd your heart 
to either, it stung me to the quirk. I it was who said to my mo¬ 
ther, ‘Caress ,m not, or I shall think you love him better than 
me.' I it was who widened, from*my veriest childhood, the 
breach between Gerald and yourself. 1 it was who gave to the 
childish reproach a venom, and to the childish quarrel a barb. 
Was this love? Yes, it mar love; but Humid not endure that ye 
should lovhj one another as ye loved me. It delighted me yheu one 
confided to my ear a complaint against the other, anti said, ‘Au¬ 
brey , this blow cotild not hav;p conic from thee! ’ 

“Monlrcuil . arly perceived my bias of temper, he might have 
corrected it, aud with itasc. I was not evil in disposition; 1 was 
insensible of my ovvfi vice. Had its malignity been revealed to me, 
1 should have recoded in horror. Monlrcuil had a vast power over 
me; he could mould me at Ins will. Moutreuil, I repeat, might 
have saved me, am^ thyself, and a third being, better and purer 
than either of us was, even in our cradles. Moutreuil did not: 
he had on object to serve. aud he sacriliced our whole house to it. 
He found me one day weepiug over a dog that I had killed. ‘ Why 
did you destroy it?’ he said; and 1 answered, ‘because it loved 
Morton better than ibc! ’ And the priest said, ‘Thou didst right, 
Aubrey!’ Yes, (rom that time be took advantage of my infirmity, 
and could rouse or calm ail my passions in proportion as he ir¬ 
ritated or soothed it. • 

t -_i‘ You know this mau's object during the latter period of his re¬ 
sidence with US: it was the restoration of the House of Stuart, 
lie w.i-, alternately the spy and the agitator in that cause. 
Among mote comprehensive plans for effecting this object was 
that .of securing the heirs to the great wealth and popular 
mime of Sir William Devereux. This was only a minor mesh 
in the intricate web of his schemes; but it is the character of 
the man to lake exactly the same pains, and pursue the same 
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laborious intrigues, for a small object as for a great one. His best 
impression, on entering our house, was in favour of Gerald; and 
1 believe he really 'likes him to this day better than either of us. 
Partly your sarcasms, partly Gerald’s disputes wftli you, paitly 
my representations — for I was jealous even of the love of JVlon- 
treuii — prepossessed him against you. He thought, too, that 
Gerald had more talent to serve his purposes than yourself, and 
more facility in being moulded to them; and he believed our 
uncle’s partiality to you far from being unalienable. I have said 
that, at the latter period of his residence with us, he was an agent 
of the exiled cause. At the time I now speak of, he had not cnlereU 
into the great political scheme which engrossed him afterwards. 
He was nqerely a restless and aspiring,priest, whose whole hope, 
object, ambition, was the advanremeut of his order. He knew 
that whoever inherited, or whoever shared, my uncle’s wealth, 
could, under legitimate regulation, promote any end which the 
heads of that order might select; and he wished therefore to gain 
the mastery over us ali. Intrigue was essentially woven with his 
genius, and by intrigue only did he ever seek to arrive at any end 
be had in view.* He soon obtained a mysterious and pervading 
power over Gerald and myself. Your temper a! once irritated him, 
and made him despair of obtaining* an ascendant over one who, 
though be testified in childhood none of the talents for which he 
has since been noted, testified, nevertheless, a shrewd, pene¬ 
trating, and sarcastic power of observation and detection. You, 
therefore, he resolved to leave to the irregularities of your own na¬ 
ture, confident that (hey would yield him the opportunity of de¬ 
taching your uncle from you, and ultimately securing to Gerald 
his estates. ’ 

“The trial at school first altered his intentions. He imagined, 
that he then saw in you powers which might be rendered availing to 
him: he conquered his pride — a great feature in his character — 
and he resolved to seek your affection. Your subsequent regularity 
of habits, and success in study confirmed him in his resolution; 

*.It will he observed that Aubrey frequently repeals former asser¬ 
tions , this is one of the most customary traits of insanity. — Eu. 
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and when he learnt, from my uncle’s own lips that the Rcvercux 
estates would devolve on you, he thought that il,Would be easier to 
secure your affcqfion to him than to divert that affection which my 
uncle had conceived for you. At this time, I repeat, he had no 
particular object in view; none, alleast, beyond that of obtain¬ 
ing, for the interest of his order, the direction of^reat wealth and 
some political influence. Some time alter — I know not exactly 
when, but he' re we returned to take our permanent abode at i)e- 
xeieux Court — a share in the grant? political intrigue which was 
then in so many branches carried on throughout England, and even 
Europe, was confided to Montrcuil. 

‘■In this, I believe he was the servant of his order, rathertban 
immediately of the exiled hoitse; and I have since htmrd that even 
at that day he haj acquired a |reat reputatiou among the pro- 
lessors of the former. You,*Morton, he decoyed not iiTto this 
scheme before he left England: lie had not acquired a sufficient 
itillueuce over you to trust you with the disclosure. To Gerald and 
myself lie was more coiiluVnlial. Gerald eagerly embraced his 
projects through a spirit of enterprise — I through a spirit of awe 
and of religion. RELIGION! Yes, — then, — : long after, — 
now, — when my htArt wa*> arid is the home of all withering and 
evil passions, Religion reigned,—reigus, over me a despot and 
a tyrant. Its terrors haunt me at this hour — they people the 
earth and the air with shapes of ghastly menace! They — Heaven 
pardon me! what wquld my madness utter? Madness? —mad¬ 
ness? Ay Ihat is the real scourge, the real five, the real torture, 
the real liell, of tlTis fair earth! . 

“Montrcuil, then, by different pleas, won over Gerald aud 
myself. He left us, but engaged us in constant correspondence. 
“Aubrey,’ lie said, before he departcd 4 aud when he saw that I 
was wounded by bis apparent cordiality towards you and Gerald — 
‘Aubrey,’ he said, soothing me on this point, ‘think not that f 
trust Gerald or the'arroganl Morton as I trust you. You have my 
real h*cai t aud my real trust. It is necessary to the exccutiou of 
this project, so important to the interests of religion, and so agree¬ 
able to the will of Heaven, that we should secure ali co-operators; 
but they, your brothers, Aubrey, are the tools of that mighty de- 
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sign —you are its friend.’ Thus it was that, at all times when 
he irritated too sorely the vice of my nature, he flattered it into se- 
eonding his views; and thus, instead of conquering my evil pas¬ 
sions, he conquered by them. Curses — Jjo, no, no! — 1 will 
be calm. 

“ We returned to Devcrcux Court, and wc grew from boyhood 
into youth. I loved you then, Morton. Ah! what would I not 
give now for one pure feeling, such as 1 felt in your love? Do you 
remember the day on which'you had extorted from my uncle his 
consent to your leaving us for the pleasures and pomps of Loudon ? 
Do you remember the evening of that day, when I came to seek 
you, and we sat down on a little mound, and talked over your 
projects;' and you spoke then to me ol’iny devotion, and my purer 
and colder feeliugs? Morton, at that very monymt my veins burnt 
with passion! — at that very moimnt my heart was feeding the 
vulture fated to live aud prey within it for ever! Thrice did I re¬ 
solve to confide in you, as we then sat together, and thrice did my 
evil genius forbid it. You seemed, et en in your affection to me, 
so wholly engrossed with your owii'hopcs — you seemed so little 
to regret leaving me — you stung, so often and so deeply, in that 
short conference, that feeling which made mcMesire to monopolize 
ail things in those I loved, that I said inly — ‘ Why should 1 bare 
my heart to one who can so little understand it?’ And so we 
turned home, and you dreamt not of that which was then within 
me, aud which was destined to be your nirsejmd mine. 

“Not many weeks previous to that night, J had seen one whom 
to see was to love ! Love! — I tell you, Morton, that Hull word 
is expressive of soft and fond,emotions, and there should lie 
another expressive of all that is tierce, aud dark, and unrelenting 
in the human heart! — all that seems most like the deadliest ,Tnd 
the blackest bate, and yet is not hale! I saw' this being, and from 
that moment my real nature, w'hich had slept hitherto, awoke! 1 
remember well, it was one evening in the beginning of summer 
that I lirst saw her. She sat alone in the little garden he sole the 
eottagedoor, andlpaused, and, unseen, looked over the slight 
feuee that separated us, and fed my eyes with a loveliness that! 
thought, till then, only twilight or the stars could wear! From 
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that evening I came, night after night, to watch her from the same 
spot; and every time 1 beheld her, the poison entered deeper intg 
my system. Alt length I had an opportunity of being known to her 
— of speaking to her — of hearing her speak — of touching the 
ground she had hallowed — of entering the home y here she dwelt! 

“I must explain; 1 said that both Gerald and myself correspond¬ 
ed privately with Montreuil—we were both bound over to secrecy 
with regard to you -- ad this, my temper, aud Gerald's coolness 
with you, rendered an easy obligation to both; — Isay my tem¬ 
per — for I loved to think 1 had a secret not known to another; and 
I carried tins reserve even to the degree at concealiug from Gerald 
himself the greater part of lli£ correspondence betwec^i m%and the 
Abbe. In liis correspondence v*ith each of us, Montreuil acted 
with his usual skil^ toGeral^, as the elder in years, lh»proner 
to enterprise, and the manlier in aspect and in character, was 
allotted whatever objectwas of real trust or importance. Gerald it 
was who, under presence of pursuing his accustomed sports, con¬ 
ferred with the various ag?nts»of intrigue who from time to time 
visited our coast; aud to me the Abbe gave words of endearment, 
and affected the language pf more entire trust. ‘'Whatever,’ he 
would, say, ‘ in our present half mellowed projects, is exposed to 
danger, but promises not. reward, I entrust to Gerald; hereafter, 
far higher employment, under far safer aud surer auspices, will 
la- jours. We are the heads — be ours the nobler occupation to 
plan — and let us Wave to inferior natures the vain and perilous 
triumph to execute what we design.’ ’ 

“All this I readily asseuted to; for,- despite my acipiiesence in 
MontrcuiPs wishes, 1 loved not erfterprise, or rather 1 hated what¬ 
ever ro used me from the dreamy and abstracted indoleuce which 
was most dear to my temperament. Soflietimcs, however, with 
a great show of contidence, Montreuil would request me to execute 
some quiet and unimportant commission; aud of this nature was 
’ one I.received while I was thus, unknown even to the object, 
steeping my soul in the first intoxication of love. The plots then 
carried on by certain ccclesiaclics, I need not say extended, in one 
linked chain, over the greater part of the continent. Spain, in 
especial, was the theatre of these intrigues; and among the tools 
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employed in executing them were some, who, though banished 
from that country, still, by the rank they had held in it, carried a 
certain importance in their very names. Foremast of these was 
the father of the woman 1 loved — and foremost, in whatever pro¬ 
mised occupation to a restless mind, he was always certain to he. 

“Montreuil now commissioned nte to seek out a certain 
Barnard (an underling in those secret practices or services, for 
which he afterwards suffered, and who was then in that part of the 
country), and to communicate to him some messages, of which 
he was to be. the hearer to this Spaniard. A thought flashed upon 
me — Montreuii's ietlei mentioned, accidentally, that the Spa¬ 
niard h"d n^ver hitherto seen Barnard: — could I not personate 
the latter — deliver the messages’, myself, and thus win that intro- 
duetior to the daughter which I so burningly desired, and which, 
from the great and dose reserve of the father’s habits, I might not 
otherwise effect? The plan was open to two objections: one, that 
I was known personally in the town in the environs of which the 
Spaniard lived, and he might therefore very soon discover who I 
really W'as; the other, that I was not in possession of all the informa¬ 
tion which Barnard might possess, and ,which the Spaniard 
might wish to learn; but these objections had not much weight 
with me. To the first, I said inly, ‘I will oppose the most constant 
caution; l will go always on foot, and alone — I will never be seen 
in the towr itself — and even should the Spaniard, who seems 
rarely to stir abroad, and who, possibly, does not speak our lan¬ 
guage— even should he learn, by accident, that Barnard is only 
another name for Aubrey Dev ereux, it will not be before I have 
gained my object; nor, perhajis, before the time when I myself 
may wish lo acknowledge me identity.’ To the second objective I 
saw a yet more ready answer. ‘I will acquaintMontrcuil at once, 

I said, ‘with my intention; I will claim his connivance as a proof 
of his confidence, and as an essay of my own genius of intrigue.’ 
I did so; the priest, perhaps delighted to involve me so deeply, 
and to find me so ardent, in his project, consented. Fortunately, 
as I before said, Barnard was an underling — young — unknown 
— and obscure. My youth, therefore, was not so great a foe to 
my assumed disguise as it might otherwise have been. Montreuil 
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supplied all requisite information. I tried (for the first time, with 
a heating heart aud a tremulous voice) the ^imposition; it suc¬ 
ceeded— I continued it. Yes, Morton, yes! — pour forth upon 
me your bitterest execration — in me — in your brother — in the 
brother so dear to you — in the brother whom you imagined so 
passionless — so pure — so sinless — behold that Barnard — the 
lover — the idolatrous lover — the foe — the deadly foe — of Isora 
d’Alvarcz!” , 

Here the manuscript was defaced for some pages, by incohe¬ 
rent aud meaningless ravings. It seemed as if one of his dark fits 
of frenzy had at that time come over the writer. At length, in a 
more firm and clear character than that immediately preceding it, 
the manuscript continued as follows: * 

“I loved her* but even then it was with a fierce and^minous 
love — (ominous of what it itecame.) Ofleu in the still evenings, 
wjicn we stood togetugr watching the sun set — when my tongue 
trembled but did^iot dare to speak — when all soft and sweet 
thoughts tilled the heart add {{listened in the eye of that most sen¬ 
sitive and fairy being — wheu my own brow , perhaps, seemed to 
reflect the same emotions-—feelings, which 1 even shuddered to 
conceive, raged within me.* Had we stood together, in those 
moments, upon the brink of a precipice, I could have wound my 
arms around her, and leapt with her into the abyss. Everything 
but one nursed my passion — nature — solitude — early dreams 

— all kindled and fad that fire : Religion only combated it; I knew 
it was a crime to love any of earth’s creatures as I loved. I used 
the scourge aud the fast* — I wept hot — burning tears — I 
prayed , and the intensity of my prayer appalled even myself, as it 
rose from my maddened heart, in the depth and stillness of the 
tonv.-night; but the Maine burnt higher and more scorchingly from 
the opposition; nay, it was the very knowledge that my love was 

need not point out to the Novel-reader how completely the cha¬ 
racter of Aubrey has been stolen in a certain celebrated French Romance 

— But the »liter l allude to is not so unmerciful as M. de Balzac, who 
has pillaged scenes in the Disowned , with a most gratifying politeness — 
I regret that in all M. de Balzacjs works l can find nothing that tempts 
me to return the compliment. 
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criminal that made it assume so fcariul and dark a shape. ‘Thou 
artthe cause of iny’downfall from Heaven!’ 1 muttered ,when I 
looked upon Isora's calm lace — ‘ thou feclest it uol, and I could 
destroy thee and myself — myself the criminal — thee the cause 
of the crime! ’ 

“It must hafe been that my eyes betrayed my feelings, that 
Isora loved me not — that she shrunk from me even at the first — 
why else should I not have called forth the same sentiments which 
she gave to you? Was not my form east in a mould as fair as yours ? 
— did not my voice whisper in as sweet a tone? — did I not love 
her with as wild a love?,Why should she not have loved me? I 
was the hrst whom she beheld — she would — ay, perhaps she 
would have ltfced me, it you had not come and marred all. Curve 
yourself, then , that you were my rival! — cur* yourself that you 
made my heart as a furnace, and s^notc my brain with frenzy — 
curse — 0, sweet Virgin, forgive me! —,1 kuow not — Iknpw 
not what my tongue utters or rriy hand traces! , 

“¥ou came, then, Morton, you same — you knew her — 
you loved her - - she loved you. I learned that you had gained ad ¬ 
mittance to the cottage, and the moment I learned it, I looked on 
Isora, and fell my fate, as by intuition: I ffavv at once that she 
was prepared to love you — 1 saw the very moment when tha't love 
kindled from conception into form — I saw — and at that moment 
my eyes reeled and my ears rang as with the sound of a rushing 
sea, and l thought lfelt a chord snap within my brain , which 
has never been united again. 

“Once only, after your introduction to the cottage, did l think 
of confiding to you my love and rivalship; you remember one night 
when we met by the castle cave, and when yonr kindness touched 
and softened me, despite of myself. The day after that irfglTf> 
sought you, with the intention of communicating to you all; and 
while I was yet struggling with my embarrassment, and the suffo¬ 
cating tide of my emotions, you premeditated me, by giving me 
your confidence. Engrossed with your own feelings, you*were 
not observant of mine; and as you dwelt and dilated upon your 
love for Isora, all emotions, save those of agony and of fury, 
ygnished from.mtbMastv AdidstoBanswcr vou then at any length, 
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for I was too agitated to trust to prolix speech; hut hy the next 
day I had recoveied myself, and I resolved, as far as 1 was able, 
to play the hypocrite. ‘He cannot love her as Pdo! ’ I said; 'per¬ 
haps I may, vfilhout disclosure of my rivalship, and without sin 
in the attempt, detach him from her hy reason.’ Fraught with 
tins idea, i collected myself—sought you— remonstrated with 
you — represented the worldly folly of your love, and uttered all 
that pr"donce preaches — in vain, when it preaches against 
passion! 

“ Let me be brief. I saw that I made no impression on you — 
1 stilled my wrath — I continued to v isit and watch Isora. I timed 
my opportunities well — my constant liuowledge of your motions 
allowed me to do that; besides, I represented to the S^auiard the 
necessity, through political ngolivcs, of concealing myself from 
you; hence, wetever encountered each other. One evening, Al¬ 
varez had gone out to meet one of his countrymen and con¬ 
federates. 1 found lswra alo;i<\ in the most sequestered part of the 
garden, — her loveliness, and her exceeding gentleness of manner, 
melted me. For the (irdt tnpe audibly, my heart spoke out, and 
I told her of my idoia'ry. Idolatry! — ay, Hull, is the only word, 
since it signifies jjoth vyirship and guilt! She heard me timidly, 
geufly, coldly. She spoke*— and I found continued, from her 
own lips , what my reason had before told me —- that there was no 
hope lor me. The iron that entered, also roused, my heart. 
'Enough!' I cried fiercely, ‘ von love this Morton Dcvcreux, and 
for him I am scortied.’ Isora blushed and trembled, and all my 
senses lied from me. I scarcely know in vfhat words my rage and 
my despair clothed themselves; hut I know that; 1 divulged myself 
to her — i know that 1 told herf was the brother — the rival — the 
enemy of the man she loved, — 1 know' that I uttered the liereest 
and the wildest menaces and execrations — I know that my vehe¬ 
mence so overpowered and terrified her that her mind was scarcely 
less ciou'Jed —»less lost, rather, than my own. At that mo- 
mont, your horse's hoofs were heard; Isora's eye brightened, 
and her mien gtew firm. ‘He comes,’ she said, ‘and he will pro¬ 
tect me!’ — ‘Hark!’ Isaid, sinking my voice, and, as my drawn 
sword flashed in one hand, the other grasped her arm wilh a 
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savage force — ‘hark, woman!’ I said — and an oath of the 
blackest fury accompanied my threats — ‘swear that you will 
never divulge to M‘6rton Devercux who is his real rjval — that you 
will never declare to him, nor to any one else, that Barnard and 
Aubrey Devereux are the same — swear this, or I swear (and 
X repeated, with a solemn vehemence, that dread oath), that 1 
will stay here — that I will confront my rival — that, the moment 
he beholds me, I will plunge this sword in his bosom — and that, 
before I perish myself, 1 wil' hasten to the town, and will utter 
there a secret which will send your father to the gallows — now, 
your choice 1 /’ 

“Morton, you have olton praised, my uncle has often jested 
at, the wc.narqsh softness of my face. ' 'there have been moments 
when I have seen that face in the glass, and kfitown it not, but 
started ii: wild affright, and fancied dial J beheld a demon; per¬ 
haps in that moment this change was over it. Slowly Isora gazed 
upon me — slow ly blanched into the hues of death grew her cheek 
and lip — slowly that lip uttered the oash I enjoined. 1 released 
my gripe, and she fell to the earth," sudden and stunned as if 
struck by lightning. I stayed not to look on what I had done — I 
heard your step advance — I lied by a path that led from the garden 
to the beach — and 1 reached my home without retaining a single 
recollection of the space I had traversed to attain it. 

“ Despite the night I passed — a night which I will leave you 
to imagine — I rose the next morning with a "burning interest to 
learn from you what had passed after my flight, apd with a power, 
peculiar to the stormiest passions, of an outward composure 
while I listened to the recital. I sow that I was safe, and 1 heard, 
with a joy so rapturous, that I qcestion whether even Isora’s as¬ 
sent to my love would have given me an equal transport, that, 
she had rejected you. I uttered some advice to you common¬ 
place enough — it displeased you, and we separated. 

“That evening, to my surprise, I was privately visited'by 
Montrcuil. He had some designs in hand which brought him from 
France into the neighbourhood, but which made him desirous of 
concealment, lie soon drew from me my secret; it is marvellous, 
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indeed, what power he had of penetrating, ruling, moulding my 
feelings and my thoughts. He wished, at that time, a commu¬ 
nication to be made and a letter to be given, !0 Alvarez. I could 
not execute tlift commission personally, for you had informed me 
of your intention of watching if you could not discover or meet with 
Barnard, and I knew you were absent from home on that very 
purpose. Nor was Montreuil himself desirous of incurring the 
risk of being seen by you — you out whom, sooner or later, he 
then trusted to obi m a power e(pial # to that which heheldover your 
brothers. Herald then was chosen to execute the commission. 
He did so — he met Alvarez for the first aud the only lime on the 
beach, by the town of —. You saw b*m, and imagined you be¬ 
held the real Barnard. # 

“But 1 anticipate — f >r yqp did not inform i* of that occur¬ 
rence, nor the fhforenre you drew from it, till afterwards. You 
returned, however, after witnessing that meeting, ahcl for two 
days your passions (passions which, intense and lierce as mine, 
show that, undo* similar circumstances, you might have been 
equally guilty) terminat'd jn fever. You were confined to your 
bed for three or four days; meanwhile I look advantage of the 
event. Moulrcujj suggested a plan which I readily embraced. I 
sought the Spaniard, and Avid him in confidence that you were a 
suitor — but a suitor upon the most dishonourable terms — to his 
daughter. 1 told him, moreover, that you meant, in order to 
deprive Isora of protection, and abate any obstacles resulting 
from her pride,*to betray Alvarez, whose schemes you had de¬ 
tected , to the government. J told him thaJhis best and most pru¬ 
dent, nay, his only, chance of safety for Isora and himself was 
to leave his present home, and take refuge in the vast mazes of the 
metropolis. I told him not to betray to you his knowledge of your 
criminal intentions, lest it might tveedlessly exasperate you. I 
furnished him wherewithal to repay you the sum which you had 
lent him. and, by which you had commenced his acquaintance; 
and 1 dictated to him the very terms of the note in which the sum 
was to be enclosed. After this I felt happy. You were separated 
from Isora — she might forget you — you might forget licr. I was 
possessed of the secret of her father's present retreat — I might 
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seek it at my pleasure, and ultimalely — so hope whispered — 
prosper in my love. 

“Some lime afterwards you mentioned your suspicions ol 
Gerald; 1 did not corroborate, hut I did not seek to destroy, them. 
‘They already hate each other,’ 1 said: ‘can the. hate he greater? 
meanwhile, let it divert suspicion from me!’ Gerald knew of the 
agency of the real itarnard, though he did not know that I had as¬ 
sumed the name of that person. When you taxed him with his 
knowledge of the man, he was naturally confused. You inter¬ 
preted that confusion into the fact of being your rival, while iu 
truth it arose from his belief that you had possessed y ourself of his 
political schemes. iMoulreuil, who had lurk* d chiefly in the islet 
opposite ‘the Castle Cave,’ had returned to Prance on the same 
day that Allvart/. repaired to Loudon. Previous to this, we had 
held some conferences together upon my love. At lirst he had op¬ 
posed and reasoned with it, but, startled and astonished by tile 
intensity with which it possessed me, lie gave way to my vehe¬ 
mence at last. I have said that 1 had adopted hi., advice in one in¬ 
stance. The fact of having received his advice — the advice ol 
one so pious — so free from human passion — so devoted to one 
object, which appeared to him, the cause of lleligion — advice, 
too, in a love so fiery and overwhelming;— that fact made me 
think myself less criminal than 1 hud done before. lie advised 
me yet further. ‘Do uot seek lsora.' he said . ‘ till some time has 
elapsed — till her new-born love for yom brother lias du d away — 
till the impression of fear you have caused irf'her is somewhat 
effaced — till time and'absence loo have done their work in the 
mind of Morton , and you will no longer have (or your rival, no! 
only a brother, but a man of a ii*rcc, resolute and unrelenting 
temper.’ 

“I yielded to this advice — partly because it promised so fair; 
partly because I was not. systematically vicious, and 1 wished, if 
possible, to do away with our rivalship; and principally because 
I knew, in the meanwhile, that if t was deprived ol her presence 
so also were you; and jealousy with me was a far more, intolerable 
and engrossing passion than the very love from which it sprung. 
So time past on — youatl'ected to have conquered your attachment; 
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you affected to lake pleasure in levity, and the idlest pursuits of 
worldly men. 1 saw deeper into yowheart. For the moment 1 
entertained the passion of love in my own breast* my eyes became 
gifted with a second vision to penetrate the most mysterious and 
hoarded secrets in the love of others. 

“Two circumstances of importance happened before you left 
Itevereux Court for London; the one was the inlsoduction to your 
service of Jean Dcsinarais, the second was your breach with JMon- 
treuil. 1 speak nov if the first. A very early friend did the priest 
possess, born in toe same village ?»s himself, and in the same 
rank of iiie; he had received a good education, and possessed 
natural genius. At itiincwl.cn, frolicsome fraud in a situation 
of trust vi hiili hr had held t f remit nobleman's family, he was 
in destiiine cod uesper.de r ustanees , it orcurrtyl to Monfreuil 
io provide to, ■.„■■■ *hy i.laemg him lu'oui family. Some accidental 
and frivolous remark of yodrs, which I had repeated in*iny cor- 
ic'ponduiee with Aloi^reuil. as illustrative of your manner, and 
your affected pursuits at that time , presented an opportunity to a 
plan before eomeivcd. Desmarais came to England in a Smug- 
•. ear's vcim‘ 1 , pieseiited himself to you as a servant, and was ac¬ 
cepted. In tins plan Monlrruil had two views — first, that of se¬ 
curing Dcsinarais a place in England, tolerably profitable to him¬ 
self, and convenient for any plot or scheme which JHonlreuil might 
require of Inin in this country ■ second’! . that of setting a perpe¬ 
tual and must adroil spy upon all yo:>> .< ms. 

“As to the siwond occurrence 1 ■ w'skIi 1 have referred, viz. 
your breach wit^ Monlreuil -- ” 

Here Aubrey, with the saui*' turihlc distinctness which had 
characterized his previous details, and which shed a double horror 
over the contrast of the darker arid more frantic passages in the 
m.'iiiuscrii , related what the reader t will remember Oswald had 
uni rated before, respecting the letter he had brought from Ala- 
daine de It seems that Montreuil’s abrupt appearance in 

tlie.hall had been caused by Dcsinarais, who had recognised Os¬ 
wald, on his dismounting at the gate, and had previously known 
that he was in the employment of the Jausenistical intriguante, 
Aladame de Italzac. 
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Aubrey proceeded then to say that Montreuil, invested with 
far more direct authority aad power than he had been hitherto, in 
the projects of tfeal wise order whose doctrines he had so darkly 
perverted, repaired to London; and that, soon after my depar¬ 
ture for the same place Gerald and Aubrey left Dcvoreux Court in 
company with each other; but Gerald, whom very trifling things 
diverted front any project, however important, returned to J)e- 
vereux Court, to accomplish the prosecution of some rustic amour, 
without even reaching London. Aubrey, on the contrary, had 
proceeded to the metropolis, sought the suburb in which Alvarez 
lived, procured, in order to avoid any probable chance of meeting 
me, a lodging in the satire obscure quarter, and had renewed his 
suit to Isora. The reader is already in possession of the ill suc¬ 
cess - whMi intended it. Aubrey had at last confessed his real 
name to the father. The Spaniard was dazzled'by the prospect of 
so honourable an alliance for his daughter. From both came Iso- 
ra's persecution, but in both was it resisted. ‘ But this has been 
before said; * and passing over passages in the manuscript, of 
the most stormy incoherence and the md.it gloomy passion, I come 
to what follows: — 

“ 1 learnt then, from Dcsmarais, that you had taken away her 
and the dying father; that you had placed them in a safe and ho¬ 
nourable home. That man, so implicitly the creature of Montreuil, 
or rather of his own interest, with which Montreuil was identified, 
was easily induced to betray you also to me — me whom he ima¬ 
gined, moreover, utterly the tool of the pricsti and of whose tor¬ 
turing interest, in tiny peculiar disclosure, he wag not at that lime 
aware. I visited Xsora in her new abode, and again and again she 
trembled beneath my rage. Then,.for the second time, I attempted 
force. Ha! ha! Morton! I think I see you now! — 1 think I hear 
your muttered curse! Cur^eon! When you read this, I shall he 
beyond your vengeance — beyond human power. And yet I think 
if I were mere clay — iff were the mere senseless heap of ashes that 
the grave covers—iflwere not the thing lhat must live for ever.and 
for ever, faraway in uniinagincd worlds, where nought that has 


See pag. 10©. 
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earth’s life can come — 1 should Iremblc beneath the sod as your 
foot pressed, and your execration rung over it. A second time I 
attempted force — a second time I was repulsed by the same 
means — by » woman’s hand and a woman’s dagger. Hut I knew 
that I had one hold over Isora from which, while she loved you, I 
could never be driven: I knew that by threatening your lift -, I 
could command her will, and terrify her into compliance with my 
own. I made her reiterate her vow of concealment; and I disco¬ 
vered, by some wo Js dropping from her fear, that she be lieved you 
already suspected me, and had been withheld, by her entreaties, 
from seeking me out. I questioned her more, and soon perceived 
that it was tas indeed I knew before) Cjerald whom you suspected, 
not me; hut I did not tell (his to Isora. I sutfered her to cherish a 
mistake prolitable to my disguise; hut I saw at o»ce tifel it might 
betray me, if you ever met and conferred at length with Gerald 
upon this point; and l cxift-.ted from Isora a pledge lhafthe would 
ellectually and for ey;r bind you not to breathe a single suspicion 
to him. When l had left the room, I returned once more to warn 
her against uniting hcrtfclf with you. Wretch, selfish, accursed 
wretch that you were, why did you suffer her to transgress that 
warning? 

“ I (led from the housev as a tiend flies from a being whom he 
has possessed. I relumed at night to look up at the window, and 
linger by the door, and keep watch beside the home which held 
Isora. Such, in her former abode, had been my nightly wont. I had 
no evil thought itr foul intent in this customary vigil — no, not one! 
Strangely enough, with the tempestuous and overwhelming emo¬ 
tions which constituted the greater part of my love, was mingled, 
— though subdued and Intent — a stream of the softest, yea, I 
might add, almost of the holiest tenderness. Often after one of 
tbdse outpourings of rage, and menace, and despair, I would fly 
to some quiet spot, and weep, till all the hardness of my heart was 
wept away, And often in those nightly vigils I would pause by the 
(V*or and murmur, ‘This shelter, denied not to the beggar and 
the beggar's child, this would you deny to me, if yon could dream 
that I was so near you. And yet, had you loved me, instead of 
lavishing upon me ali your hatred and your contempt — had you 
Jleverenj". 20 
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loved me, I would have served and worshipped you as man knows 
not worship or service. Yop shudder at my vehemence now — 1 
could not then have,breathed a whisper to wound you. You trem¬ 
ble now at the lierceness of my breast — you would then rather 
have marvelled at its softness.’ 

“I was already at my old watch when you encountered me — 
you addressed me, 1 answered not— you approached me, and I 
fled. I'ied — there — there was the shame, and the sting, and 
the goad of my sentiments towards you. I am not naturally afraid 
of danger, though my nerves aie sometimes weak, aud have some¬ 
times shrunk from it. I have known something of peril iu late 
years, when my frame has been bowed and broken — peril by 
storms at sea, and the knives of robbers upon land — and 1 have 
looked up«.Ti it ^;ith a quiet eye. But you, Morton Devereux, you 
J always feared. I had seen fiom your childhood others, whose 
nature wa>. far stronger than mine, yic.’d and recoil at yours — I 
had seen the giant and hold strength of Gerald quail before your 
bent brow — 1 had seen even the hardy pride of JVlontreuil baffled 
by your curled lip, and the stern sareasm of your glance — 1 had 
seen you, too, iu your wild moments of ungoverned rage — and I 
knew that if earth held one whose passions were fiercer than my 
own, it was you. But your passions were sustained even in their 
liereest cseess your passions were the mere weapons of your 
mind — my passions were the torturers and the tyrants of mine. 
Your passions seconded your will — mine blinded and over¬ 
whelmed it. From my infancy, even while I loved you most, you 
awed me; and years, in deepening the impression, had made it 
indelible. I could not confront the thought of ybur knowing all, 
and of meeting you after that knowledge. And this fear, while it 
unnerved me at some moments, at others only maddened my fero¬ 
city the more by the stings of shame and self-contempt. 

“I fled from you — you pursued—you gained upon ine— you 
remember now how I was preserved. I dashed through the ine¬ 
briated revellers who obstructed your path, and I gained my ow.n 
lodgiug, which was close at hand; for the same day on which l 
learned Isora’s change of residence J changed my own, in order to 
be near it. l)id I feel joy for my escape? No — 1 could have 
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gnawed the very flesh from my bones in the agony of my shame. 
1 i rnulil brave,’ 1 said, ‘I could threat — I could offer violence 
to the woman who rejected me, and yet I cotrid not face the rival 
for whom l anf scorned I ’ At that moment a resolution Hashed 
across my mind, exactly as if a train of living lire had been 
driven belore it. Morton , I resolved to murder you, and in that 
very hour! A pistol lay on my table — I took*it, concealed it 
about i»v person, and repaired to the shelter of a large portico, 
beside which I knc - . that you must pass to your owu home in the 
same street. Scarcely three minutes had elapsed between the reach¬ 
ing my house, and the leaving it on this errand. I knew, for 1 had 
heard swords clash, that you would be,dctaiucd some time in the 
street by the rioters — l thought it probable also that you might 
still continue the search for m^; and I knew evei»that* bail you 
hastened at oncc3o your home, you could scarcely have, reached it 
before I reached my shelter.’ I hurried on — J arrived al the spot 

— 1 skreened myself and awaited your coming. You came, borne 
m the arms of txvo«men — others followed in the rear — I saw your 
face destitute of the hue .Ttid^ispecl of life, and your dollies stream¬ 
ing with blood. I was horror-stricken. I joined the crowd — f 
learnt that you ha^ becu.stabbed, and it was feared mortally. 

,“I did not return home*— no, I went into the fields, and lay 
out all night, and lifted up ms heart to God, ami wept aloud, and 
peace fell upon me. — at least what was peace, compared to the 
tempestuous darkness which had before reigned iu my breast. 
The sight of you, •bleeding and insensible — you against whom 1 
bad harboured,! fratricide's purpose — had stricken as it were the 
weapon from my hand , and the. madness from my mind. I 
shuddered at what I had escaped — 1 blessed God for my de¬ 
liverance— and with the gratitude and the awe came repentance 

— and repentance brought a resolutum'to fly, since I could not 
wrestle with my mighty and dread temptation: — the moment 
(hat resolution .was formed, it was as if an incubus were taken 
from my bre.isi Even the next morning I did not return home 

— my anxiety for you was such that I forgot all caution — I went to 
your house myself— I saw one of your servants to whom I was per¬ 
sonally unknown. 1 inquired respecting you, and learnt that your 

20 
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wound had not been mortal, and that the servant had overheard 
one of the medical attendants say you were not even in danger. 

“At this news I felt the serpent stir again within me, hut I re¬ 
solved to crush it at the first — I would not even efpose myself to 
the temptation of passing by Isora’s house — 1 went straight in 
search of tny horse — 1 mounted, and fled resolutely from the 
scene of my soul's peril. ‘ I will goI said, ‘to the home of our 
childhood — I will surround myself by the mute tokens of the early 
love which my brother bore me — I will think — while penance 
and prayer cleanse my soul from its black guilt — I will think that 
I am also making a sacrifice to that brother.’ 

“I returned then to Dfvercux Court, and I resolved to forego 
all hope — all persecution — of fsora! My brother — my brother, 
my heart yearn*' to you at this monjent, eveu though years and di¬ 
stance, and above all, my own crimes, place a 'gulf between us 
which I rtiay never pass, — it yearns to you when I think of those 
quiet shades, and the scenes where, pure and unsullied, wc 
waudered together, when life was all verdure and freshness, aud 
we dreamt not of what was to come! Jf cfen now my heart yearns 
to you, Morton, when 1 think of that home and those days, be¬ 
lieve that it had some softness and some mercy for you then. Yes, 
I repeat, I resolved to subdue my own emotions, and interpose 
no longer between lsora and yourself. Full of this determination, 
aud utterly melted towards you, 1 wrote you a long letter, such as 
wc would have written to each other in our first youth. Two days 
after that letter, all my new purposes were swi'nt away, and the 
whole soil of evil thoughts which t ey had covered ,< not destroyed, 
rose again as the tide flowed from it, black and rugged as before. 

“Thevery night on which I had writ that letter, came Mon¬ 
treal secretly to my chamber. He had been accustomed tojisit 
Gerald by stealth, and at sudden moments; and there was some¬ 
thing almost supernatural in the manner in which he seemed to 
pass from place to place, unmolested aud unseen. He had now 
conceived a villainous project: and he had visited Devercux Court 
in order to ascertain the likelihood of its success; he there found 
that it was necessary to involve me in his scheme. My uncle’s phy¬ 
sician had said privately that Sir William could not live many 
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mnnllis longer. Either from Gerald or my mother, Montreuil 
learned this fact; and he was resolved^ if possible, that the family 
estates should not glide from all chance of his iTifluence o\er them 
into your possession. Montreuil was literally as poor as the rigid 
law of his order enjoins its disciples to he; all his schemes re¬ 
quired the disposal of large sums, and in no private source could 
he hope for such pecuniary power as he was likely to lind in the 
rollers of any member of our family — yourself only excepted. It 
was this man's boast to want, and^jet to command, all things; 
and he was now determined that if any craft, resolution, or guilt, 
could occasion the transfer of my uncle’s wealth from you to Gerald 
or to myself, it should not be wanting.* 

“Now then he found Ihp advantage of the dissensiom^witli each 
other, which he had either sowgi or.mellovvcd in oifl breasts. He 
came to turn thost wrathfulthoughts which when he Iasi jaw me I 
had expressed toward ; you, to the favour and success of his de¬ 
sign. He found my mind strangely altered, but he affected to ap¬ 
plaud the change. *He questioned me respecting my uncle’s health, 
and 1 told him what hail really occurred, viz., that my uncle had 
on the preceding day, read over to me some part of a will which he 
had just made, arjd in which the vast hulk of bis property was be¬ 
queathed to you. At this n£ws Montreuil must have perceived at 
once the necessity of winning my consent to his project, for, since 
1 had seen the actual testament, no fraudulent transfer of the pro¬ 
perty therein bequeathed could take place without my knowledge 
that some fraud Md been recurred to. Montreuil knew me well — 
be knew that avarice, that pleasure, that ambition, were power¬ 
less words with me, producing no effect and affording no tempta¬ 
tion ; hut he knew that passion*, jealousy, spiritual terrors, were 
the springs that moved every part and nerve of my moral being. 
The two former then he now put into irction— the last he held hack 
in reserve. He spoke to me uo further upon the subject be had 
then at heart ; wot a word further on the disposition of the estates 
—*e spoke to me only of Isora and of you; he aroused, by hint 
and insinuation, the new sleep into whieh all those emotions — the 
furies of the heart — had been for a moment lulled. He told me 
he had lately seen Isora — he dwelt glowingly on her beauty — he 
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commended my heroism in resigning her to a brother whose love 
for her was little in eompafcon to mine — who had, in reality, 
never loved me — Whose jest and irouy had been levelled uo less at 
myself than at others, lie painted your person aim your mind, in 
contrast to my own, in colours so covertly depreciating as to irri¬ 
tate , more and more, that vanity with which jealousy is so woven, 
and from which, perhaps (a Titan son of so feeble a parent) it is 
born. He hung lingeringly over all the treasure that you would 
enjoy,— and that I — I, the lirst discoverer, had so nobly, and 
so generously relinquished. 

Hclinquishcd!’ I cried, 'no, I was driven from it, I left 
il riot while a hope of possessing it remained.’ The priest affected 
astonishment. — ‘How! was I sure of that? 1 had, it is true, 
wooed Isora, but would site, even-if she had fell no preference for 
Morlou, would she have surrendered the heir to n princely wealth 
for the humble love of the younger son? I did n.ol know women — 
with them all love was either vvantoiiness, custom, or pride — it 
was the last principle that swayed Isora. Had i sought to enlist it 
on my side? — not at all. Again, I had only striven to detach Isora 
from Morton; had I ever attempted the much easier task of detach¬ 
ing Morton from Isora? No, never;’ andMontreuil repeated Ids 
panegyric, on my generous surrender of my rights. I interrupted 
him; ‘ l had not surrendered — I never would surrender while a 
hope remained. Hut, where was that hope, and how was it to be 
realized?’ After much artful prelude, the priest explained, lie 
proposed to use every means to array against y.,nr union with Isora, 
all motives ofambitioil, interest, and aggrandizement. ‘I know 
Morton’s character,’ said he, ‘ to its very depths. His chief virtue 
is honour — his chief principle isOinibilion. He will not attempt 
to win this girl otherwise than by marriage, for the very reasons 
that would induce most man to attempt it, viz., her unfriended 
state, her poverty, her confidence in him, and her love, or that 
semblance of love, which he believes to be the passion itself. This 
virtue — I call it so, though it is none, for there is uo virtue 'but 
religion — this virtue then will place before him only two plans of 
conduct, eilher to marry her or to forsake ber. Now then, if we 
can bring his ambition, that great lever of bis conduct, in opposi- 
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lion to the first alternative, only the ktst remaifis; I say that wo 
can employ that engine in your behalf t- leave it to me, and I win 
do so. Then, ^kubrey, in the moment of her ptque — her resent¬ 
ment — iter outraged vanity, at being thus left, you shall appear: 
not as you have hitherto done, in menace and terror, but soft — 
subdued — with looks all love — with vows all penitence — vindi¬ 
cating all your past vehemence, by the excess of your passion, and 
promising all future tenderness by the influence of the sa me mo¬ 
tive, the motive whit h to a woman pardons every error, and hallows 
every crime. Then will she contrast your love with your brother's 
— then will the scale fall from her eyes — then will she see what 
hitherto she has been blinded to, thafWour brother, to yourself, 
is a satyr to Hyperion — then will she blush and falter, aud hide 
her cheek iti youjbosom.’ — ‘ Mold., hold ! ’ 1 criifl; ‘ do with me 
what yon will, counsel, and 1 will act!’ ” 

Here again the manuscript was defaced by a sudden burst of 
execration upon Moiftreuil, followed by ravings that gradually 
blackened into th'e inosj gloomy and incoherent outpourings of 
madness; at length, the history proceeded. 

“You wrote to ask me to sound our unde on the subject of 
your intended marriages Monlreuil drew up my answer, and I 
constrained myself, despite my revived hatred to you, to transcribe 
its expressions of affection; my uncle wrote to you also: and vve 
strengthened his dislike to the step you had proposed, by hints 
from myself disrespeclful to Isora, and an anonymous communica¬ 
tion dated from ifondon, and to the same purport. All this while 
I knew not t.haf Isora had been in your house; your answer to my 
loiter seemed to imply that you would not disobeymy uncle. Mon- 
trenil, who was still lurking ifl the neighbourhood, and who, at 
night, privately met or sought me, aftected exultation at the in¬ 
cipient success of his advice. He pretended to receive perpetual 
intelligence of your motions and conduct, and he informed me now 
that Isora had tome to your house on hearing of your wound; that 
you had not (agreeably, Montrcuil added, to his view of your 
character,) taken advantage of her indiscretion; that immediately 
on receiving your uncle’s and my own letters, you had separated 
yourself from her; and that, though you still visited her, it was 
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apparently with a view of breaking off all connexion by gradual and 
gentle steps; at all eventi, you had taken no measures towards 
marriage. ‘ Now then,’ said Montreuil, ‘ for one finishing stroke, 
and the prize is yours. Your uncle cannot, you find, livelong: 
could he but be persuaded to leave his property to Gerald or to you, 
with only a trilling legacy (comparatively speaking,) to Morton, 
that worldly-minded and enterprising person would be utterly 
prevented from marrying a penuylcss and unknown foreigner. 
Nothing but his own high prospects, so utterly above the necessity 
of fortune in a wife, can excuse such a measure now, even to his 
own mind; if, therefore, we can effect this transfer of property, 
and in the meanwhile prevent Morton from marrying, your rival is 
gone for ever, and with his brilliant advantages of wealth, will also 
vanish his ineiits in the eyes of lytra. Do not be startled at this 
thought; there is no vice in it; 1, yojtr confcsso'r, your tutor, the 
servant of God, am the last person to counsel,, to hint, even, at 
what is criminal; but the end sanctifies all means. By transferring 
this vast property, you do not only ensure yotlr object, but you 
advance the great cause of Kings, tha Church, and of the Religion 
which presides over both. Wealth, in Morton’s possession, will be 
useless to this cause, perhaps pernicious: in your hands or in 
Gerald's, it will he of inestimable service. Wealth produced front 
the public should be applied to the uses of the public, yea, even 
though a petty injury to one individual be the price.’ 

“Thus, and in this manner, did Montreuil prepare my mind 
for the step he meditated; bull was not yet ripeTor it. So incon¬ 
sistent is guilt, that I dould commit murder — wrowg — almost all 
villany that passion dictated, but I was struck aghast by the thought 
of fraud. Montreuil perceived theft I was not yet wholly his, and 
his next plan was to remove me from a spot where I might check 
his measures. He persuaded me to travel for a few weeks. ‘On 
your return,’ said he, ‘consider Isora yours; meanwhile, let 
change of scene beguile suspense.’ I was passive in his hands, 
and I went whither he directed. 

“ Let me be brief here on the black fraud that ensued. Among 
the other arts of Jean Resmarais, w as that of copying exactly any 
hand-writing. He was then in London, in your service: Mon- 
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treuil si 1 n( for him to conic to (he ncighlourhood (if Doverrux Court. 
Meanwhile, the priest hail procured*from tlje notary who had 
drawn up, and who now possessed, the will of my unsuspecting 
uncle, that document. The notary had been long known to, and 
sometimes politically employed liy, Montreuil, for he was half- 
brother to that Oswald, whom I have before mentioned as the early 
comrade of the priest and Desmarais. This circumstance, it is 
probable, first im' ceil Montreuil to contemplate the plan of a 
substituted will, before Desmarate arrived, in order to copy 
those parts of the will which my uncle's humour had led him to 
write in his own hand, you, alarmed by a letter from my uncle, 
came to the Court, and on the same daf Sir William (taken ill the 
preceding evening) died. • Between that day and tjje on*on which 
the funeral occurred, the will \¥as copied by Desmarais; only Ge¬ 
rald’s name was sulislitotnl for yours, and the fortyrthousand 
pounds left to him — a sum equal to that bestowed on myself — 
was cut down irihyi legacy of twenty thousand pounds to you. Less 
than this, Montreuil daned not insert as the bequest to you; and 
it is possible that the sanje*regard to probabilities prevented all 
mention of himself in the substituted will. This was all the alter¬ 
ation made. Mj^uncICs waiting was copied exactly; and, save 
the departure from his apparent intentions in your favour, I be¬ 
lieve not a particle in Hie effected fraud was calculated to excite 
suspicion. Immediately on the reading of the will, Montreuil re¬ 
paired to me, niyj confessed what had taken place. 

“‘Aubrey ’ lie said, ‘1 have done tliys for your sake partly; 
hut 1 have had a much higher end. in view than even your happi¬ 
ness, or my affectionate wishe^to promote it. I live solely for one 
object — the aggrandizement of that holy order to which I belong; 
the ocherncs of that order are devoted only to the interests of Hea¬ 
ven , and by serving them, I serve Heaven itself. Aubrey, child 
of my adoption and of my earthly hopes, those schemes require 
cafnal instruments, and work, even through Mammon, unto the 
goal of righteousness. What I have done, is just before God and 
man. I have wrested a weapon from the hand of an enemy, and 
placed it in the hand of an ally. I have not touched one atom of this 
wealth, though, with the same case with which I have transferred 
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it from Morton to' ler.ild, If might have made my own private for¬ 
tune. I have not touched'one ato*m of it; nor for you, whom l 
love more than anj^ living being, have l duue wliaf my heart dic¬ 
tated. I might have caused the inheritance to pass to you. I have 
not done so. Why? Because, then, I should have consulted a 
selfish desire at the expense of the interests of mankind. Gerald 
is litter to he the tool those interests require than you are. Gerald 
1 have made that tool. You, loo, I have spared the pangs which 
your conscience, so peculiarly, so morbidly acute, might suffer 
at being selected as the instrument of a seeming wrong to Morton. 
All required of you is silence. It' your wauls ever ask more than 
your legacy, you have, aS 1 have, a claim to that wealth which 
your pleasure allows Gerald to possess.' Meanwhile, let us secure 
to you that treaStirc dearer to you titan gold. ’ 

“If Montrcuil did notquite bliud me by speeches of this nature, 
my engrossing, absorbing passion required little to make it cling to 
any hope of its fruition. 1 assented, therefore, though not without 
many previous struggles, toMontreuil’s,:project, or rather to its 
concealment; nay, I wrote some limb ^iftcr, at his desire, and 
his dictation, a letter to you, stating feigned reasons for my uncle s 
alteration of former intentions, and exorrerating Gerald from all 
connivance in that alteration, or abetment in the fraud you professed 
that it was your open helief had been committed. This w as due to 
Gerald; for, at that time, and for aught I know, al the present, 
he was perfectly unconscious by what means he had attained his 
fortune; he believed that your love for Isora hail given my unde 
offence, aud hence your disinheritance; and Montrcuil took 
effectual care to exasperate him.against you, by dwelling on the. 
malice which your suspicions and your proceedings against him so 
glaringly lestilied. Whether Montrcuil really thought you wiruld 
give over all intention of irfarrying Isora upon your reverse of 
fortune, which is likely enough, from his estimate of your character, 
or whether he only wished by any means, to obtain m J acquiescence 
in a measure important to his views, I know not, but he never left 
me, nor ever ceased to sustain my fevered and unhallowed hopes, 
from the hour in which he first communicated to me (he fraudulent 
substitution of the will, till we repaired together (o London. This 
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wc did not do so long as lie could detain me ift the country, by 
assurances that I should ruin all by appearing before Isora until 
you had entirely deserted her. 

“ Morton, Hitherto 1 have written as if my veins were filled with 
water, instead of the raging fire that flows through them until it 
reaches my brain, and there it stops, and eats away all things — 
even memory, thin once seemed eternal! Mow I feel as 1 approach 
the consummation o ! —11a — of what—ay, of what? .Brother, 
didjon o\er, when you thought youjself quite alone — at night — 
not a breath stirring — did you ever raise your eyes, and see 
exactly opposite to yon, a devil! — a dread thing, that moves not, 
speaks not, but glares upon you with »lived, dead, unrelenting 
eje? — that thing is bcfo*e me. now, and witnesses evgry word { 
write. But it deters me not! «io, .norterrifies irif. I have said 
that 1 would fulfil this task,.and 1 have nearly done it; {hough at 
times the grey cavern yawned, and I saw its rugged walls stretch — 
Mretch away, on either side, unlit they reached hell; and there I 
beheld — but I will not jell you, till uv meet there! Mow 1 am 
calm again — read on. 

“We could uot discover Isora, nor her home; perhaps the 
priest took care th*t it should bd so; for, at that lime, what with 
bis devilish whispers and my own heart, I often scarcely knew 
what I was, or vvliat I desired; and I sal for hours and gazed upon 
the air, and it seemed so soft and still that I longed to make an 
opening in my forehead that it might enter there, and so coot and 
quiet the dull, (Ifrohbiug, scorching anguish that lay like molten 
lead in my bratn; at length we found the liouse. ‘To-morrow,’ 
said the Abbl, and he shed tears over me— for there were times 
when that hard man did I'cclf — ‘to-morrow, my child, thou 
shall see her — hut be soft and calm.’. The morrow came; hut 
Moutreuil was pale, paler than I had ever seen him, and he gazed 
upon me and said, ‘M’ot to-day, son, not to-day; she has gone 
out, and will u»>t return till nightfall.’ My brother, the evening 
caitie, and with it came Desmarais; he came iu terror and alarm. 

‘ The villaiu Oswald,’ hesaid, ‘ has betrayed all; he drew tnc aside 
and told me so.’ ‘ Harkye, Jean,’ he whispered, ‘harkyc — your 
master has my brother's written confession, and the real will; but 
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I have provided fol^ jour saftly, and if he pleases it, forMoutmiil’s. 
The packet is not to be opined till the seventh day — fly before 
then.’ ‘But I kn6w,’ added Desinarais, ‘where the packet is 
placed;’ and he look Montreuil aside, and for awhile I heard not 
what they said; but I did overhearDesmarais at last, and I learnt 
that it was your bridal night! 

“Whatfell I'lhen? The same tempestuous fury — the same 
whirlwind aud storm of heart that 1 had felt before, at Ihe mere 
anticipation of such an event?,. No; I felt a bright ray of joy Hash 
through me. Yes, joy; but it was that joy which a conqueror feels 
when he knows his mortal foe is in his power, and when he dooms 
that enemy to death. ‘Tkey shall perish — and on this night,’ 
1 said inlv. ‘I have sworn it — I swore to Isora that the bridal 
couch should bt stained with blood, and 1 will keep the oath! ’ I 
approached the pair they were discussing the means for obtaining 
the packet. Montreuil urged Desmarais to purloin it from the 
place where you had deposited it, and thcli to abscond; but to 
this plan Desmarais was vehemently opposed. ‘ He insisted that 
there would be no possible chance ofihis escape from a search so 
scrutinizing as that which would necessarily ensue, and he was 
evidently resolved not alone to incur the danger of the theft. 
‘The Count,’ said he, ‘saw that I was present when he put away 
the packet. Suspicion will fall solely on me. Whither should 1 lly? 
No — I will serve you with my talents, but not with my life/ 
‘Wretch!’ said Montreuil, ‘if that packet is opened, thy life is 
already gone.’ — ‘Yes,’ said Desmarais; ‘but w^ may yet purloin 
the papers, and throwThe guilt upon some other quarter. What 
if J admit you when the Count is abroad? What if you steal the 
packet, and carry away other articles of more seeming value? 
What, too, if you wound me in the arm or the breast, andlxoin 
some terrible tale of robbers y and of my resistance, could we not 
manage then to throw suspicion upon common housebreakers — 
nay, could we not throw it upon Oswald himself? 'Let us silence 
that traitor by death, and who shall contradict our tale? No danger 
shall attend this plan. I will give you the key of the escritoire — 
the theft will not be the Work of a moment.’ Montreuil at lirst 
demurred to this proposal, but Desmarais was, I repeat, resolved 



not (o incur the danger of the theft aline; thejbtake was great, 
and it was not Montreuil’s nature to shrink from peril, when once 
it became necessary to confront it. ‘Be it so/ he said, at last, 
‘though the scheme is full of difficulty and of danger: be it so. 
We have not a day to lose. To-morrow the Count will place the 
document in some place of greater safety, and upknown to us — 
the deed shall hedoue to-night. Procure the key of lire escritoire — 
admit me this night - 1 will steal disguised into the chamber — 
1 will commit the act liom which you.* who alone could commit it 
vv'iffi safety, shrink. Instruct me exactly as to the place where 
the articles you speak of are placed: I will abstract them also. 
Sec, that if the Count wake, he. has no \fcapon at hand. Wound 
yourself, as you say, in so*ne place not dangerous to life, and 
to-morrow, or within au hour after my escape, tell *vhat tale you 
will. I will go, meanwhile, gl once to Oswald ; I will cillgir bribe 
!*is silence - ay, and ms immediate absence from Kngland — or 
he shall die. A death*that secures our own self-preservation is 
excusable in the reading of all law, divine or human! ’ 

“I heard, hut they deenwd me insensible: they had already 
begun to grow unheeding of my presence. Montrcuil saw me, and 
lus countenance grey soft.. ‘I know all,’ I said, as I caught his 
eye which looked on me in pity, 1 know all — they are married. 
Cnough! with my hope ceases my love: care not for me.’ 

“Montrcuil embraced and spoke to me in kindness and in 
praise. He assured me that you had kept your w edding so close 
a secret that he kifew it not, nor did even Dcsmarais, till the 
evening before —still after he had proposed that 1 should visit Isora 
that very day. Iknownot, Icareiiot, whether he was sincere in 
this. In whatever way one lineTn the dread scroll of his conduct 
he read, the scroll was written in guile, and in blood was it scaled. 
1 appeared not to notice Montrcuil or bis accomplice any more. 
The latter left I he house lirst. Monlreuil stole forth, as he thought, 
unobserved; he v».i« masked, and in complete disguise. I, too, 
vvenfforth. I hastened to a shop where such things were procured; 
1 purchased a mask and cloak similar to the priest’s. I had heard 
Montrcuil agree with Dcsmarais that the door of the house should 
he left ajar, in order to give greater facility to the escape of the 
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former; 1 repaid to Ihcjthouse in time to see Monlreuii filler it. 
A strange, sharp sort 4' running, which I had never known 
before, ran through the dark confusion of my mind. I waited 
for a minute, till it was likely that Monlreuii find gained your 
chamber; I then pushed open the door, and ascended the stairs. 
I met no one — the moonlight fell around me, and its rays seemed 
to me like ghosts, pale and shrouded, and gazing upon me with 
wan and lustreless eyes. 1 know not how I found your chamber, 
but it wasithe only one I entered. I stood in the same room with 
Isora and yourself — ye lay in sleep — fsora's face —. O, Clou ! 

1 know no more — no more of that night of horror — save that 
1 lied from the house rooking with blood - a murderer — and the 
murderer of Isora! 

“Then eabie a long, long dr^gm. I was in a sea of blood— 
blood-red was the sky, and one still,, solitary star that gleamed far 
away with a sickly and wan light, was the only spot, above, and 
around, which was not of the same intolerable dye. And I thought 
my eyelids were cut off, as those of the Komstn eonsiil are said to 
have been, and I had nothing to shield my eyes from that crimson 
light, and the rolling waters of that unnatural sea. And the red 
air burnt through my eyes into my brain,, and^hen that also, mo- 
thought, became blood; and all memory — all images of memory 

— all idea — wore a material shape and a material colour, and 
were, blood, too. livery thing was unutterably silent, except 
when my own shrieks rang over the shoreless ocean, as I drifted 
on. At last 1 lived my eyes — the eves whietM might never close. 

— upon that pale and single star; and after 1 bad gazed a little 
while, the star seemed to change slow ly — slowly — until it grew 
like the pale face of that murdered girl, and theu it vanished, 
utterly, and all was blood! 

“This vision was sometimes broken — sometimes varied by 
others — but it always returned; and when at last I completely 
woke from it, I was in Italy, in a convent. BloElreuil had lost no 
time in removing me from England. Hut once, shortly alter my 
recovery, for I was mad for many months, he visited me, and he 
saw what a wreck I had become. He pitied me; and when 1 told 
him 1 longed above all things for liberty — for the green earth and 



415 


the fresh air, and a removal from thatkdoomy aftode, he opened 

anj bade me g 

require of you,' said he, ‘is a promise. If it*is understood that 
you live, you will he persecuted by inquiries and questions, which 
will terminate in a conviction of your crime: let it therefore be re¬ 
ported in England that you are dead. Consent to the report, and 
promise never to quit Italy, or to see Morton Devdreux.’ 

“ I promised — am' that promise 1 have kept; but I promised 
not that I would ncvei reveal to you^ in writing, the black tale 
wlfTeh I have now recorded. May it reach you. There is one in 
lliis vicinity who has undertaken to bear it to you; lie says he has 
known misery — and when he !jgid so,«liis voice sounded in my 
car like yours; and I lookejJ upon him, and thought his features 
were east somewhat in the saim^mould as your owfl — so I have 
trusted him. 1 h.^e now told all. I have wrenched the secret 
I om my heart in agony and with fear. 1 have told all — though 
llnngs, which I believ* are fiends, have started forth from the 
grim walls aiound t(»forbid it — though dark wings have swept by 
me, and talons, asofaliir^, have attempted to tear away the 
paper on which 1 write — though eyes, whose light was never 
drunk from earth ligve gltjrcd on me — and mocking voices and 
horrible laughter have made ftiy flesh creep, ami thrilled through 
the marrow of my hones — I havi told all—1 have finished my last 
labour in this world, aud I will non lie down and die. 

“ AUKUKV l)lr VERKUX.” 

The paper dropped from my hands. Whatever I had felt in 
reading it, I had not flinched once from the task. From the first 
word even to the last, J had goi* 1 through the dreadful tale, nor 
uttered a syllable, nor moved a limb. And now as I rose, though 
1 had found the being who to me had withered this world into one 
impassable de-ert — though 1 had found the unrelenting foe, and 
the escaped munk'ier ol'Isora — the object of the execration and 
v indiativeness of years — not one single throb of wrath — not one 
single sentiment of vengeance, was in my breast. I passed at once 
to the bedside of my brother; he was awake, but still and calm — 
the calm and stillness of exhausted nature. I knelt down quietly 



beside him. I tqok his hllid, and I shrunk not from the touch, 
though by that hand the on I-/; woman I ever loved had perished. 

“Lookup, Aubrey!” said 1, struggling with tears which, 
despite of my most earnest effort, came over me; “lookup, all is 
forgiven. Who on earth shall withhold pardon from a crime which 
on earth has been so awfully punished? Lookup, Aubrey; lam 
your brother, and I forgive you. You are right — my childhood 
was harsh and tierce; and had you feared me less you might have 
confided in me, and you wttuld not have sinned and suffered as 
you have done now. Fear me no longer. Lookup, Aubrey,'it 
is Morton who calls you. Why do you not speak? My brother, 
my brother — a word, a single rd, I implore you.” 

Fortune moment did Aubrey raise Ijis eyes — one moment did 
he meet mine.' His lips quivered yyildly — I heard the death-rattle 
— he sunk back, and his hand dropped from liij clasp. My words 
bad snapped asunder the last chord of life. Merciful Heaven! I 
thank thee that those words were the wordscof pardon! 

CHAPTER V. 

In which thellistory makes a greatStride towards the final Catastrophe — 
The Return to England, and (he Visit tot Devotee. 

At night, and in the thrilling forms of the catholic ritual, was 
Aubrey Dexemix consigned to earth. After that ceremony I could 
linger no longer in the vicinity of the hermitage. I took leave of 
the abbot, and richly endowed his convent imreturn for the pro¬ 
tection it had afforded to the anchorite and the masses which had 
been said for his soul. Before 1 left Ansclmo, I questioned him 
if any friend to the hermit had ewer, during his seclusion, held 
any communication with the abbot respecting him. Ansclmo, 
after a little hesitation, confessed that a man, a Frenchman, 
seemingly of no high rank, had several times visited the convent, 
as if to scrutinize the habits and life of the anchprite, he had de¬ 
clared himself commissioned by the hermit’s relatives to make in¬ 
quiry of him from time to time ; but he had given the abbot no clue 
to discover himself, though Anselino had especially hinted at the 
expediency of being acquainted with some quarter to which lie 
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could direct any information of chang,, in the Hermit's habits or 
health. This man had been last at the com cut about two months 
before the present date; but one of the brothers declared that he 
had seen him in the vicinity of the well on (he very day on which the 
hermit died. I he description of this stranger was essentially dif¬ 
ferent Irom that winch would have been given of Alonlreuil, but I 
imagined that if tint the tVhhe himself, the stranger was one in his 
confidence or his einpl y. 

I tmvv repaired to Koine, wlier^I made the most extensive, 
i;-.«iigh guarded, imjuiiies after Alontrcuil, and at length I learnt 
that he was lying eoueealed, "f ralhet unnoticed, in Kngland, 
under a disguised name; having, by I'niends, or bv money, ob¬ 
tained therein a tacit eonnivjjm e, though not an open pardon. No 
sooner did I learn this intelligence,, than 1 rcsolvi'd forthwith to 
depart to that eomflry. i missed the Alps — traversed l'yaiue — 
and look ship at Calais .or llover. 

Heboid me then ii|j*ii the swift seas bent upon a double pur¬ 
pose — recoiicilialwn with a brother whom I had wronged, ami 
vengeance — no. mil venfeagee, butyV/.vf/ce against the criminal 
1 had discovered! No ! it was not revenge — it was no infuriate, 
no unholy, desire^d intoning punishment upon a personal foe, 
which possessed me — it vvas*i sieadv, calm, unwavering resolu¬ 
tion, to obtain justice against the profound and systematised guilt 
ol a villain who had been the bane of all who had come within his 
contact, that nerved my arm and engrossed my heart. Hear wit¬ 
ness, Heaven, I#ani not a vindictive man! 1 have, it is true, 
been extreme, in hatred, as in love; but I liatfc ever had the power 
to control myself from yielding to its impulse. When the full per¬ 
suasion of Gerald's crime rciguMl within me, I had thralled my 
emotion, I had curbed il within Ihe circle of my own heart, though 
there, thus pent and self-consuming, it was an agony and a tor¬ 
ture; 1 had icsislcd the voice of that blood which cried from the 
earth against a nyirderer, and which had consigned the solemn 
charge of justice to my hands. Year after year I had nursed an 
unappeased desire; nor ever, when il stung the most, suffered it 
la become on actual revenge. I had knelt in tears and in softness 
bv Aubrey’s bed — I bad poured lorth my pardon over liim — 1 bad 
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felt, while I didkso, no,plot so much sternness ns would have 
slain a worm. tty his hand had the rmirtherous stroke been dealt 
— on his soul was the crimson slain of that bloodwhich had flowed 
through the veins of the gentlest and the most innocent of tiod’s 
creatures — and yet the blowwas unavenged and the crime forgiven. 
l r or him there was a palliative, or even a gloomy but an unanswer¬ 
able muse. In the confession which had so terribly solved the 
mystery of my life, the, seeds of that curse, which had grown at 
last into mviinkss, might bp discovered even in the first dawn of 
Aubrey’s existence. The latent poison might be detected in die 
morbid fever of his young devotion — in his jealous cravings ol af¬ 
fection — in the first llueli of his ill-omened love, even before 
rivalsliilf and wrath began. Then, to<i, his guilt had not been re¬ 
gularly organised into one cold and deliberate system - it broke 
forth in,impetuous starts, in frantic paroxysms — it was often 
wrestled with, though by a feeble mind — it was often conquered 
by a tender, though a titful temper — it might not have rushed into 
the last and most awful crime, hut for the dandling instigation and 
the atrocious craft of one, who (Aubrey rightly said ) could wield 
and mould the unhappy victim at Ins will. Might not, did 1 say ! 
Nay, but for Montreuil's accursed influence,, had I not Aubrey's 
own word that that crime never wou'lrt liaoc been committed? lie 
had resolved to stifle his love — his heart had already melted to 
Isora and to me — he had already tasted the sweets of a virtuous 
resolution, and conquered the first bitterness of opposition to his 
passion. Why should not the resolution thns'huspiciously begun 
have been mellowed 1 into effect? Why should nflt the grateful and 
awful remembrance of the crime he had escaped continue to pre¬ 
serve him from meditating crimeVlnnv? And (0, thought, which, 
while 1 now write, steals over me and brings with it an unutterable 
horde of emotions!) but "for that all-tainting, all-withering, in¬ 
fluence , Aubrey’s soul might at this moment have been pure from 
murder, and Isora, — the living Isora, — by my side! 

What wonder, as these thoughts came over me, that gense, 
feeling, reason, gradually shrunk and hardened into one stern re¬ 
solve? I looked as from a height over the whole conduct of Mon- 
trcuil: I saw him in our early infancy with (beyond the general 
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policy of intrigue^ no dofinilo motive, |o fixed disign, w Inch might 
somewhat have lessened I lie callousnels of the wiine, not only fo¬ 
menting dissensions in (he hearts of brothers*—not only turning 
the season of t.'irm alTeilions and yet of unopened passion, into 
strife and rancour — hut seizing upon the inherent and reigning 
tire of nur bosoms, which he should lone seized to crush — in 
order only by tint master rice to weave our characters and sway 
our conduct to his ' ill, whenever a cool-hlooded and merciless 
policy lopiirrd us to lie of that will the minimis and the tools. 
J,iiiis had he taken hold of the diseased jealousy of Aubrey, and 
by that handle, joined to the latent spring of superstition, guided 
him on his wietched course of misery at*d guilt. 'J'luis, by a mo¬ 
ral irresolution in f.eiald had Ire, honed him also to his^mrposps, 
■iml by an ini,inline animosity between that InoliV'r and myself, 
held us both in a •tale of mutual hatted which I shmhlcrc^to recall. 
Iteadily could 1 now percent' that my charges m my suspicions 
against Herald, whirl), in ordinary circumstances, he miglil have 
dispassionately ec*nc firwatd to disprove, had been represented 
to linn by Monlieuil in tile l^gln of groundless and wilful instills; 
and thus he had been led to scorn that full and cool explanation 
vv inch , if it had not eliuddateil the mystery of my a flliel ions, would 
havtpremoved the false suspicion of guilt from himself, and the 
real guilt of wialh and animosity fiom me. 

The crime of the forged will, and the outrage to the dead and 
to myself, was a link in his woven gudt which 1 regarded the least. 
1 looked rather |)> the black and the consummate nafl by which 
Aubrey had licgn implicated m that sin; dud my indignation be¬ 
came mixed with horror when I saw Montreuil working to that end 
of fraud by the instigation nottoniy of a guilty and unlawful pas¬ 
sion , bul of the yet more unnatural and terrific engine of fre/ni/; 
— of a maniac’s despair. Over the pwace — the happiness — the 
honour— the virtue of a whole family’, through fraud and through 
blood, lliispin;st had marched onward to the goal of his icy and 
heartless amh.lniii, unrelenting and unrcpenling; “1ml not,” l 
said, as i clenched my hand till the nails met in the flesh, “not 
lor ever unchecked and unrequited! ” 

But in what manner was justice to he obtained? A public court 
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of law? What! d^gforway the deep dishonour of my house — 
the gloomy and co' ivulsivc . istory of my departed brother — his 
crime and his insanity? Woat! bring that history, connected as 
it was with the fate of Isora, before the curious and the insolent 
gaze of the babbling world ? Bare that awful record to the jests, to 
the scrutiny, the inarvcl-and the pity, of that most coarse of all 
tribunals — an llnglish court of law? and that most torturing of 
all exposures — the vulgar comments of an English public? Could 
1 do this ? Yea, in the sternness of my soul, 1 felt that 1 could sub¬ 
mit even to that humiliation, if no other way presented itself by 
which l could arrive at justice. // its there no other way ? — at that 
question conjecture pause;] — 1 formed no scheme, or rather, l 
formed a hundred and rejected them all; my mind settled, at last, 
into an inbistiu,"!, unquestioned , hut prophetife, resolution, that, 
whenever my path crossed Montreuil's, it should >':e to the destruc¬ 
tion of one of us. I asked not how, nor when , .the blow was to he 
dealt ; I felt only a solemn and exultant certainty that, whether it 
borrowed the sword of the law, or the weapon.of private justice, 
mine should he the hand which brought retribution to the ashes of 
t ho dead and the agony of the survivor. 

So soon as my mind had subsided into this determination, f 
suffered my thoughts to dwell upon subjects less sternly agitating, 
l'ondly diil I look forward to a meeting with Gerald, and a recon¬ 
ciliation of all our early and most frivolous disputes. As an atone¬ 
ment for the injustice my suspicious had done him, 1 resolved not. 
to reclaim my inheritance. My fortune was alu ;;dy ample, and ail 
that I cared to possess of the hereditary estates w ere,the ruins of the 
old house, and the copses of the surrounding park ; these Gerald 
would in all likelihood easily yield to me: and with the natural 
sanguineness of my temperament, I already planned the recon¬ 
struction of the ancient builtjing, and the method of that solitary 
life in which 1 resolved that the remainder of my years should he 
spent. 

Turning from this train of thought, I recurred to the mysterious 
and sudden disappearance of Oswald: thirl l was now easily able 
to account for. There could he no doubt but that Montreuil had 
(immediately after the murder), as he declared he would, in- 



dutcd Oswald Id quit England, aiidlireservc isilonce, either by 
bribery or by threats. And when I retailed tin* impression which 
the. mail had made upon me — an impression Certainly not faiDur¬ 
able to the csifltalion or the rigid honesty of his mind — l could 
not bul imagine that one or the other of these means Montreuil 
found far from ditlicult of success. The delirious fever into which 
tin* wounds and the scene of that night had thiTnvn me, and the 
long iuteiva! that re scqneutly elapsed before inquiry was directed 
to Oswald, gave hwi evety opportunity and indulgence in absent¬ 
ing himself from the country, audit was not improbable that he 
had aTeempauied Aubrey to Italy. 

Uric I paused, in deep acknowledgment of the truth of Au¬ 
brey's assertion, that “under similar circumstances, I might 
perhaps have been equally guilty.” My passions Wad indeed been 
“ intense and liAcc as bis own;” and there was a dread coinci¬ 
dence in the slate ul mind fnto which each of us had belli thrown 
by the event of that wight, which made the epoch of a desolated 
rlislence to both id us: if mine bad been but a passing delirium, 
and Ins a confirmed and tasting disease of the intellect, the causes 
(d mir malady had been widely different. He had been t.lic. criminal 
— / only the sufferer. 

Thus as ! lean?over the tie. I,, and the waves bore me, home¬ 
ward, alter so many years .mi! vicissitudes, did the shadows of 
thought and memory flit across me. How seemingly apart, yet 
how rloscly liuked, had been the great events in my wandering and 
wild life. My tjgrly acquaintance with Bolingbroke, whom fin- 
more than ninw years I had not seen, and who, at a superlieial 
glance, would seem to have exercised influence over my public, 
rather than my private, life —allow secretly, yet how powerfully 
had that circumstance led even to the very thoughts which now 
possessed me, and to the very object pn'which I was now bound, 
but for that cm umstancc, I might not have learnt of the retreat of 
Hon Diego DAjvarez in bis last illness; I might never have re¬ 
newed triy love to Kora; and whatever had been her fate, destitu¬ 
tion and poverty would have been a less misfortune than her union 
with me. But for my friendship for Bolingbroke, I might not have 
visited France, nor gained the favour of the Regent, nor the ill 
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offices of Dubois,! 1 nor the tfoleelion ami Kindness of (he Oar. I 
might never bate teen ainb( l s*ndi>r at (lie Court of —, nor met with 
ltozuni, nor souglif an ast Imn for a spirit sated with pomp and 
thirsting for truth, at (fie foot id' (In: Appenincs,“ nor read that 
history (which, indeed, might then neter have occurred,) that 
now rankled at nn heart, urging my movements and colouring my 
desires. Tbits, "by the finest, but the strongest, meshes, liad 
the thread of my political honours been wot on with that of my pri¬ 
vate affiielions. And thus, even at the licentious festivals of (he 
Regent of franco , or the lifeless parade of the Court of—, the 
dark stream of events bad flowed onward beneath my feel, heal¬ 
ing me insensibly to that w tv spot of time, from which T now sur¬ 
vey'd the past and looked upon the mist and shadow's of the future. 

Adverse wiAds made the little yijage across the Channel a bu¬ 
siness of four days. On the evening of the fast we landed at 
Dover. ’Within thirty miles id’ that town wAS my mother’s re¬ 
treat ; and I resolved, before I sought a reconciliation with (ierald, 
or justice against Itlontreuil, to t isil her seclusion. Accordingly, 
the next day, I repaired to her abode. 

What a contrast is there between the lives of human beings! 
Considering the beginning and the end of,all mortal careers are the 
same, hotv wonderfully is the interv.fi varied ! Some, the weeds 
of the world, dashed from shore to shore — all vicissitude — en¬ 
terprise — .strife — disquiet; others, the world’s lichen — rooted 
to some peaceful rock — growing — flourishing — withering on 
the same spot, — scarce a feeling exercised — s-earee a sentiment, 
called forth — scarce !i tithe of the properties of their very nature 
expanded into action. 

There was an air of quiet and saillness in the red quadrangular 
building, as my carriage stopped at its porch, which struck upon 
me, like a breathing fcpreach to those who sought the abode of 
peace with feelings opposed to the spirit of the place. A small pro¬ 
jecting porch was covered with ivy, and (lienco issued an aged 
portress in answer to my summons. 

“The Countess De’verein,” said she, “is now the superior of 
the society,” (convent they called it not,) “aud rarely admits any 
stranger.” 



I gave in my claim lo admission, 1ml was inhered into a small 
parlour : all there, too, was still - tlfn brown Gak wainseotting — 
the huge chairs — the few antique portraits — the uninhabitnd 
aspect of the dumber — all were silently eloquent of quietude — 
hut a quietude comfortless and sombre. At length, my mother 
appeared, 1 sprung (inward — my childhood was before, me — 
years - care — change were forgotten — I was a hoy again — l 
sprung forward, e..d was in my mother's embrace! It was long 
before, recovering myself, 1 uote<^how lifeless and chill was that 
embrace but 1 did so at last, and my enthusiasm withered at once. 

V\"c sate down together, and conversed long and uninter¬ 
ruptedly , but our conversation was likt that of acquaintances, not 
the fondest and closest of q!l relations — ( for I need scarcely add 
that i told her not of my meeting with Aubrey, noPundeeeived her 
v ith respect to life date of h^s death). Every monastic rgdusc that 
J had hitherto seen , even in the most seeming content with retire¬ 
ment, had loved to converse of the exterior world, and had be¬ 
trayed an interest hi it> events — for my mother only, worldly ob¬ 
jects and interests seemed utterly dead. She expressed little sur¬ 
prise to see me — little surprise at my alteration; she only said 
that my mien vvasjmprojcd, and that I reminded her of my father; 
she-test died no anxiety to heat rf my travels or my adventures — 
she lestilied even no willingness lo speak of herself — she de¬ 
scribed to me the life of one day , and then told me that the history 
of ten years was told. A close cap confined all the locks for whose 
rich luxuriance pud golden hue she had once been noted — for 
here they vv ere sot the victim of a vow, as in a nunnery they would 
have been — and her dress was plain, simple, and unadorned: 
save these alterations of attire, lione were visible in her exterior — 
the torpor of her life seemed to have paralysed even time — the 
bloom yet dwelt in her unwrinklcd cheek — the mouth had not 
fallen — the Imltlcss features were faultless still. But there was 
a deeper slillne.- than ever breathing through this frame: it was as 
if the soul had been lulled to sleep — her mien was lifeless— her 
voire was lifeless — her gesture was lifeless — the impression she 
produced was like that of entering some chamber which has not 
been entered before for a century. She consented to my request 



to Play with her a I the day j a bod was prepared for mo, and at 
sunrise tlio norl morning, pitas folded once more in the chilling 
mechanism of her embrace, and dismissed on tn^r journey to the 
metropolis. 

CHAPTER VI. 

The Helical of a celebrated Man, and a Visit to a great l’m-l. 

I uuuvkii in town, and.droto at once to Gerald’s bouse: it 
was not diflicult to lind it, for in iny young day it had been the re¬ 
sidence of the Duke of — ; and wealthy as I knew was the owner 
of the Devcrcux lands, I i.'as somewhat startled at the extent and 
the magnificence of his palace. To rn,y inexpressible disappoint¬ 
ment, I foundShat Gerald bad lef’-London a day or two before my 
arriial, -m a xis.il to a nobleman nearly oonnecIcVi with our family, 
and residing in the same county as that in which Dcvoreux Comt. 
was situated. Since the tire, which had dvstrnycd all of the old 
house bid the one lower which I had considered as peculiarly my 
own, Gerald, I heard , had always, in xisiling his estates, taken 
up his abode at the mansion of one or other of his neighbours; and 
to Lord —'s house, I now resolved to repair. My joui ney was de¬ 
layed for a day or two, by accidently seeing at the door of the hotel, 
to which 1 drove from Gerald’s house, the favourite servant of Lord 
Dolingbr okc. This circumstance revived in me, at once, all my 
attachment to that personage, and hearing he was at his country 
house, within a few miles from town, I rcsolvctklhe next morning 
to visit him. It was'not only that 1 contemplate'! with an eager, 
jeta melancholy interest, an interview with one whose blazing ca¬ 
reer I had long watched and vvliosf letters (for during the years we 
had been parled, he wrote to me often) seemed to testify the same 
satiety of the triumphs anthgauds of ambition which had brought 
something of wisdom to myself; it was not only that I wished to 
commune with that Uolinghroke in retirement whom I had known 
the oracle of statesmen, and the pride of courts; uor even that I 
loved the man, and was eager once more to embrace him; — a 
iierccrand more active motive urged me to visit one whose know¬ 
ledge of all men, and application of their various utilities, were so 
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remarkable, and who, even in hislprcscnt Hcace and reliremcnt, 
would, not improbably, be acquainted with (he abode id that un¬ 
quiet and plotting ecclesiastic whom I now panted to discover, and 
whom Bolinghroke had of old often guided or employed. 

When my carriage stopped at the statesman’s door, 1 was in- 
firmed that Lord Boiiughrokc was at his farm. Farm ! how oddly 
did that word sound in my ear, coupled as it was with the name of 
one so brilliant i ..d so restless. I asked tin*, servant to direct me 
where I should find him, and, jpllowiug the directions, I pro¬ 
ceeded lo the search alone. It was a day towards the. close of au¬ 
tumn, bright, soft, clear, and calm ns the decline of a vigorous 
and genial age. I walked slowly through a Held robbed of its golden 
grain, and as I entered,another, I saw the object o^my search. 
He Ind seemingly just give* orders to a persifh in a labourer's 
dress, wlm wtR. quilling Ijim , and with downcast eye^he was ap¬ 
proaching towards me. I noted bow slow and even was the pace 
which, once stately, yet rapid and irregular, had betrayed the 
haughty, but wild, character of his mind. He paused often, as 
if in thought, and I oliseaml that once he stopped longer than 
usual, and seemed to gaze wistfully on the ground. Afterwards 
(when I had juried him) w‘‘ passed that spot, and I remarked, 
with a seeret smile, that if contained one of those little mounds iu 
which that busy and herded tribe of the iusecl race, which have 
been held out to man’s social stale at once as a mockery and a mo¬ 
del, held their populous home. There seemed a latent moral iu 
the pause and jftalch of the disappointed statesman by that mound, 
which alfordtM a due to the nature of his reflections. 

He did not see me till I was close before him, and had called 
him by his name, nor did lic^t first recognize me, for my garb was 
foreign, and my upper lip unshaven; .and, as I said before, years 
had strangely altered me: hut wbondie did, he testified all the cor¬ 
diality I had anticipated. 1 linked my arm in his, and we walked 
to and fro I'm urs, talking of all that had passed since and before 
itur parting, and feeling our hearts warm to each other as we 
talked. 

“The last lime. I saw you,” said lie, “how widely did our 
hopes and objects differ; yours from my own — you seemingly 
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had the vantage-grot ud, hutj*t was an artilieial eminence, and my 
level slate, thoughM appeal'd less tempting, was more secure. 
1 had just been disgraced by a misguided and ungrateful prince. 
1 had already gone into a retirement, where my only honours were 
proportioned to my fortitude in hearing condemnation — and my 
only flatterer was the hope of finding a companion and a Mentor in 
myself. You, my friend, parted with life before you; and you 
only relinquished the pursuit of Fortune at one court, to meet her 
advances at another. Nearly tpn years have flown since that time 
— my situation is but little changed — I am returned, it is true; 
to my native soil, hut not to a soil more indulgent to ambition and 
exertion than the scene of ifiy exile. Bly sphere of action is still 
shut from .me. — my mind is still banished.* You return young 
in years, but fuff of successes. .Haw, they brought you happiness, 
Bcvcrcux or have you yet a temper to envy my content?” 

“Alas! ” said I, “ who can bear too close a search beneath the 
mask and robe? Talk not of me now. It its ungracious for the. 
fortunate to repine — and I reserve whateverSnay disquiet me 
within, for your future consolation am' advice. At present speak 
to me of yourself— you are happy, then?” 

“Iam!” said Ilolinghroke, emphatically. —“Life seems to 
me to possess two treasures — one glittering and precarious , ihe 
other of less rich a show, but of a more solid value. The one is 
Power, live olliei Virtue; and there is this main difference between 
the, two — Power is entrusted to us as a loan ever required again, 
and with a terrible arrear of interest — Virtue obHncd by us as a 
boon which we can only fosc through our own folly, Wien once it is 
acquired. In my youth I was caught by the former — hence my 
errors and my misfortunes! In mj declining years I have sought 
the latter; hence my palliatives and my consolation. But you have 
not seen my home, and nil. its attractions,” added Bolinghrokc, 
with a smile, which reminded me of his former self. “ I will show 
them to you.” And we turned our steps to the house. 


* I need scarerlj ri'iuind the reader that Lord Bolinghrokc, though 
he had received a foil pardon, was forbidden to resume his scat in the 
House ol Lords. — Ho. 
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As wr walked thither, I wondered to find k>w little melancholy 
was the change Bolingbrokc had ui^lergone.i Ten years, which 
bring man from his prime to his decay, ha8 indeed left a potent 
trace upon Ins stately form, and the still uurivailed beauty of his 
noble features; but the manner gained all that the form had lost, 
lu his days of more noisy greatness, there had been something 
artificial am! unquiet in the sparkling alternations he had loved to 
assume, lie had ..een too fond of changing wisdom by a quick 
turn into wit — too loud of the affectation of bordering the serious 
villi the gay —the business with the pleasure. If this had not 
taken Yiom the polish of his manner, it had diminished its dignity 
and given it the air of being assumed »nd insincere. ’Now all was 
quiet, earnest, aud impressive; there was tenderness even in 
what was melancholy: and i^theye yet lingered^thc affectation of 
blending the ctassic character with his own, the character was 
more noble, and the affectation more unseen. But this manner 
was only the faint mirror of a mind which, retaining much of its 
former mould, 4iad been embellished and exalted by adversity, 
ami which, if il bums Tied pint its former frailties, bail acquired a 
tiiousand new virtues to redeem them. 

“You see,",said yiy companion, pointing to the walls of the 
bail, which we had now Altered, “the subject which at present 
occupies Ihc greater part of my attention. I am meditating how to 
make the half most illustrative of its owner's pursuits. You see 
the desire of improving, of creating, and of associating, the im¬ 
provement anijrtlie creation with ourselves, follows us banished 
men even to 6ur seclusion. I think of hiving those walls pairiled 
with the implements of husbandry, aud through pictures of spades, 
and ploughshares, to exprcdl my employments, and testify my 
content in them.” 

“Cim iimatus is a better model >than Aristippus, confess it,” 
said 1, smiling. “But if the senators come hither to summon you 
to power, will y m resemble the Roman, not only iu being found 
at your plough, but in your reluctance to leave it, and your eager¬ 
ness to return?” 

“What shall I say to you?” replied Boiingbroke. “Will you 
play the cynic, if I answer no? We should noI boast of despising 
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power, when of us^ to others; but of being contented to live with¬ 
out it. This is the fend of ntf philosophy! But let me present you 
to one whom I value more now than I valued power at any time.” 

As he said this, Bolingbroke threw open the door of an apart¬ 
ment, and introduced me to a lady with whom he had found that 
domestic happiness denied him in his first marriage. — The niece 
of Madame dc Mainlenon, this most charming woman, possessed 
all her aunt’s wit, and far more than all her aunt's beauty.* She 
was in weak health; but her vivacity was extreme, and her conver¬ 
sation just what should be the conversation of a woman who shine., 
without striving for it. 

The business on which I** as bound only allowed me to stay two 
days with jtolingbroke, and this I stated at first, lest he should 
have dragged mf over his farm. I.‘ is very odd to me, who think 
that, on agrreal legislative scale, I am,not quite ignorant of agri¬ 
cultural matters, how exceedingly ignorant 1 am of them on a small 
srale; and 1 really do hate oats and barley, wSien considered also 
much per sack, with a very unphilosophical hatn'd. 

“ Well,” said my host, after vainly endeavouring to induce me. 
to promise a longer stay, “if you ran only give us two days, 1 
must write and excuse myself to a great man wVh whom 1 was to 
dine to-day: yet, if it were not so inhospitable, 1 should like much 
to carry you with me to his house ; for 1 own that I wish you to see, 
my companions, and to learn that if! still consult the oracles, they 
are less for the predictions of fortune than as the inspirations of the 
god." ( '' 

“Ah!” said Lady Bolingbroke, who spoke fh French, “l 
know whom you allude to. Give him my homage, and assure him, 
when he next visits us, we will appoint six dames dupalais to re¬ 
ceive and pel him.” 

Upon this 1 insisted uptfn accompanying Bolingbroke to the 

* “I am not ashamed to sav to you that I admire*her more every 
hour of my life.” - Letter from Lord Jiofirtgbtoke to Swift. 

Bolingbroke loved her to the last; and perhaps it is just lo a man so 
celebrated for his gallantries, to add that this beautiful and accom¬ 
plished woman seems to have admired and esteemed as much as she 
loved him. — Ei>. 
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house of so fortunate a being, and hdiconsentcl to my wish with 
l'eigned rrlurtnnre, but evident pleasiare. 

“And who,” said 1 to Lady Boliugurokc, * is the happy object 
of so Hindi rcs^iccl?" 

Lady Bolingbrokc answered, laughing, that nothing was so plea¬ 
sant as suspense, and that it would be cruel m her to deprive me of 
it; and we conversed with so much zest, that it w*as not till lloling- 
broke had left the m in for seme moments, that I observed he was 
not present. 1 took the opportunity to remark that I was rejoiced 
tq find him so happy, and with such just cause lor happiness. 

' r ‘ ih: is happy, though, at tunes, he is restless, llow, chained 
to this oar, can he lie otherwise?” answered Lady Bolingbrokc, 
with a sigh: “ hut his friepd-, ’ sheadded, “who mos^ enjoy his 
retirement, must yet lament it. Mis genius is nof wasted here, it 
is true: where ifni/d it he wasted? But who does noljecl that it 
is employed in too coniine!! a sphere? Ami yet —” and 1 saw a 
tear start to her eye -» “I, at least, ought not to repine. I should 
lose, the lies! part *f my happiness if there was nothing I could con¬ 
sole him for.” 

“Believe rue,” said I, “I have Known Bolingbrokc in the 
yenitii of his success; byit never knew him so worthy of congratu¬ 
lation as now!'' 

“Is that nailery to him or to me?” said Lady Bolingbrokc, 
smiling archly, for her smiles were quirk sueccsssors to her tears. 

“Delur digniori!” answered 1; “but you must allow that, 
though it is a liiy thing to have all that the world fan give, it is still 
better to gain something ihat the world ramlot take away?” 

“See, you also a Philosopher?” cried Lady Bolingbrokc, gaily. 
“Ah, poor me! In my youtft, my portion was the cloister; * in' 
jny later years I am banished to Hie jiorc/i! You have no concep¬ 
tion. Moii-ieur Deveremt, what wis* faces and profound maxims 
we iiave lice ; especially as all who come to visit my lord think it 
necessary to qjnue Tully, and talk of solitude as if it were a 
heaven! Les jini/rris Iwimcs gens! they seem a little surprised 
wlieuUeury receives them smilingly — begs them to construe the 


She was brought up at St. Cyr. — Eu. 
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laliu — gives thorn good wi oc, and sends them hack to London 
with faces half the',length they were on their arrival. Men's void 
Monsieur Ir fermiet philosophe!" 

And liohngbroke entering, I took my leave of this lively and 
interesting lady, and entered his carriage. 

As soon as we were seated, he pressed me for my reasons for 
refusing to prolong my visit. As 1 thought they would he more 
opportune after the excursion of the day was over, and as, in truth, 

1 was not eager to relate them, 1 begged to defer the narration liU 
our return to his house at night, and then I diiected the conversa¬ 
tion into a new channel. 

“My chief companion ,il said Holing’ rok 1 , all. r dt milling to 
me his course of life, “ is the man yoiyire about lovisi’. ie has 
his frailties audv nlirmities—and ip saying that, 1 only ' o'- that 
he is human — hut he is wise, rellrrtivc, generutfs, and ,i>.. ction- 
ate; add these qualities to a dazzling wit, and a genius dee f 
not sublime, and what wonder that vvo lorgU sometlnntr ofvani 1 
and something of fretfuluess — efforts rather of the frame tiw ■ f 
the mind; the wonder only is that, with a body the victim to Cietv 
disease, crippled and imbecile from the cradle. Ins .railties suouhl 
not be more numerous, and his care, his tjiouglys, and attentions 
not wholly limited to his own complaints— for the sickly-air 
almost of necessity selfish — and that mind must have « ...st snare 
of benevolence which can always retain the softness of c' arily am! 
love for others, when pain and disease constitute tin morbid links 
that perpetually hind it to seif. If this great chacictei is niv chief 
companion, my chief correspondent is not less distinguished; in a 
word, no longer to keep you in suspense, Pope is iv companion, 
'and Swift my correspondent.” ‘ 

“You are fortunate — hut so also are they. Your letter in¬ 
formed me of Swift's honourable exile in Ireland — how does he 
bear if/” 

“Too feelingly — his disappointments turn big blood to acid. 
He said, characteristically enough, in one of his letters, dial* in 
lishing once when he was a little hoy, he fell a great lish at t. end 
of his line, which he drew up almost to the ground, hut i uropt 
in, aud the disappointment, he adds, vexes him to this day, and 



lie helices il to In* (lie type of nil his Ipfurc disappointments:* it 
is wonderful loiu reluetaully a very active mind .jinks into rest.” 

‘■Vet w iiy should re.lircmenl be rllsl? ])o*vou reeolleel in the 
fust routrrsali*ti ,ve cor had together, \vc talked of Cowley? Do 
you reeolleel bo« justly, and even sublimely, he lias said ‘ Cogila- 
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*. - i*‘i *< i >i». iuMy "I •'itmjlu l>r ashamed to say this il > ou 
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<i ii *• •*■.■<.»,!■>!(’ S unfcliolmgh'okf , than I he contrast 

l,t*iS..i‘. ■ 5 i< :- ;> ! li.tl nibii-m.in s upon liic subject of their 

» :i in.:’. T ■ t«. i < \ t.iii i*.Me tht* < outran, because it has 

»,< • i • ■ “ i • • o • 1 1* »i 5 • I' 1 .j^noke's dreiiers to represent 

■ • J; ■ O' •'< .<■* ! . • i his resignation in adversity os 

.tUnM i •- • \ * [ \\,;t challeng** am one *4<oi ou^/i/i/ 

1 t-i «•' kal i* h*ll m us of lh^ lile of llu-gteat 

. ■■Her h»\i!! !..!!<• to soil'd Irotu all modern history an 

*.»iV' .1 ‘ini* v':o. »i .* pVnv ol hie ami height of amlfltmii, ever 

■ n*.! • . • " C' 1 • *'M ilit g caieer into retirement and dis- 

" ••••?*»'« ' '»»•* ■ V- *• - ">.u. bitter. .mil permam-ul as il was - 

' -i 'r• • i .»nd u&u. «*. ' uglm -.ustamed magnanimity than did Loul 

1 *'• ui!» * <* 1 ‘ il*’ It • » “?i ft^M<».i*'ht*d lor taking jiail mi political eon- 

t i ii.mI I (,! j"-’"' s and “afleeled eujovment ” of rein fluent; 

■<j inane n..life. - I * ,'roach, is evadlv the suhjrd on which ho 

» • **> . the mysf uoiith* ol \ fm jiutimg a-.ide all motives 

• di'i' >ii o ’ic ; nitty ol wlTun men an* goner iilv incredulous, as a 
•*' 'd ‘ 1 ‘MMi 'in an ,11010.,.!i\ wonderfully stiong in wim* men, 
* * fiii’liN we»k in loojs' ?!,,• holiest, impulse of tin* cituen. and the 

■ <1. '!!•< h’j'oM si-iit ‘Co-iii to wlmh Itoimgbrokc appeared peculiarly 

, of <■'-V ii'ii 10 m.h :.j *•- putting 'n-'se utterly aside — it must he 
> 'I *' .>*«, ignat ion is the untie nolile in proportion as il is (he less 
ss \ tti.M lejfrenient is only a moiiijd solii#hnes.s i! it prohibit cxci- 
s °»is i«*r '*ther»; that it is only realh dignified and noble when il is the 
•.ham’ w,.'»ht smip the oraele.s that air lo inslrud mankind; and that 
' ii*' ’no nl n* lit,- nature is the soff seclusion which a^ood and wise man 

■ *• 1 < "'d o. 1 ommetid. The vers philosophy which makes such a iipm 

■'<’* • <•••■■ 70 , m.ikis him eschew llu* inutility of (he hermitage. \er\ 

l.i!.'* ,’iaiscw -rill, to me would li.m* segued Lord Ilolin^broke amon^ 
ht-. ha\MN»k"is aiKi ploughmen, if among haymakers and ploughmen he 
had looked with ,;n 'ndiflereni e\eiif(mi a profligate minister and a venal 
paijiamenl, \m liltli' interest in my eyes would have attached itself lo 
his heai.s and velehe*. had beans and >etches caused him to forget that 
il he wa happier m a farm, he could be more useful m a senate, and 
made hi.n forego, in the sphere ol a bailiff, ail care for re-enlermg that 
o( a legist itor -Kit, 



lion is that which dislinguisics the solitude of a God from that of a 
wild beast?’” < ( 

“It is finely said,” answered Bolingbroke, “but Swift was 
born not for cogitation, but action — for turbulent times, not for 
ralm. He ceases to be great directly be is still; and bis bitterness 
at tuny taxation is so great that I hate often thought, in listening 
to him , of the Ahoe de (it ran , who, attempting to throw nutshells 
Out of the liars of his window, and constantly failing in the attempt, 
exclaimed in a paroxysm of rage , ‘Thus does Providence delight in 
frustrating my designs! 

“ll/il you arc fallen from a far profiler hrip/il of hope Hum 
Swift could ever hare utl-ined — you hear this change well, but 
not, I hope, without a struggle.” 

“You are u'.ghi — no! without a struggle; while corruption 
thri\cs I will not be silent; while bad men govern, 1 will not he 
still.” 

In conversation of this sort passed the time, till we arrived at 
I'ope's villa. 1 

AVc found the poet in his study -rr indued as some of his pic¬ 
tures represent him, in a long gown and a velvet cap. lie received 
Bolingbroke with great tenderness, and. being, as he. said, in 
robusler health than he had enjoyed tor months, he insisted on 
carry ing us to his grotto. I know nothing more common to poets 
than a pride in what belongs to their houses; and perhaps, to a 
man not ill-natured, there arc few things nice photst;sl 'ban in¬ 
dulging the little weaknesses of those we admire.o _■ sal down in 
a small temple made uuirelv of shells; and wh-tlur ji was that the 
Creative Genius gave an undue charm to the place, I know not: 
but as the murmur of a rill, glasSy as the Blaudusian fountain, 
was caught, and re-given from side to side by a perpetual echo, 
and through an arcade of trees, whose leaves, ever and anon, fell 
startlingly to the ground beneath the light touch of the autumn air, 
you saw the sails on the river pass and vanish, like.the cares which 
breathe over the smooth glass of wisdom, but may not linger”to 
dim it, it was not difficult to invest the plaee, humble as il was, 
with a classic interest, or to recall the loved retreats of the Koinau 
bards, without smiling too fastidiously at the contrast. 
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“Sweet Echo, sweetest nymph, ^hal liv’st unseen, 

\\ iiitni thy airy shell, 

By slow Meander's margin green 4 

<)i l»y llu* Mold embroidered vale, 

Where fin lovelorn nightingale 

ISighllv to thee her sad song inourneth well; 

Sweet Echo, dost thou shun those haunts of yore, 

And m tin* dim eaves of a northern .shorty 
Beiigb' to dwell! ” 

‘•Lei the compliment to you, Pope,’' said Bolingbroke, “atone 
for fhe piofuuation of wearing Ihreg wretched lines of mine With 
those most musical notes of Milton.” 

“Alii” said Pope, “would that you could give tnc a lilting 
inscription for my fount and gi'dto? J hT* only one ! can remember 
ishaelvuied, and yet it hastspoill me, l fear, ior all olhets. 

“llujus Nympho Ion, sarff eustodia fontis 
l)oimio dinn biandae sfiilio murmur aquae; 

Pam* iih’uii), qui-apiis tango* cava maimora, sommim 
itumpere; sivebibas, sivelavere, lace.”* 

“We cannot hT>pe bynatch it,” said Bolingbroke, “(hough 
you know I value myself on these tilings. But tell me jour news of 
Gay - is lie growing wiser?” 

“Not a whit; !%e is for ever a stupe to the sj/rs credit la ; always 
talking ofhujiug an annuifj, that he may be independent, and 
always spending as fast as he earns, that be may appear muni- 
licent.” 

“Poor Gay! but be is a common example of the impnnido.nce 
of bis tribe, whfte you arc an exception. # Yet mark, Devercux, 
the inconsistency of Pope’s thrift and carefulness: he sends a par¬ 
cel of fruit to some ladies with this note, 4 Take care of the papers 
that wrap the apples, and return them safely; they are the only 

* Thus Miy inadequately translated*by Pope (See his Letter to 
Edward Blount. *e-j. descriptive o 1 his grotto). 

“ IS\111vG *»t the grot, these sacred springs I keep, 

Am! to the murmur of these waters sleep: 

Ah. spare my slumbers; gently tread the cave, 

And drink in silenre, oi in silence lave.” 

It is, however, quite impossible to convey to an unlearned reader 
ic exquisite and spinl-likc beauty of the Latin verses. - Ku. 

JJtotrvux. 
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copies I have of one part of the Iliad.' Thus, you see, our eco¬ 
nomist saves his p^rper, an^ hazards his epic!” 

Pope , who is always fluttered by au allusion to his negligence 
of fame, smiled slightly and answered, “ What iiAm, alas, eier 
prolits by the lessons of his friends'? How many exact rules has our 
good Dean of St. Patrick laid down for both of us — how angrily 
still does he chide us for our want of prudence and our loxe of 
good living. I intend, in answer to his charges on the latter score, 
though I vouch, as I well may, for our temperance, to give him 
the reply of the. sage to the foolish courtier —. ” 

“ What was that?” asked Uolingbroke. 

“ Why the courtier saw the sage picking out the. lies! dishes at 
table. ‘How,’ said he, with a sneer, ‘are sages such epicures?’ 
— ‘Ho you thiiVt, Sir,' replied the wise man, reaching over the 
table to help himself, ‘do you think. Sir, tlit.t God Almighty 
made the ’good things of this world only for fools?’ ” 

“Hi >w the Dean will pish and pull his wig, when he reads your 
illustration," said Uolingbroke, laughing. .“We shall never 
agree, in our reasonings on that pari tjf philosophy. Swift loves to 
go out of his way to lind privation or distress, ami has no notion 
of Epicurean wisdom; for my part, 1 think the use of knowledge 
is to make us happier. I would compare the mind to the beauti¬ 
ful statue of l.ove by Praxiteles — when its eyes were bandaged, 
the countenance seemed grave and sad, but the moment you re¬ 
moved the bandage, the most serene and enchanting smile diffused 
itself over the whole face.” ^ 

So passed the morning, till the hour of dimfer, and this re¬ 
past was served with * an elegance and luxury which the sons of 
Apollo seldom command. As the evening closed, our conversa¬ 
tion fell upon friendship , and the increasing disposition towards 
it which conies with increasing years. “Whilst my mind,” said 
Uolingbroke, “shrinks more and more from the world, and feels 
in its independence less yearning to external objects, the ideas of 

* Pope seems to have been rather capricious in this respect; but in 
general he must lie considered open to the sarcasm of displacing the 
bounteous host to those who did not want a dinner, and the niggard to 
those who did. — Eu. 
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friendship return oftencr, they busy me, they warm me more. Is 
it that we grow more lender ns the moment .of mu- great separation 
approaches? or is it that they who are*to live rogelher in another 
stale (for friemffihip ciists not hut for the good) begin to feel more 
strongly that divine, sympathy which is to be the great bond of their 
future society?” * 

While Hnlinghroke was thus speaking, and I’tfpc listened with 
all the love and reve-.nce which he evidently bore to his friend 
stamped upon his worn bnt expressive countenance, 1 inly said, 
“Sure, the love between minds lilA these should live and last 
wili/out the changes that ordinary affections feel! Who would not 
mourn for the strength of all human tyrs, if hereafter these are 
broken, and asperity succeed m friendship, or aversion to esteem? 
/, a wanderer, without heir to my memory an d wcjjth , sflail pass 
away, and my ha*ty and unmeflowe’d fame will moulder with my 
clay; hut will the names ot .hose whom 1 now liehohftwer fall 
languidly on the ears gf a future rnee, and will there not for ever 
he some sympathy jxith their friendship, softer and warmer than 
admiration for their fame?” t 

We led our celebrated host about two hours before midnight, 
and returned to Davvley. 

Op our road tliiflier l questioned Uolingbrokc respecting Mon- 
treuil, and I found that, as I had surmised, he was able to give 
me some information of (bat arch-schemer. Gerald's money and 
hereditary influence had procured tacit connivance at the Jesuit's 
residence in England, and he had for some years led a quiet and 
unoffending life^n close retirement.- “Lately, however,” said 
liolingbmkc, “l have learnt that the old spirit has revived, and I 
accidentally heard , three days ago, when conversing with one well 
informed on slate matters, that this most pure administration 
have discovered some plot or plots wijh which Montreuil is con¬ 
nected ; I beiiev r he w ill be apprehended in a few days.” 

“And whereju'-ks lie?” 

V lie was, I heard, last seen in the neighbourhood of your 


lion, 


This beautiful sentiment is In be found , with very slight allera- 
in a letter from Uolingbrokc to Swift. — Eo. 
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brother’s mansion at Devereoi Court, ami I imagine it probable 
that lie is still in llpit neighbourhood." 

This intelligenJc made rue resolve to leave Daw ley even earlier 
than 1 had intended, and I signified to land ItoliTigbroke mj in¬ 
tention of quitting him by sunrise the next morning. He endea¬ 
voured in x.nil to combat my resolution. I was too fearful lest 
Montreuil lieatiftg of his danger from the stale, might bailie my 
vengeance by seeking some impenetrable asylum, to wish to sub¬ 
ject my meeting with him, and with Gerald, w hose, co-operation 
I desired, to any iiiiiicccssal'y delay. I look leave id' my host 
therefore that night, and ordered my carriage to he in readiness 
by the lirst dawn of morni/ig. 

CIlAl’TKIt vir. 

The Idol approaches its Denouement, 

Ai.thoduh the details of my last chapter,have somewhat re¬ 
tarded the progress of that dviirmrmrnl 'with which this volume is 
destined to close, yet I do not think the destined reader will regret 
lingering over a scene in which, after years of restless enterprise 
and exile, he beholds the asylum which fortune had prepared for 
the must extraordinary character with which I have adorned these 
pages. 

It was before daybreak that I commenced my journey. The 
shutters of the house were as yet closed; thepgrev mists rising 
slowly from the earth*, mid the cattle couched beneath the trees, 
the cold, but brccielcss freshness of the morning, the silence of 
the unawakened birds, all gave'an inexpressible stillness and 
quiet to the scene. The horses slowly ascended a little eminence, 
and I looked from the window of the carriage, on the peaceful re¬ 
treat I had left. I sighed as I did so, and a sick sensation, coupled 
with the thought of Isora, came chill upon my .heart. No mail 
happily placed in this social world, can guess the feelings of anvy 
with which a wanderer like me, without tic or home, and for 
whom the roving eagerness of youth is over, surveys those sheltered 
spots in which the breast garners up all domestic bouds, its house- 
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bold and holiest delights; (he companioned hearth, the smile of 
infancy, and dearer than all, the eye t^al glassta our purest, our 
tenderest, our lined secret thoughts; these, — oh, none who 
enjoy them know how they for whom (hey are nol have pined and 
mourned for them! 

I had un< davelled many hours, when, upon the. loneliest pait 
of the road , my eai ria , which had borne me v ilfiout an accident 
from Koine to London, broke down. Tile postilions said (here 
was a small inn about a mile from the spot; thither f repaired: a 
blacksmith was .sent for, and 1 fntiml the accident to the carriage 
would reijuire several hours to repair. No solitary chaise did (he 
mu alfoid; but the landlord, v.lm wasw freeholder and a hums- 
man, boasted one valuably and swift horse, which he declared 
v.is lit for an emperor or a highwayman. I was t*o impatient of 
delay not to gr»sp*al tin - intelligence. I gave mine host whatever 
lie diuiiainled for the loan of Ins steed, transferred my pistols to 
an immense pair of holsters, which adorned a high demi-pique 
saddle, wherewith he obliged me, and, within an hour from the 
date of the accident, rc-roimpcnccd my journey. 

The evening closed, as 1 became aware of the presence of a 
fellow traveller. \je, was, like i.t-self, on horseback. He wore 
a short, dark grey cloak, a*!., .g wig of a raven hue, and a large 
hat, which, flapping over bis fa. e, eouspiied, with the increasing 
d.ukiiess, to allow me a very imperfect survey of his features. 

'I vviee or thiiee. he had passed me, and always with some saluta¬ 
tion, indicative oSa desire for further acquaintance; but my mood 
is not naturally tCo much inclined to iniseeflaneotis society and I 
was at that lime peculiarly covetous of my own companionship. I 
had, therefore, given hut a lulef answer to the horseman’s cour¬ 
tesy, and had 'iddon away from him with a very unceremonious 
abruptness. <\t length, when he had come, up to me for the 
fourth time, and for the fourth time had accosted me, my car 
caught soinethii.s, in the tones of his voice which did not seem to 
me Wholly unfamiliar. I regarded him with more attention than I 
had as yet done, and replied to him more civilly and at length. 
Apparently encouraged by this relaxation from my reserve, the 
man speedily resumed. 



“Your horse. Sir,” said lie, “is a fine animal, but he 
seems jaded; — jou have ridden far to-day, I’ll venture to guess.” 

“Iliave, Sir' but the* town where I shall pass the uiglit is not 
above four miles distant, I believe." ‘ 

“Hum— ha! — you sleep at D—, then?” said the horse¬ 
man, inquisitively. 

A suspieiot! came across me — we were then entering a very 
lonelv road , and one notoriously infested with high way men. My 
fellow .equestrian’s company might have some sinister meaning in 
it. 1 looked to my holsters'', and leisurely taking out one of my 
pislols, saw to its priming, and relurned it to its depositary. 
The horseman noted the,.motion , and lie moved his horse rather 
uneasily, and 1 thought timidly, to the other side of the road. 

“You trawl well armed. Sir,” said he, after a pause. 

“It is a necessary precaution, Sir,” answered I composedly, 
•‘in a road one is not familiar with , and with companions one has 
never had the happiness to meet before.” * 

“Ahem! —ahem! — Purbleu, Monsieur?* Comic , you allude 
to me; hut I warrant this is not the |irst‘iime tee have met.” 

“Hal” said I, riding closer to my fellow traveller, “you 
know me, then — and wc have met before., 1 thought I recog¬ 
nised your voice, but I cannot remember when or where I last 
heard it.” 

“Oh, Count, t believe it was only by accident that wc com¬ 
menced acquaintanceship, and only by accident, you see, do we 
now resume it. Itut 1 perceive that I inlrudcyon your solitude. 
Farewell, Count, add a pleasant night at your iita.” 

“Not so fast, Sir,” said t, laying firm hand on my compa¬ 
nion’s shoulder, “Iknovvyou ndvv, and 1 thank Providence that 
I have found you. Marie Oswald, it is not lightly that I will part 
with you! ” , 

“With all my heart, Sir, with all my heart. But morhleu. 
Monsieur In Cumin, do take your hand from my, shoulder — lam 
a nervous man, and your pistols are loaded — and perhaps" you 
arc choleric and hasty. I assure you I am far from wishing to part 
with you abruptly, for I have watched you for the last two days, in 
order to enjoy the honour of this interview.” 
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“Indeed! your wish will save both of us a world of trouble. I 
believe you may sene me effectually j- if«so,^you will find me 
more desirous and more able than ever to show my gratitude.” 

“Sir, you am too good,” quoth Mr. Oswald , with an air far 
more respectful than he had yet shown me. ‘‘Let us make to your 
inn, and there I shall be most happy to receive yoyr commands.” 
So saying, Marie pit-' 'd on his horse, and I urged my own to 
the same expedition. 

“ltut tell me,” saidl, aswerudgon, “why you have wished 
to meet me? — me whom you so cruelly deserted and forsook?” 

“Oh, ywWw — spate me there! it was not J who deserted 
you — I was compelled to fly - - death -* murder — on one side; 

safety, money, and a snug place in Italy, as a lay brother of 
the Institute, on the other! >\ l*al could 1 do? — Ton were ill in 
bed - nut likely to recover —,nol able to protect me fmm«my pre¬ 
sent peril— m a state that iu all probability never would require 
my services for the lutsre. Oil, Monsieur 1c Comte, it was not 
desertion -- that is 8 er’ttjj word — it was self-preservation, and 
common prudence.” 

“Well,” saidl, complaisanlly, “you apply words belter 
than I applied '.her*. And how long have you been returned to 
England?” 

“ Some few weeks, Count, not more. I was in London when 
you arrived — 1 heard of that event— 1 immediately repaired to 
your hotel—you were gone to my Lord Bolingbrokc’s — I followed 
you thither — yotyhad left Dawley when 1 arrived there — I learnt 
your route, and followed you. 1'nrbU‘U and 'morbh'U , I find you, 
and you take me for a highwayman! ” 

“Pardon my mistake: the clearest sighted tnen are subject to 
commit such errors, and the most itmocen.t to suffer by them. So 
Monlreuil /«■>..you to leave England — did he also persuade 
you to return?" 

“bio — I was charged by [lie Institute with messages to him 
and tubers. But we arc near the town, Count, let us defer our 
conversation till then.” 

We entered It—, put up our horses, called for an apartment 
— to which summons Oswald added another for wine — and then 
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the virtuous Marie commenced liis explanations. I was most 
deeply anxious t(> learn whether Gerald had cut been made ac¬ 
quainted with the fraud liy which he had obtained possession of 
the estates of Dev ereux; and 1 found that, from'Desmarais, Os¬ 
wald liad learnt all that had occurred to Gerald since Marie had left 
England. From Oswald's prolix coimnuniratmn, 1 ascertained 
that Gerald was, during the whole of the inlcnal between my un¬ 
cle’s death and mj departure from England, utterly unacquainted 
with the fraud of the will. He readily believed that my uncle had 
found good reason for altering his intentions with respect to me; 
and my law proceedings, and violent conduct towards himself, 
oiilj excited his indignation, not aroused his suspicious. During 
this tiqie, he tiled entirely in the epunlry, indulging the rural 
hospitality anti the rusticsporls jvhich he especially affected, and 
secretly, hut deeply, imolicd with JMontreftil in political in¬ 
trigues. All this time the Abhd made no farther use of him than to 
borrow whatever sums he required for Ais purposes. Isora's 
death, and the confused story of the documcsnt giien me by Os¬ 
wald, Monlrepil had interpreted to,Gerald according to the inter¬ 
pretation of the world; viz. he had thrown the suspicion upon Os¬ 
wald, as a common villain, who had tak,cn advantage of my credu¬ 
lity about the will — introduced him'self into (he house on that pre¬ 
tence— attempted the robbery of the most valuable articles therein 
— which, indeed, he had succeeded in abstracting— and who, 
on my awaking and contesting with him ami his accomplice, had, 
in self-defence, indicted the wounds which had ended in my deli¬ 
rium, and Isora's death. This part of my taft Monlreuil never 
contradicted, and Gerald believed it to the present day. The af¬ 
fair of 1715 occurred; the government, aware of Gerald's prac¬ 
tices, had anticipated his design of joining the rebels — he vv.o 
imprisoned — no act of overt guilt on his part was proved , or at 
least brought forward— and the government, not being willing, 
perhaps, to proceed to violent measures against a very young man, 
and the head of a very powerful house, connected with more* than 
thirty branches of the English hereditary nobility, he received his 
acquittal just before Sir William Windham, and some other su¬ 
spected lories, received their own. 
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Prior to llic breaking mil of that rebellion , and on llie eve of 
Montreud's departure lor Seolland, (lie priest summoned Pesma- 
rais, whom, it will be remembered, l*liad prettnusly dismissed, 
and whom Moufretiil had since employed in various errands . and 
informed him that he had obtained, for his services, the same 
post under Genld which the Fatalist had filled under me. Soon 
alter the failure of the .ehellion, Pcvcreux Court v?as destroyed by 
accidental lire; and Moiitreuil, who had come over in disguise, in 
order to renew his attacks on niv brother's rollers (attacks to which 
(ierald yielded very sullenly, and vfilh many assurances that he 
would no more incur (lie danger of polilie.il and seditious pro¬ 
jects), now adv i«ed Gerald to go up to l.«mdoii, and, in order In 
a'-dd the suspicion of the government, to miv freely in the gaieties 
of the court, (ierald -eadily consented; for, though internally 
convinced dial llir^charins of the metropolis were not equal to those 
of the country, yet he liked cfiangc, and Peveretiv Court Tiring de¬ 
stroyed, he shuddered a little at. the idea of rebuilding so enor¬ 
mous a pile. Ilelb»e to raid left the old tower (mi/ lowrr) which 
was alone spared hy the ifamijs, and which lie had managed to re¬ 
side at, though without his household, rather than quit a place 
where there was “ouch ryrellem ‘ imoiing," Moiitreuil said to Dew- 
mat ais , “This ungrateful .'cTe.-- ■nr <(<■ rillnna already betrays the 
niggard; he must know what «’<■ know — that is our only sure hold 
of him — hut he must not know it vet— and he proceeded to ob¬ 
serve that it was for the hot-beds of courtly luxury to mellow and 
hasten an opportunity for (he disclosure, lie instructed Pcsma- 
rais in see lliut CR'rald, (whom even a valet* at least one so artful 
asPesmarais, might easily influence), partook to excess of every 
pleasure, — at least of every pfhawiuo which a gentleman might, 
without derogation to his dignity , * enjoy. (Ierald went to town, 
and very soon became all that Ulontreuil desired. 

Moiitreuil rann again to England; his great project, Albero- 
ni's project, had laded. Banished France and Spain, and ex¬ 
cluded Italy, he was desirous of obtaining an asylum in England, 

* This saving clause seems rallier a subtle stroke of character in 

Monlreml, who proliahlv foresaw dial, in proporlion as ..hi enjojc it 

the pleasures, hew .1.1 require the fortune, ol “ Iht genlluiian.'’ —Eli. 
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until lie could negotiate a return to Paris. For the first of these 
purposes (the asylum) interest was requisite; for the latter (the 
negotiation) money was dlsirable. lie came to seek both these 
necessaries m Gerald Devereux. Gerald had alleady arrived at 
that prosperous state when money is not lightly given away. A 
dispute arose; and Montreuil raised the veil, and showed the heir 
on what terms hts estates were held. 

Nightly Montreuil had read the human heart. So long as Ge¬ 
rald lived in the country, and tasted not the full enjoyments of his 
great wealth. it would have Ween highly perilous to have made this 
disclosure; for, though he had no great love for me, and was bold 
enough to run any dangetp yet he was neither a Dcsmarais nor a 
Montreuil. He was that most capricious thing, a man of honour; 
and at tlkt dajj, he would instantly have given up the estate to me, 
and Montreuil and the philosopher to the hangtlian. But, after 
two or tillee years of every luxury tli'at wealth could purchase — 
after living in those circles, loo, where wealth is the highest pos¬ 
sible merit, and public opinion, therefore, oisly honours the rich, 
fortune became far more valuable, and life cnn-cieuee far less nice. 
Living at Devereux Court, Gerald had only { 110,000 a-year; living 
in London, he had all that i 30,000 a-year cap purchase; a very 
great difference this indeed! llonouv is a line bulwark against a 
small force; but, unbacked by other principle, it is seldom well 
manned enough to resist a large one. When, therefore, Mon¬ 
treuil showed Gerald that he could lose his estate in an instant — 
that the world would never give him credit for pmocenec. when 
guilt would have conferred on him such advantages — that he 
would therefore part with all those etcetera which, now in the very 
prime of life, made his whole ideatof human enjoyments — that he 
would no longer he the rich, the powerful, the honoured, the 
magnificent, the envied, „the idolized lord of thousands, but 
would sink at once into a younger brother, dependant on the man 
he most hated for his very subsistence — for Ips debts would 
greatly exceed his portion — and an object through life of con¬ 
temptuous pity, or of shunning suspicion — that all this change 
could happen at a word of Monlreuil's, what wonder that he 
should be staggered, — should hesitate, and yield? Montreuil oh- 



tainod, then, ■whatever sum 1 ; lie required; and, through Gerald's 
iidluenee, pecuniary and political, procured fruni the n.i:iisl>-r a 
tacit permission tin him to remain in liflgland, finder an assumed 
name, and in riose retirement. Since then, Monlrouil .'though 
secretly involved in treasonable practices,) had appeared to busy 
himself soteh in negotiating a pardon at Paris, Gerald had lived 
the life of a man wlm if he has parted with peaci of conscience, 
will make the host ol the bargain, by procuring every kind of plea¬ 
sure in cm hange; and le pe///«,loaii Uesmarais, useful to both 
priest and spendthrift, had passed*bis tune very agreeably — 
laughing at Ills emph yers, studying philosophy, anil Idling his 
poekels; for I need scarcely ,..M that Gerald hugave him without 
much dilliculty lot Ins share in the forgery. A man, as Oswald 
sun wdly observed , is -chlniii inexorable to those c hines lfy which 
ne Inis prouled. •■‘Ami wlieie lurks Mnnlreuil now'.’” i asked, 
“in the neighhomhood <d iMereui t.ourt?” 

Oswald looked al i^r with some surprise. “Ilow learnt you 
that, Sir'.’ K is Irm*. He lives ipuetly and privately in that vieini- 
iv. the woods aioiind lift' house, the eaves ill the beach, and the 
little isle opposite the castle, afford him in turn an asylum; and 
the convenience vv dli which rum 'poodencc with fram e rail he 
there .earned on makes the ($ptic of his rctiieincut pcculiaily 
adapted to his purposes." 

I now began to ipiestion Oswald resoeeting himself; for I was 
not warmly inclined to place implicit trust in the services of a man 
who had before shown himself al once mercenary and timid. There 
was little rant orrfisguise about that gentleman; he made few pre¬ 
tences to virtues which he did not possess; and he seemed now, 
both by wine and familiarity, pAuiliaily disposed to he frank. It 
was he who in Italy had been, among various other and less pri¬ 
vate commissions, appointed by Mont(cifil to watch over Aubrey; 
on my hrothcrs s d< ilii, he had hastened to England, not only to 
apprise Moutrrujl of that event, hut charged with some especial 
ordurs to him from certain members of live Institute. He had 
loimd Montrcui! busy, restless, intriguing, even in seclusion, 
and cheered by a laic promise, liorn l'leuri himself, that he 
should speedily obtain pardon and recall. It was, at this part of 



Oswald's story, easy to perceive the causes of his renewed confi¬ 
dence in me. Monlrouil, engaged in new plans and si hemes , al 
once complicated anil va< t, paid lint a slight attention to the 
wrecks of Ins past projects. Aubrey dead — niysdtf abroad — Ge¬ 
rald al Ins command — he perceived , in our House, no cause for 
caution or alarm. This, apparently, rendered him less careful of 
retaining the \enal services of Oswald, than his knowledge of cha¬ 
racter should have made him; and when that gentleman, then in 
London, accidentally heard of niy,sudden arrival in this country, 
he at once perceived how muUi more to his interest it would he to 
serve me than to maintain an ill remunerated fidelity to Moutrcuil. 
In fact, as l have since liptint, the pi jest's discretion was less to 
blame than I then imagined; for Oswald was of a remarkably im¬ 
pudent * proll^ale, and spendthrift turn; and his demands for 
money were considerably greafer^han the valucfef his services; or 
perhaps; as Moutrcuil thought, when Aubrey no longer lived, 
than the consequence of his silence. AVhgn, therefore, 1 spoke 
seriously to my new ally of my desire of wrcalvng ultimate justice 
on the crimes of .Moutrcuil, I found ttiat his zeal was far from 
being chilled by my determination — nay, the very cowardice of 
the man made him ferocious; and the moment lie resolved to be¬ 
tray Moutrcuil, his fears of the priest’s vengeance made him eager 
to destroy where he betrayed. I am not addicted to unnecessary 
procrastination. Of the unexpected evidence I had found 1 was 
most eager to avail myself. 1 saw at once how considerably Os¬ 
wald's testimony would les-rn any difficulty I might have in an ex¬ 
planation with Gerald) as well as in bringing MuMreuil to justice; 
and the former measure seemed to me necessary to ensure, or at 
least to expedite, the latter. I |imposed, therefore, to Oswald, 
that he should immediately accompany me to the house in which 
Gerald was then a visiter; the honest Marie, conditioning only for 
another bottle, which he termed a travelling comforter, readily 
acceded to my wish. I immediately procured a cljaise and horses; 
and in less than two hours from the time we entered the inn „ vve 
were on the road to Gerald. What an impulse to the wheel of de¬ 
stiny had the event of that one day given! 

At another time, 1 might have gleaned amusement from the 
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shrewd roguery of my companion, 1ml he found me then hut a dull 
listener. 1 scried him, in truth, as men of bis sjatnp arc ordina¬ 
rily scried: m> sion as i had extra etc if from him whatexer was 
meet for present tise , 1 favoured hint with little farther attention, 
lie had exhausted all the communications it was necessary for me 
to know; so, in the midst of a long story about Italy, Jesuits, 
and the wisdom of SWic Oswald, I affected to iall asleep; my 
companion-non followed my example in earnest, and left me to 
meditate, undisturbed, over all that I had heard, and over the 
schemes now the most ptoinising of sfteeess. I soon taught my¬ 
self ui look with a lenient eye on Herald's afler-eonnixauce in 
.’ilonlreuil's forgery; ami 1 fell that 1 owed to my surviving brother 
so bureau arrear of affection for the long injustice I had rendered 
him , that I was almost | 'eased ti^limj .something scfiipnu the op¬ 
posite score. All* 111011 , perhaps, would rather l'mgive^han lie, 
lorgiven. I resolved, therefore, to affect ignorance of Gerald's 
knowledge of the forger;.; and even should he confess it, to exert 
all my art to steal from the confession its shame. From this train 
of reflection, my mind soon (greeted itself to one far fiercer and 
mine intense; and I felt my heat! pause, as il congealing into 
niarlde, when 1 llmyght of .MonMttjiil. and anticipated justice. 

It was nearly noon on (he’follovving day when we arrived at 
i.ord -’s house. We found that Gerald had left it the day before, 
tor the enjoyment of the field—spurts at Dcvereux Court, and thither 
we instantly proceeded. 

It has often seemed to me that if there he, as certain ancient 
Philosophers fabled, one certain ligtirc pfrvading all nature, 
human and universal, il is the circle. Itound, in one vast mono¬ 
tony, one eternal gyration, roll lift orbs of space. Thus moves the 
spoil of ereativi tile, kindling, progressing, maturing, decaying, 
perishing, reviving and rolling again,.and so onward for ever 
through the same course; and thus, even, would scent to revolve 
the mysterious mechanism of human events and actions. Age, 
ere it returns to ‘the second childishness, the mere oblivion’ from 
which it passes to the grave, returns also to the memories and the 
thoughts of youth; its buried loves arise — its past friendships 
rekindle. The vvlteeL of the tired machine are past the meridian, 
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and the arcli through which they now decline, lias a correspondent 
likeness to the opposing segment through which they had home 
upward, in eagmicss anil triumph. Thus it is, loo, that we hear 
within us an irresistible attraction to our earliest Witte. Thus it is 
that we say, “Jl matters not where our mid-course is run, hut we 
will (he in the place w here we were horn — in the point of spare 
whence ici,'v///*lhe rinle, there also shall il r/nl!" This is the 
giand orlut through which Mortality passes only once; 1ml the 
same ligure may pervade all through which it moves on its journey 
to the grave. * 'Jims , one ’Peculiar day of the round year lias been 
lo some an tern, always colouring life with an event. Thus, to 
others, some peculiar j»lace has been the theatre of strange action, 
influencing all existence, whenever, < in the reeurienee of destiny, 
that plVc has*.been revisited. TJpts was it said by an arch-suiceicr 
of old, whose labours yet exist, though perhaps, at the immienl I 
write, fnere are not three living beings who know of their existence 
— (hat there breathes not that man xvho twould not (ind, did lie 
minutely investigate the events of life, that, in some lived and 
distinct spol, or hour, or person , thtre lived, though shrouded 
and obscure, the pervading demon of his fate; and whenever, in 
their several paths, the two circles of being lipiehed , Unit moment 
made the unnoticed epoc h of coming pro-pet ily or evil. 1 remember 
well that this bewildering, yet not unsolemn reflection, or rather 
fancy, was in my mind, as, after the absence of many years, 
1 saw myself hastenin'.! lo the home of my liny hood , and cherishing 
the licry hope of tlieie avi nging the doom of that love which I hail 
there conceived. Deeply, and in silence , did 1 wood over (lie daik 
shapes which my thoughts engendered; and I woke not from my 

* 1 have not assumed the Editorial license to omit these incoherent 
observations, notwithstanding ilieir close approximation toyorgo/i, not 
only because they seem to occur with a sort of dramatic ptopeiety m the 
winding-up ol the ((mini's narrative, -the rc-appcaianee of Oswald, - 
tin; return to Deveretix Court, and the scene tli.il happens there; -lint 
also because they appear lo be strikingly characteristic ol the •vague 
aspirings — the restless and half analysed longings after something 
"beyond the visible' diurnal sphere,” which are so intimately blended 
with the worldlier traits oi the Count’s peculiar organization "I 
mind. — I'd, 



reverie till, as (lie grey of the evening closed around ns, we entered 
the domains of Devereux C.nurt. The roa<lwai^rougli and stony, 
and the horses moved slowly on. Hiflv familiar was every thing 
before me! Unsold pollards which lay scattered in dense groups 
on either side, and which had lived on from heir to heir, secure in 
the little temptation they aflorded to cupidity, seemed to greet me. 
with a silent, but inti ogiblr welcome. Their leavVs fell around us 
in the autumn air, and the branches, as they waved towards me, 
seemed to *ay, “Thou art returned, and thy change is like our 
own: the green leaves of thy hcart'liavn (alien from thee one by 
one — like us thou survives!, hut thou art desolate!'' The hoarse 
erv of tlu: rooks gathering to their re*!, came fraught with the 
music of young associations on my ear. Many a time in the laugh¬ 
ing spring had I lain in iV-se gropes,.watching, in the young brood 
id those citizens Sf air, a mark for my childish skill and eaiclcss 
disregard of life. We aeqdirc mercy as we aeijinre thought —- 
i would not tune liave^lianned one of those saidc creatures for a 
king's ransom! 

As we cleared the m<*re vjooded belt of the park , and entered 
the smooth space, on which the trees stood alone and at rarer 
intervals, while ll^' red clouds , -till tinged with the hues of the 
departed sun, hovered on rtie f:u and upland landscape — like 
Slope (lushing over Futurity — a mellowed, yet rapid murmur, 
distinct from the more distant dashing of the sea, broke abruptly 
upon my ear. It was the voire of that brook whose hanks had been 
me dearest haunt of my childhood; amf now, as it hurst thus sud¬ 
denly upon me,A longed to be alone, that* I might have bowed 
down my head and wept as if it had been the welcome of a living 
thing! At once, and as by a vtord, the hardened lava, the con¬ 
gealed stream »f the soul's Etna , was uplifted from my memory, 
and the bowers .tin! palaces of old, the world of a gone day, lay 
before me! With now wild an enthusiasm had I apostrophized 
that stream on the day in which I lirsl resolved to leave its tranquil 
regi#ns and fragrant margin for the tempest and tunmlt of the 
world. On that same eve, too, had Aubrey and I taken sweet 
counsel together — on that same eve had we sworn to protect, to 
love, and to cherish uue another — imi now! — I saw the very 



mound mi which we had sal — a solitary deer made it his couch, 
and, as the carriage approached, the door rose, and I then saw 
that he had been voundech, perhaps in some contest with his tribe, 
and that he could scarcely stir from the spot. 1 turned my face 
away, arid the remains of my ancestral house rose gradually in 
view. That house, was, indeed, changed: a wide and black 
heap of ruins spread around; the vast hall, with its oaken rafters 
and huge hearth, was no more — I missed ///«/, and 1 eared not 
for the rest. The long galleries, the superb chambers, the scenes 
of revelry or of pomp, weie Kke the court companions who amuse, 
yet attach us not; hut the hall — the old hall — the old, hospitable 
hall — had been ns a fripnd in all seasons and to all comers, and 
its mirth had been as open to all as the heart of its last owner! My 
eyes w.todere^ from the place where it had been, and the tall, 
lone, grey tower, consecrated to my ill fatedWi'amcsakc, and in 
which UK own apartments had heeil situated, rose, like the last 
of a vvanior hand, stern, gaunt, and military, over the ruins 
around. , 

The carriage now passed more rnpicky over the neglected road, 
and wound where the ruins, cleared on cither side, permitted 
access to the tower. In two minutes more I was in the same 
chamber with my only surviving brother, ofi, why — why caul 
not dwell upon that scene — that embrace, that reconciliation? — 
alas, the wound is not yet scarred over. 

I found Gerald, at first, haughty, and sullen: hecvpeelcdmy 
reproaches and deliam e — against them he was hardened; he was 
not prepared for my prayers for our future frienJkdiip and my grief 
for our past enmity, and lie melted at onre! 

Hut let me hasten over this. 1 had well nigh forgot that, at the 
close of my history, 1 should find one remembrance so endearing 
and one pang so keen. Rapidly I sketched to Gerald the ill fate of 
Aubrey; but lingeringly did I dwell upon Mnntrruil's organized, 
and most baneful, influence over him, and over,its all; and I en¬ 
deavoured to arouse in Gerald some sympathy with my own .deep 
indignation against that villain. 1 succeeded so far ns to make him 
declare that lie was scarcely less desirous of justice than myself; 
but there was ati embarrassment in his tone of which I was at no 



loss to perceive the cause. To accuse Moritrcuil publicly of his 
forgery, might ultimately bring to light Gg rali^s latter knowledge 
of the fraud. 1 hastened to say that llferc was now no necessity to 
submit to a Ctfbrt of Justice a scrutiny into our private, gloomy, 
and eventful records, No, from Oswald’s communications 1 had 
learnt enough to prov- that Ihdingbrokc had been truly informed, 
and that Montreuil bad still, and within the few last weeks, been 
deeply involved in schemes of treason — full proof of which could 
be adduced, far more than sufficient to ensure his death by the 
public executioner. Upon this elwfrge, J proposed at the nearest 
town (the memorable seaport of * * * *) to accuse him, and to ob¬ 
tain a warrant for his immediate apprehension — upon this charge 
I proposed alone to proceed against him, and by it alojje to take 
justice upon his more d miestic^rinyes. 

My brother fielded at last his consent to my suggestions. 
“1 understand.” saidl, “that Montreuil lurks in the neighbour¬ 
hood of these ruins, tw in the opposite islet. Know you if he has 
made his asylum i* either at this present time?” 

“No, my brother,” answered Gerald; “hut I have reason to 
believe that he is in our iinrnedi.it? vicinity, for I received a letter 
from him three dajs ago, when at Lord —’s, urging a request that 
1 would give him a meeting lien-, at my earliest leisure, previous 
to his leav ing England.” 

“lias he really then obtained permission to return to France?” 

“Yes,” replied Gerald, “ he informed me in this letter that he 
had just received intelligence of his pardon.” 

“May it fitlfim the better,” said I, with a stern smile, “for 
a more lasting condemnation. But if this he true wc have not a 
moment to lose: a man so habitually vigilant and astute will 
speedily learn my visit hither, and forfeit even his appointment vv itli 
you, should he, which is likely enough, entertain any suspicion of 
our reconciliation wtlli, and confidence in, each other — moreover, 
he may hear that the government have discovered his designs, and 
may instantly secure the means of flight. Let me, therefore, 
immediately repair to****, and obtain a warrant against him, as 
well as officers to assist our search. In the meanwhile you shall 
remain here, and uctaiii biin, should he visit you; —but where 
Jhvcreux. 
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is the accomplice? — let us seize him instamly, lbr l conclude be 
is with you!” ( 

“What, Jiesiuarais?” iejoined Gerald. “Yes, lie is the only 
servant, beside die old portress, which these poor iuins will allow 
me lo entertain in the same dwelling with myself: the rest of my 
suite are left behind al Lord—'s. But Desmarais is not now 
within; he went out about two hours ago.” 

“11a!” said I, “in all likelihood to meet the priest — shall 
wc wait his return, and extort some information of Moritrcuil’s 
lurking hole?” * 

Before Gerald could answer, wc heard a noise without, and 
presently I distinguished the bland tones of the hypocritical fatalist, 
in soft evnostulalion with the triumphant voice of Mr. Marie Oswald. 
1 hastened out,u and discovered tlpit the lay-hrothcr, whom Iliad 
left in Ihochaise, having caught a glimpse of IlievAlet gliding among 
the ruins, had recognised, seized, and by the help of the postilions, 
dragged him to the door of the tower. The moment Desmarais saw 
me., he ceased to struggle; he met my eye wit'', a steady, but not 
disrespectful, firmness; he changed mk even the habitual hue 
of his countenance — he remained perfectly still in the hands of his 
arresters; and if there was any vestige of his mind discoverable in 
liis sallow features and glittering eye* it was not the sign of fear, 
or confusion, or even surprise; but a ready promptness to meet 
danger, coupled, perhaps, with a little doubt whether to defy 
or to seek first to diminish ,t. 

Long did I gaze upon him — struggling with inlcrnal rage and 
loathing — the miiiglbd contempt and desire of Most ruction with 
which we gaze upon the erect aspect of some small, hut venomous 
and courageous reptile — long did*t gaze upon him before 1 calmed 
and collided my voice to speak — 

“So X have tlwc ai. last,! First comes the base tool, and that 
will I first break, before I lop off the guiding hand.” 

‘ ‘ So [dense Monsieur my Lord the Count,” ansvyered Desmarais, 
bowing to lhe ground; “ the too! is a file, and it would he useless 
to bile against it.” 

“We will see that,” said I, drawing my sword: “prepare 
to die! ” aud I pointc J the blade to his throat with so sudden and 
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menacing a gesture that his eyes closed involuntarily, and the blood 
left his thin check as white as ashes: !»ut he shrink not. 

“If Mon‘b»ur,” said he, with a sort of smile, “ivill kill his 
jiourold, faithful servant, lei him strike. Fate is not to be resislcd; 
and prayers are useless! ” 

“Oswald,” said 1 ‘•release your prisoner; wait here, and 
keep strict waleh. Jean Desmarais follow me! ” 

1 ascended the stairs, and Desmarais followed. “Now,” I 
said, when lie was alone with Gefald and myself, “your days 
are'numbered: you will fall; not by m j hand, but by that of the 
executioner. Not only your foigcry,»bul your robbery, your 
abetment of murder, are known to me; your present loy), with 
an indignation equal to my own ^ surrenders you (injustice. Have 
v >u aught to urgj*, not in defence — for to tiiat I will noylisten — 
but in atonement? Can jot! now commit any act which will cause 
me to forego justice.ou those which you hair committed?” 
Desmarais hesitutej. “Speak,” said I. He raised his eves to 
mine with an inquisitive illid fistful look. 

“Monsieur,” said the wretch, with his obsequious smile, 
♦‘Monsieur has travelled—has shone — lias succeeded — Monsieur 
must have made enemies: ldt him name them, and his poor old 
Jiiilii/’nl servant w ill do his best to become the humble instrument 
of their fate!” 

Herald drew himself aside, and shuddered. Perhaps till then 
! >e had not been fully aware how slyly murder, as well as fraud, 
can lurk l>encath<irbane tones and laced ruffles. 

“I have no enemy,” said 1,^‘butone; and the hangman will 
do my office upon him; but point out to me the exact spot where at 
this moment he is concealed, and you shall have full leave to quit 
this country for ev i. That enemy is Jdlian Montreuil!” 

“Ah, all!” said Desmarais, musingly, and in a tone very 
different from that in which he usually spoke; “must it be so. 
indcrtl? For twenty years of youth and manhood, I have clung 
to that man, and woven my destiny with his, because i believed 
him born under the star which shines on statesmen and on pontiffs. 
Does dread Necessity now impel me to betray him? — Him, the 
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only roanTever loved. So — so — so! Count Dcvcreux, strike 
me to the core — 1 will >iol betray Hcrtraml Colinot! ” 

' 1 Mysterious he-rt of manI exclaimed inly, ns I gazed upon 
the low lroiv, the malignant eye, the crafty lip of this wretch, who 
still retained one generous and noble sentiment at the bottom of so 
base ;■ breast. 'But if it sprung there, it only sprung to wither! 

“As thou wilt,’' said!; “remember, death is the alternative. 
By thy birth-star, Jean Desmarais, I should question whether 
perfidy he not hvUcr luck than hanging — hut time speeds — 
farewell; I shall nice! thee on thy day of trial.” 

I turned to the door- to summon Oswald to his prisoner. 
Desm.vyiis roused himself from the reverie in which he appeared 
to have sunk.' 

“W^v do 1 doubt?” said he, slowly. “V?ere the alternative 
his, would he not hang me as he would hang his dog if it went 
mad and menaced danger? My very noble and merciful master,” 
continued the Fatalist, turning to me, ami relapsing into his 
customary maimer, “it is enough! 1 can refuse nothing to a 
gentleman who has such insinuating manners. Monlreui! may be 
in your power this night; but that rests solely rilh me. If I speak 
net, a few hours will place him irrevocably beyond your reach. 
If I bet' ay hiu to you, will Monsieur swear that I shall have my 
pardon for past errors?" 

“On condition ol leaving England," I answered, for slight 
was my comparative ylesire of justice against Desqiarais; ami since 
I had agreed with Gerald not to bring our domestic records to the 
glare of day, justice against Dcstparais was not easy of attainment; 
while, on she other ha d, so precarious seemed the chance of 
discovering Moalreuil before ho left England, without certain 
intelligence of his tuovorients, that I was willing to forego any 
less ardent feeling, for the speedy gratification of that which made 
the sole surviving passion of my existence. 

“Be it so,” rejoined Desmarais; “there is better wine in 
France! And Monsieur, my present master — Monsieur Gerald, 
Will you too pardon your poor Desmarais for his proof of the great 
attachment he always bore to you?" 
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‘•Away, Welch!" tried Gerald, shrinking back; ‘‘your 
villain- taints the very air! ” 

Dcsmarais liftc-l his eyes to IlcavdS ', with a look iff appealing 
innocence; biA 1 was wearied with this odious farce. « 

“The condition is made,” said I.; “remember, ii aid; holds 
stood il Momrcutl's person is plan d in our power,. Now etpk.in.” 

“This night, the:,,’ answered JJesmarais, “Moulreui! pro¬ 
poses to lease England by mean.? of a French pritatecr, or pirate, 
if that word please you better. Evartly at the hour of twelve, ho 
will meet some of the sailors upon tfie seashore, by die Castle Cave; 
thenee they proceed in boats to the islet, off which the pirate's 
vessel awaits them. If you would s#i/e Montrcuil, you must 
provide a force adequate ty compter the companions he ^ili meet. 
The rest is with you. my part ij f'il(i!lc-i.” 

“Remember? I repeat if this be one of '.by ineutfcins, thou 
wilt hang.” 

“I have said whaj is true,” said Dcsmarais, bitterly; ‘ and 
were not life so VC 15 pleasant to me, I would sooner have met the 
rack.” 

I made no reply; but, summoning Oswald, surrendered 
Desmarais to his fhargq. I then hclu a hasty consultation with 
Gerald, whose mind, however, obvm-Td by feelings of gloomy 
humiliation, and stunned perhaps by thesadden and close following 
order of events, gave me but little assistance in my projects. I 
observed his feelings with great pain; but that was »> moment for 
wrestling with them. 1 saw that 1 timid not depend upon his 
v ignrous co-ope4ation; and that even if Montrcuil sought him, he 
might want the presence of mind and the energy to detain him. 
I changed therefore the arrangement we had lirst proposed. 

“I will remain here,” said I, “and I will instruct the old 
porteress to admit to me any one who seeks audience with you. 
Meanwhile, Oswald and yourself, if you will forgive, and grant 
my request to Ijiat purport, will repair to **** } and informing 
theunagistrate of our intelligence, procure such armed assistance 
as may give battle to the pirates, should that be necessary, ami 
succeed in securing Montrcuil; this assistance may he indispen¬ 
sable; at all events, it will be prudent to secure it: perhaps for 
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Oswald alone, the magistrates would not use that zeal and expedi¬ 
tion , which a wor^ 1 o/roitrs can command.” 

“Ofminc,” said Gcrali, “say rather of yours , you are the 
lu$d of these broad lands! ” 

“Neier, my dearest brother, shall they pass to me fromlheii 
present owner; but let us hasten now to execute justice, we will 
talk afterwards ol' friendship.” 

I then sought Oswald, who, if a physical coward, was morally 
a ready, bustling and prompt man; and 1 felt that I could rely 
more upon him than I could at that momeut upon Gerald: I re¬ 
leased him therefore of his charge, and made Desmarais a close 
prisoner, in the inner apartment of the tower; 1 then gave Oswald 
the most.earncst injunctions to procure the assistance we might re¬ 
quire, and to velum with it as expeditiously as possible: and 
cheered by the warmth and decision of his answer-, I saw him de¬ 
part with Gerald, and felt my heart beat high with the anticipation 
of midnight and retribution. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

The Catastrophe. 

It happened unfortunately, that' the mission to **** was in¬ 
dispensable. The slender accommodation of the tower forbade 
Gerald the use of his customary attendants, and (he neighbouring 
villagers were too few in number, and loo ill provided with 
weapons, to encounter men cradled iu the very lap of danger; 
moreover, it was requisite, above all things, th^t no rumour or 
suspicion of our intended project should obtain wind, and, by 
reaching Montreuil’s ears, give a nitn some safer opportunity of 
escape. I had no doubt of the sincerity of the fatalist’s communica¬ 
tion, and if 1 had, the subsequent conversation I held with him, 
when Gerald and Oswald were gone, would have been sullicient to 
remove it. He was evidently deeply stung by the reflection of his 
own treachery, and singularly enough, with Montrcuil seemed 
to perish all his worldly hopes and aspirations. Desmarais, 1 
found, was a man of much higher ambition than I had imagined, 
and he had linked himself closely to Montrcuil, because, from the 



-•cuius and tiJe resolution of tlic priest', he had drawn the most 
sanguine auguries of bis future power. £.s the night advanced, 
he grew visibly anxious, and, having fully satisfied myself that 1 
might count indisputably upon his intelligence, I once more left 
him to his meditations, and, alone in the outer chamber, I col¬ 
lected myself for Die coming event. I bad fully hoped that Mon- 
trcuil would have repaired to the tower in search" of Gerald, and 
this was the strongest r .son which had induced me to remain be¬ 
hind: but time waned, lie came not, and at length it grew so late 
that I began to tremble lest tine assistance from **** should not 
arrive in time. 

It struck the first quarter after elcver* In less than an hour my 
enemy would he either injny power, or beyond its reach; still 
Gerald and our allies came not •— piy suspense gtew intolerable, 
my pulse raged with fevc ■ I could not stay for two seconds in the 
same spot; a hundred time? had I drawn ruy sword, and looked 
eagerly along its brigltf blade. “Once," thought I, asl looked, 
‘•thou didst cross kite blade of my mortal foe, and lo my danger, 
rather than victory; jcar? hays brought skill to the hand which then 
guided thee, and in the red path of battle thou hast never waved in 
vain, lie stained Jiut once more with human blood, , and 1 will 
prize .every drop of that Llodd beyond all the triumphs thou hast 
brought me!” Yes, it had been with a fiery and intense delight 
that 1 had learnt that Jfonlreuil would have companions to his flight 
in lawless and hardened men, who would never yield him a 
prisoner without striking for his rescue; and I knew enough of the 
courageous and*proud temper of my purposed victim to feel as¬ 
sured that, priest as he was, he would not hesitate to avail himself 
of the w eapons of his confederates, or to aid them with his ow n. 
Then would it be lawful to oppose violence to his resistance, and 
with my own hand to deal the death-blgw'of retribution. Still as 
these thoughts flashed over me, my heart grew harder, and my 
blood rolled nmrp lon-ningly through my veins. “They come not, 
Gerald returns not,” I said, as my eye dwelt on the horologe, and 
saw the minutes creep one after the other — “it matters not — hr 
at least shall not escape! — were he girt by a million, I would 
single him from the herd; one stroke of this right hand is all that I 



ask of life, then let them avenge him if they will.” 'finis resolved, 
and despairing a( last.of the return of Gerald, I left the lower, 
locked the outer door, ifs a still further security against my 
prisoner’s escape, and repaired with silent, hut swift, strides 
to the beach by the Castle Cave. It wanted about half an hour to 
midnight; the night was still and breathless, a diin mist spread 
from sea to sky, through which the stars gleamed forth heavily, 
and at distant intervals. The moon was abroad, but the vapours 
that surrounded her gave a watery and sickbed dulness to her 
light, and wherever in the niches and hollows of the cliff, the 
shadows fell, all was utterly dark, aud unbroken by the smallest 
ray: only along the near evaves of the sea, aud the whiter parts of 
the levt;f sand were objects easily discernible. I strode to aud fro, 
for a few minutes before the Castle Cave; I saw no one, and 1 
seated mvself in stern vigilance upon a stone, fit a worn recess of 
the rock, and close by the mouth of the Castle Cave. The spot 
where I sat was wrapt iu total darkness, ond I felt assured that I 
might wait my own time for disclosing r myst I .f. I had not been 
mauy minutes at my place of watch, before I saw the ligure of a 
man approach front the left; he moved with rapid steps, and once 
when he passed along a place where the fvan light of the skies was 
less obscured I saw enough of his form and air to recognise Mon- 
tre.uil. lie neared the Cave — he paused — he was within a few 
paces of me — I was about to rise, when another figure suddenly 
glided from the mouth of the Cave itself. 

“Ha!” cried the latter, “it is llcrtrand Colliuot — Fate be 
lauded!” * ' 

Had a voice from the giavo struck my ear, it would have 
scarcely amazed me more than that which I now heard. Could I 
believe my senses? the voice was that ofDcsmarais, whom I had 
left locked within the innen-hainber of the tower. “ Fly,” he re¬ 
sumed, “fly instantly; you have not a moment to lose — already 
the stern Morion waits thee — already the houndr of justice are on 
thy track, tarry not for the pirates, but begone at once.” * 
“You rave, man? What mean you? the boats will be here 
immediately. While you yet speak methiuks I can descry them 
on the sea. Something of this I dreaded when, some hours ago, 
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I caught a glimpse of Gerald on ihe road to ** ”. I saw not the 
face of his companion, but 1 would not «trust myself in the tower 

— yet I must await the boats — High! is indeed requisite, but Hu y 
make the, only means by which flight is safe! ” 

“Pray, then, thou whj bclievest, pray that they may come 
soon, or thou diest — and 1 with tltec I Morton is returned — is 
reconciled m Ins went brother. Gerald and Oswald are away to 
* * * *, for men to sc'uo and diag thee to a public death. I was ar¬ 
rested — threatened; but one woy to atoid prison and cord was 
shown me. Curse me, Iiertrand, for I embraced it. 1 told them 
thou would'st fly to-night, and with whom. They locked me in 
the inner chainhei of the tower — Murtbn kept guard without. At 
length 1 heard him leave, the loom — I heard him descend the 
stairs, and lock the gate of th» tower. 11a! ha ! # liltle dreamt he 
of the wit of Jea cstuarajf. Thy frirud must scorn l|pll and bar, 
Bertrand Collinot. They had not searched me — I used my in¬ 
struments — thou lmowcsl that with those instruments I could 
glide through sloilh wnljp! — I opened the door — I was in the outer 
room — 1 lifted the trap-door which old Sir William had had 
boarded over, and which thou hadst so artfully and imperceptibly 
replaced, when *hou wantedst soviet intercourse with thy pupils 

— I sped along the passage —came to the iron door— touched the 
spring thou hadst inserted in the plate which the old knight had 
placed o\er the key-hole — and have come to repair my coward 
tre ichery—to save and to fly with thee. But, while I speak, we 
tread on a precipice. Morton has left the house, and is men now, 
perhaps, in search of thee.” 

“Ha! I care not if he be,” said Montrenil, in a low, but 
haughty tone. “Priest thouglfl am, 1 bate not assumed the garb, 
without assuming also the weapon, of.the, layman. Even now I 
have my ham! upon the same sword which shone under the banners 
of Mar; and which once, but for my foolish mercy, would have 
rid me for ever*,! this private foe.” 

•“I'usheath it now, Julian Montrcuil!” said I, coming from 
my retreat, and confronting the pair. 

Montreuil recoiled several paces. At that instant a shot boomed 
along the waters. 
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“Haste, haste,” eried Desmarais, hurrying to litis waves, as a 
boat, now winding the aiiff, became darkly visible; “haste, Ber¬ 
trand, here are Boujean andliis men — but they arc pursued! ” 

Once did JVlontreuil turn, as if to fly; but my sword was at his 
breast, and, stamping fiercely on the ground, he drew his rapier, 
and parried and returned my assault; but he retreated rapidly 
towards the water while he struck; and wild and loud came the 
voices from the boat, w hich now touched the shore. 

“ Conic — come — come — the olliccrs are upon us ; we can 
wait not a moment! ” and foulrcuil, as he heard the cries, 
mingled with oaths and curses, yet quickened his pace towards the 
quarter whence they came!' His steps were tracked by his blood 
— twice K ad my sword passed through Ms flesh; but twice had it 
failed my vcngciflicc, and avoided -a mortal part. A second boat, 
filled also with the pirates, followed the first; buTlhen another and 
a larger vessel bore black and fast over the water — the rush and 
cry of men were heard on laud — again am? nearer a shot broke 
over the heavy air — another and another it continued (ire. The 
strand was now crowded with the Olivers of justice. The vessel 
beyond forbade escape to the opposite islet. There was no hope 
for the pirates but in contest, or in dispersion > mong the cliffs or 
woods on the shore. They formed their resolution at once, ■ and 
stood prepared and firm, partly on their boats — partly on the 
beach around them. Though the olliccrs were far more numerous, 
the strife — fierce, desperate, and hand to hand — scented 
equally sustained. Monlreuil, as lie retreated before me, bore 
back into the general melro, and, as the press thickened, we were 
for some moments separated. It was at this time that I caught a 
glimpse of Gerald; ho seemed also then to espy me, and made 
eagerly towards me. Suddenly he was snatched from my view. 
The fray relaxed; tiie officers* evidently worsted, retreated towards 
the land, and the pirates appeared once more to entertain the hope 
of making their escape by water. Probably they thought that the 
darkness of the night might enable them to baffle the pursuit of the 
adverse vessel, which now lay expectant and passive on the wave. 
However this be, they made simultaneously to their boats, and, 
among their numbers, I descried Montrcuil. I set my teeth with 
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a calm and prophetic wrath. But three strokes did my good blade 
make through that throng before X wasi>y his side; he had at that 
instant his hold upon the boat's edj$, and he stood knee-deep in 
the dashing waters. I laid my grasp upon his shoulder, and my 
cheek touched his own as 1 hissed in his ear, “lam with thee jet!” 
lie turned fiercely - he strove, but he strove in vain, to shake off 
my grasp. The boa’ pushed away, and his last hope of escape 
was over. At this moment the moon broke away from the mist, 
and we saw each other plainly, and face to lace. Iliere was a 
ghastly, but set despair in Montrcuil’s lofty and proud counte¬ 
nance, which changed gradually to a licrcer aspect, as he met my 
gaze. Once more, foot to foot anibhand to hand, we engaged; 
the increased light of the skies rendered the contest giore that of 
skill than it had hitherto been, and Montreuil seemed to collect all 
his energies, %id to ligl^t with a steadier and a cooler determina¬ 
tion. Nevertheless the combat was short. Once., my antagonist 
had tlie imprudence tfi raise his arm and expose his body to iny 
thrust: his swiff d grazed my cheek — 1 shall hear the scar to my 
grave — mine passed twine through his breast, aud he fell, bathed 
iu his blood, at my feet. 

••Lift him It” 1 said, to the men who now crowded round. 
They did so, and he uuefosed in- eyes, and glared upon me as the 
death-pang convulsed his features, aud gathered in foam to his 
lips. But his thoughts were not upon his destroyer , nor upon the 
wrongs he had committed, nor upon any solitary being in the linked 
society which he had injured. 

" Order ?>f Jesus,” lie muttered, “had I but lived three months 
longer, 1—” 

So died Julian Montreuif! 

CONCLUSION. 

Montrsiui. was.not the only victim in the brief combat of that 
•night; several of the pirates aud their pursuers perished, and among 
the bodies we found Gerald. He had been pierced, by a shot, 
through the brain, and was perfectly lifeless when his body was 
discovered. By a sort of retribution, it seems that my unhappy 
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brother received his death-wound from a shot, fired [probably at 
random, | by Dcsmarais; ^md thus the instrument of the fraud lie 
bad tacitly subscribed to became the minister of his death. Nay, 
the retribution seemed even to extend to the very method by which 
Dcsmarais had escaped; and, as the reader has perceived, the 
subterranean communication which had been secretly re-opened 
to deceive my uncle, made the path which had guided (Jerald’s 
murderer to the scene which afterwards ensued. The delay of the 
officers had been owing to private intelligence, previously received 
by the magistrate to whom Gerald bad applied, of the number and 
force of the pirates, and his waiting in consequence for a military 
reinforcement to the party to 1c despatched against them. Those 
of the pirates who escaped the conflict escaped also the pursuit of 
the hostile vessel; they reached the isjpt, and gained their captain's 
ship. A few shots between the two vessels were lUly exchanged, 
and the illicit adventurers reached the French shore iu safety; with 
them escaped Dcsmarais, and of him, frohi that hour to this, I 
have heard nothing — so capriciously plays Time Willi villains! 

Marie Oswald has lately taken unto himself a noted inn on the 
North Road, a place eminently calculated for the display of his 
various talents; he has also taken untb himself a wire, of whose 
tongue and temper he has been known already to complain with no 
Socratic incckucsr; and we may therefore opine that his misdeeds 
have not altogether escaped their fitting share of condemnation. 

Succeeding at once, by the death of my poor brother, to the 
Deveukux estates, 1 am still employed in rebuilding, on a yet 
more costly scale, my ancestral mansion. So eager and impatient 
is my desire for the completion of my undertaking, that I allow rest 
neither by night or day, and half the*work will be done by torch¬ 
light. With the success of this project terminates my last scheme 
of Ambition. , 

Here, then, atthe age of thirty-four, I conclude the history of 
my life. Whether in the star which, as I now write, shines in 
upon me, and which a romance, still unsubdued, has often' 
dreamed to be the bright prophet of my fate, something of future 
adventure, suffering, or excitement, is yet predestined to me; or 
whether life will muse itself away in the solitudes which surround 
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iiif £01119 of nijlpast childhood, and the scene of my present retreat, 
creates within me but slight food for anticipationfir conjecture. 1 
have exhausted the sources of those feelings which flow , whether 
through the channels of anxiety or of hope,, towards the future; 
and the restlessness of my manhood, having attained ils last object, 
has done the labour of time, and bequeathed me the indifference 
of age. 

If love exists for me no more, I know well that the memory of 
lhaf which has been is to me far more than a lhing love istoothers; 
and perhaps there is no passion so full of tender, of soft, and of 
hallowing associations, as the love which is stamped by death. If 
I have borne much, and my spirit has xvofted out ils earthly end in 
travail and in tears, yet I wiuld not forego the lessons which my 
life has bequeathed me, even though -they he deoplfldondcd with 
sadness and regie# Mo! wtyv 1 ashed what best dignities the 
present, and consecrates the past; what enables us alone to draw 
a just moral from the tal# of life; what sheds the purest light upon 
our reason; what giv*s the firmest strength to our religion; and, 
whelher our remaining years ptws in seclusion or in action, is best 
tilted to soften the heart to man, and to elevate the soul to God, I 
would answer, with (.asstitj, itjs “LM’KIUENCE!'’ 


TilE EMi 
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